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FOREWORD 


The selection of sixteen modern American plays for an anthology 
must necessarily be arbitrary. Limitation of space prevented the 
inclusion of a score of plays that had as obvious claims for recog¬ 
nition as those that were chosen. Granted the fact that we 


could include only sixteen, we exercised our personal prefer¬ 
ences. Fortunately, we secured permission to reprint every play 
that we wanted, and owe a debt of genuine gratitude to the 

O O 

playwrights and publishers for their courtesy—particularly to 
those concerned with resounding successes that are still playing 
to capacity audiences on Broadway and on tour. 

The sixteen plays in this collection have many things in com' 
mon. All of them are products of the past tw^o fruitful decades 
in the American theatre. All of them are by native playwrights 
and are concerned with native themes. All of them were out¬ 


standing commercial successes, and most of them will continue 
to be played by professional and amateur groups for many years 
to come. Three of them are Pulitzer Prize winners. 


The plays are arranged chronologically, in the order of their 
original presentation on the Broadway stage. The texts in every 
case are complete and unabridged. No tw^o plays are by the same 
author. And the selection was purposely made to cover as wide 
a variety of themes as possible—the open spaces, Hollj^ood, 
Park Avenue, the small towns and the big ones, rich people and 
poor. The moods range from the nostalgia of Ah, Wildevtisss! 
and Life %vith Father to the bitterness of Waiting for Lefty and 
The Little Foxes and the fantasy of The Green Pastures and The 
Time of Your Life. If there is a preponderance of comedy, it is 
because the American theatre has reached its greatest form of 
development in that medium—and, we repeat, because the edi¬ 
tors have exercised their personal prerogatives in the selection. 

The contents of this volume had been decided unon before 



Brooks Atkinson was asked to contribute an introduction to it. 
What brickbats may be hurled at it, therefore, what indignant 
protests at the exclusion of plays that other editors might have 
fought and bled for, should be aimed directly at the heads of the 

undersigned. 

Bennett A. Cere 
and 

Van H. Cartmell 

New York 
^anmry, 1941 
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INTRODUCTION 

BY BROOKS ATKINSON 


During the past two or three days I have been having a gooc. 
time. I have been reading the sixteen plays that constitute this 
volume. As a professional theatregoer of mellowing vintage ] 
have met all but one of them in line of duty and might rea¬ 
sonably be expected to remember their salient characteristics. 
But to refresh my mind about Sidney Howard^s They Knew 
Vvhai They Wanted, which was produced the year before my 
term as drama critic began, I started the other day to read the 
printed text. Since it made good reading and revived good 
memories, I ventured on to The Front Page, which is a volcano. 
In short, I have just emerged from the glow of reading all six¬ 
teen. Although they are only part of the fifty or seventy-five 
excellent plays written in the period between 1924 and 1939, I 
can honestly endorse them as lively reading and as evidence of 
the continuous vitality of the American theatre. 

In the years before his harrowing death in 1939, Sidney 
Howard wrote at least two other major dramas—The Silve7 
Cord, which brought the theatre up to date in the science of 
human behavior, and Yellow Jack, which taught the theatre how 
to tell a heroic story in experimental medicine. Both those plays 
pushed the theatre a little further ahead as a mature form of 


popular art and might logically find a place in a book like this 
one. But I think I have an affection for They Knew What They 
Wanted that goes a little deeper than my admiration for his two 
best works of later years. For his romantic and savory story of 
love and magnanimity in a California vineyard was his first 
popular success. It also presented with warmth and sympathy 
some of the best characters he ever created. Those of us who saw 
the Theatre Guild s production of They Knew What They 
Wanted in 1924 will never be able to read the racy dialogue of 
Mr. Howard s drama without hearing the voices of Pauline 
Lord, Richard Bennett and Glenn Anders rising and falling 



over the crises of the story. Those voices, all distinct and indi^ 
vidual with remarkable contrast in tone and inflection, still 

haunt the text of the play. 

On a sticky August evening in 1928, The Front Page swept 
into town and bowled over the public with the excitement and 
sting of a callous newspaper story. Up to that time there had 
never been a newspaper drama that newspaper people could 
recognize as authentic; since 1928 there has never been an¬ 
other. For Ben Hecht and Charles MacArthur, hardened from 
leg-work on Chicago newspapers, still had a relish for the alert¬ 
ness, cynicism, shrewdness, penury and exuberance of the work¬ 
ing newspaper man and they missed none of it in the characteri¬ 
zations of their drama. The Front Page is to journalism what 
What Price Glory? is to the marines—rudely realistic in style but 
romantic in its loyalties, and also audaciously profane. I cannot 
pretend that I still hear any individual voices above the resonant 
hubbub of that melodrama, but I can still see Lee Tracy nerv¬ 
ously racing through the plot and Osgood Perkins, an extraor¬ 
dinarily skillful actor—now dead, alas—cutting through the 
uproar like a bright, sharp penknife, and peeling off the layers 
of the plot as he went along. 

Probably there was a little rejoicing in heaven, in addition to 
the usual jubilation on Broadway, on the night of February 26, 
1930. For Marc Connelly s classic, The Green Pastures, opened 
then; and as Rollo Ogden, venerable editor of the New York 
Times, remarked to me the next morning, Broadway “got re¬ 
ligion” immediately. Using some of Roark Bradfords Negro 
stories as his source book, Mr. Connelly was telling the story of 
the Bible as a Negro Sunday School might imagine it, and his 
play has become a genuine part of American dramatic culture. 
I had gone to the theatre that evening with no particular knowl¬ 
edge of what was to take place. When the curtain rose the quiet 
scene laid in a Negro Sunday School was disarming enough. 
Then, while the scene was being changed, the Hall Johnson 
choir sang, “Rise, Shine, Give God the Glory,” which was pro¬ 
foundly moving, and the ensuing scene representing a festival 



in heaven was both humorous and tender. Then came the 

greatest entrance cue in modern drama. "Gangway!” the Angel 

Gabriel called, Gangway for de Lawd God Jehovah!” On to 

the stage walked a kindly, broad-shouldered man of many years, 

in a parson s coat. At that moment The Green Pastures became a 

classic. The man was Richard B. Harrison, a Negro reader, lec' 

turer and teacher, who had never been on the stage before. As a 

person of genuine devotion, he had feared that The Green 

Pastures might he irreverent or sacrilegious. It turned cut to be 

quite the contrary, and partly because of Harrison’s playing. 

For he was a man of broadness of soul. After he had been play- 

ing the part a few weeks it was hard not to believe that a special 

divinity surrounded him. He was treated with great respect back- 

stage. On two occasions I had the honor of meeting him socially, 

and I confess that I stood considerably in awe of him, for he 

was a thoughtful conversationalist, slow and sincere, anxious 

not to give any false impressions. When he died about five years 

later it became impossible to keep The Green Pastures on the 

stage. For those who had seen Mr. Harrison, no substitution in 

the part was possible. He had left an indelible imprint on the 
play. 

Ever since The Second Man was produced by the Theatre 
Guild in 1927, S. N. Behrman has been America’s nimblest 
author of high comedy. His characters have a worldly air; his 
dialogue is lightly humorous; his plots are usually insubstantial 
What he writes might be dismissed as drawing-room comedy 
il Mr. Behrman were not interested in serious themes like poli¬ 
tics, ethics and cross-currents of thought. Having a singularly 
scrupulous mind he writes his comedies impartially-pitting 
reactionary against radical; and since he is a listener to other 
pople s thoughts he seldom takes sides. Although he is amused 
by pompousness he respects both points of view in any intelli¬ 
gent discussion. Biography was produced by the Theatre Guild 
in 1932, with Ina Claire irradiating the central part and Earle 
Lanmore acting the part of the bristling insurgent. Although 
Mr. behrman continues from season to season to look into the 



hearts and under the motives of modern people who are caught 
in the web of circumstance, he has never improved on the char¬ 
acterizations in Biography, and he has never managed to make 

a more buoyant play from his observations. ^ -i vj 

Ah, Wilderness! represents Eugene O^Neilhs only holiday 
from somber thoughts about mankind. In 1933, when the 
Theatre Guild mounted his comedy of recollection, Mr. O’Neill 
was known as the author of heroic tragedies like Desire Voider 
the Elms, Strange Interlude and Mourning Becomes Electra- 
black, pas donate, dour studies of man’s struggle with fate. The 
idea for a sentimental comedy popped into his mind while he was 
working on Days Without End, a turgid drama of religious 
mysticism. He wrote Ah, Wilderness! for the fun of it, rapidly 
and easily. Although the comedy is not autobiographical, many 
of the ideas come out of his youth and his recollections of New 
London, Conn., where his father and the family spent the sum¬ 
mers. It was a stroke of good fortune to get George M. Cohan 
to play the part of the father. This was the first time Mr. Cohan 
had appeared in a play he had not written or helped to write. 
Gene Lockhart played the part of the bibulous and remorseful 
uncle, and Elisha Cook, Jr., played the boy. Ah, Wilderness! 
had a long run in New York and throughout the country. Full 
of humorous nostalgia, it helped a great deal to round out the 
elusive character of the one great dramatist America has con¬ 
tributed to tlie world. 

When The Petrified Forest turned up in 1935, Robert Sher¬ 
wood was already widely celebrated as the author of Reunion 
in Vienna, The Queens Husband and The Road to Rome. 
Although the last two plays were popular, I confess tliat I 
thought their humor sophomoric and dull, and Reunion in 
Vienna, with the Lunts on a skylark, seemed to me no better 
than smart comedy. But The Petrified Forest, with die lucent 
Leslie Howard in the chief part, delighted me enormously as 
gusty melodrama and strongly appealed to me as just the sort 
of play a liberal with a sense of humor ought to write. Mr. 
Sheru^ood likes to mull things over; he also likes the roar and 



rumble of a good show. In The Petrified Forest he succee^ied 
in making a plausible comment on the state of the world, simul¬ 
taneously ripping off a good story of shooting. Humphrey 
Bogart, who had not then made much impression on stage or 
screen, emerged in The Petrified Forest unshaven, with two 
guns and a professional career. And to me Mr. Sherwood s 
career as a working dramatist also began with this robust shoot¬ 
ing show. Now his career rises high against the skyline of modern 
drama. Out of his brooding mind, out of his courage and in¬ 
tegrity have come Ahe Lincoln in Illinois and There Shall Be 
ISIo Night, which have made an impression on the morals of the 
country. Although Mr. Sherwood is not a creative dramatic 
poet, like Eugene O Neill, he is, I think, our greatest contem¬ 
porary. I have never known another man so completely fulfilled. 

About the same time a minor actor in the Group Theatre was 
chafing at the tugs. ClifFord Odets was submitting the script 
of a dynamic play about labor problems to a prize-play contest. 
Waiting for Lefty, he called it. Produced at a series of special 
Sunday performances, it awakened general interest in a fresh 
talent in playwriting. Not being able to find a good script by 
any other author, the Group Theatre then decided to risk a 
production of Mr. Odetses first full-length play, Awake and 
Sing, which had been kicking around for some time. It is now 
recognized as one of the truly creative dramas in our literature. 
After it was produced Mr. Odets became the white-haired boy 
of the season and he plunged with enthusiasm and confidence 
into a career. Although he has not fulfilled the entire promise 
of that cyclonic first year, he is a writer with great talent for the 
theatre. He feels in theatre terms and his emotion is fiery and 
centrifugal. Waiting for Lefty is a case in point. It is not so much 
a "well-made play” as the score for a whirling experience in the 
theatre. By the technical device of using the stage as a speaker's 
platform it draws the audience well inside the play. Actors rise 
from all parts of the house, race down the aisles and destroy the 
usual barrier between stage and auditorium. A small play, Wait¬ 
ing for Lefty has the natural form of a theatrical inspiration, and 



I shall never forget the hot excitement of the first performance 
I saw on a Sunday afternoon in the battered, dog-eared Civic 
Repertory Theatre in Fourteenth Street. 

Sidney Kingsley s Dead End, which appeared the next au¬ 
tumn, is another play difficult to read without considering the 
stage setting. Some of the text looks like gibberish on the printea 
page. But it was played against one of Norman Bel Geddes s 
most extraordinary settings, representing an East River slum 
street where a luxurious apartment house butted against a de¬ 
crepit tenement rookery. The pier-head of the street dropped 
straight into the orchestra pit. Some of the most scabrous street 
urchins ever assembled on a stage dove off the end of the pier 
and tore shrieking up and down the street to a sound track of 
accompanying river noises. Against this shocking background 
Mr. Kingsley^s street scene with melodramatic devices was trans¬ 
lated into a raucous tone poem of the modern city. It enlarged 
the experience of New York theatregoers; it also vividly directed 
attention to one of New York s most urgent social problems. 

There is no problem involved in Boy Meets Girl, by Bella 
and Samuel Spewack, who are legally married and can there¬ 
fore be as funny as they like on any topic. After giving their 
all for a fortune in Hollywood, they came back to Broadway 
in 1935 with a remarkably hilarious comedy about the hocus- 
pocus of screen writing. Since Hart and Kaufman s Once in a 
Lifetime, acted in 1930, there had not been a really successful 
cartoon of Hollywood antics, and there has never been such 
a good one since. Mr. and Mrs. Spewack were not writing 
at random. The two scribbling pranksters who turn comic 
handsprings through the play were suggested by the fantastic 
Hollywood behavior of Ben Hecht and Charles MacArthur, 
represented in this volume as authors of The Front Page, Mr. 
Hecht and Mr. MacArthur are not easily impressed by big in¬ 
dustry, and they do not take Hollywood seriously. No one goe. 
so far as to suggest that the plot of Boy Meets Girl is a literal 
record of their escapades. The Spewacks' play is a free improvi¬ 
sation on a practical joker s theme, and George Abbott’s racy 



stage direction accounted for a good deal of the boisterous fun 

of Boy Meets Girl on Broadway. It had 669 performanees in 
New York. ^ 

Clare Boothe, la belle dame sans merci, conquered Broadway 
on the night after Christmas in 1936. She had already written 
one iama about the pangs of married life, Abide with Me, 
which failed. But in The Women she succeeded by spraying 
vitriol oyer the members of her own sex with cutting wit and 
remarkable knowledge of her subject. In the foreword to the 
published script she says that “The Women is a satirical play 
about a numerically small group of ladies native to the Park 
Ayenues of America, and that the title was chosen from several 
others she had considered-P«rk Avenue, The Girls, The Ladies, 
etc. On Broadway The Women was luxuriously produced with 
a sharp-clawed cast of “speaking cats,” as Dr. Johnson might 
have called them, and with scenery that amounted to a Park 
Avenue si^t-seeing tour-from cardroom co beauty parlor and 
bathroom. To keep this record straight. The Women is the only 
p ay m Ais volume that I did not applaud. “This reviewer dis- 
hked It, I wrote laconically at the end of my first-night notice. 
Miss Bootlie s calculated and spiteful writing was too poisonous 
for iny taste. But who are you and I against so many? The Women 
had 657 performances on Broadway. Since 1936 Miss Boothe 
has written Kiss the Boys Goodbye and Margin for Error, both 
of them successes, and more recently she has written a book 
about the first enigmatic year of the European war with a sug¬ 
gestion that the United States take warning. 

Arthur Kober’s “Having Wonderful Time" is a tender comedy 
about a Jewish summer resort in the Berkshires. Mr. Kober is 
a humorous and sympathetic writer with considerable affection 
for the httle people who are trying to find a place for themselves 
in a cold world. As a young man he knew at first hand these 
summer colonies where Jewish young people devote a brief fort¬ 
night vacation to as much social and cultural achievement as 
mey can manage. According to standards of assured society, Mr. 
Kober s portrait is comic. But it is never insensible, for Mr. Kober 



respects the dreams and hopes of desperate vacationers who ars 
driven by an inarticulate desire to improve themselves. When 
'‘Having Wonderful Time' was produced in 1937, Katherine 
Locke and Jules (now John) Garfield made quite a stir on Broad¬ 
way. For all practical purposes that was the beginning of two 
wonderful times on stage and screen. 

Like The Green Pastures, Our Town, produced in 1938, is 
a classic by reason of its humanity. The novelty of Thornton 
Wilders stagecraft has overshadowed the artistic—or shall we 
say, the spiritual—qualities of the drama. It was played virtually 
without scenery and props. Much of the acting was in panto¬ 
mime. The curtain was always kept rolled up; and Frank Craven, 
who played the composite role of manager, commentator and oc¬ 
casional dramatic character, stood informally over the footlights 
and personally guided the perfoimance. The novelty of the bare 
stage production, however, was an integral part of the drama. 
For Mr. Wilder offers Grover s Corners, N. FI., as a living frag¬ 
ment of the universe, indigenous not merely to New Flampshire, 
but to the life of man, and his point of view is not detached but 
compassionate. The story is the simple idyll of a neighborhood 
—talk about people, love and marriage, death and immortality. 
In style it is familiar, suffused in wonder. Mr. Wilder is a 
modest writer with no taste for passionate affirmation. But in 
one speech, spoken meditatively in the moonlight by a young 
countiy girl to her brother, he draws a deeply moving and im¬ 
aginative connection between his gentle village and the pro¬ 
found riddle of the universe— 


KEBEccA. I never told you about that 
letter Jane Crofut got from her min¬ 
ister when she was sick. The minister 
of her church in the town she was in 
before she came here. He wrote Jane 
a letter and on the envelope the 
address was like this: It said: Jane 
Crofut, The Crofut Farm; Grover's 
Comers: Sutton County: New Hamp¬ 
shire; United States of America. 

GEORGE. What’s funny about that? 


REBECCA. But listen, it’s not finished: 
the United States of America; Conti¬ 
nent of North America: Western 
Hemisphere; the Earth; the Solar 
System; the Universe; die Mind of 
God—that’s what it said on the en¬ 
velope. 


GEORGE. What do you know! 

REBECCA. And the postman brought 
it just the same. 

GEORGE. What do you knowl 



Martha Scott had her first conspicuous success in Our Town 
in the part of Emily Webb; and John Craven, son of Frank 
Craven, made something memorable out of the part of George 
Gibbs. 

The Little Foxes, produced in the fertile year of 1939, is 
Lillian Flellman s second successful drama. Her first, The Chil¬ 
drens Hour, was produced in the autumn of 1934. It was an 
excoriating record of the mischief caused by idle gossip. Her 
second play. Days to Come, was not a success two years later, 
but it better represented Miss Heilman’s dominant interest in 
matters of social importance. The Little Foxes, which indulges 
that interest, is the story of greedy brothers and a greedy sister 
who coldly devour the earth, scheming, twisting, driving their 
way to m-aterial success. As a craftsman, Miss Heilman is the 
chief representative of the ‘welFmade play.” She has a clear, 
organized mind; she can plan a plot that yields excitement, and 
her literary style is dramatic. What she has to say in The Little 
Foxes she says concretely, with great decision, and her portrait 
of voracity is a bitter one. On a night in February, 1939, it also 
gave Tallulah Bankhead her first popular success in this country. 
After shuffling through a number of inconsequential plays. Miss 
Bankhead strode through the part of Regina Giddens with great 
singleness of purpose like an actress awakened by a well-written 
part. Patricia Collinge also gave a notable performance as the 
humiliated Birdie Hubbard. 

The Man Who Came to Dinner reveals George S. Kaufman 
and Moss Hart at the top of their bent. After collaborating for 
the first time in 1930 on Once in a Lifetime, they have worked 
together on several plays—including You Cant Take It with 
You and The American Way. The Man Who Came to Dinner 
is a merciless cartoon of Alexander WoollcotFs bad manners, 
shameless egoism, bountiful mischief and widely assorted friend¬ 
ships; it is written with destructive wit. It is an example of loud, 
swift, blistering American comedy at its best. If Mr. Kaufman, 
Mr. Hart and Mr. Woollcott were not chums, The Man Who 
Came to Dinner might reasonably call for a cessation of fa- 



nnliarities—particularly since Mr. Kaufman and Mr. Hart, with 
the instinct of friendship, have concentrated on the most vul¬ 
nerable aspects of Mr. Woollcott s character. But he has been 
sufficiently delighted with the malicious virtuosity of their play 
to act the central role himself in other parts of the country. In 
New York the part is played with superb relish and authority 
by Monty Woolley, a former Yale savant, with wit and a beard. 
At this writing Mr. Woollcott is girding his mountainous loins 

for another tour in a wheelchair. 

Nine days after The Mutt ^Vho Cdific to Difittcf shot into 

town, William Saroyan^s The Time of Your Life took up resi¬ 
dence across the street, and eventually captured both the Critic s 
Circle and the Pulitzer prizes. Mr. Saroyan, the ebullient Ar¬ 
menian, is the imp of the modem drama. He has an instinct 
for characters and themes, but no artistic discipline. To Mr. 
Saroyan the lack of discipline is an essential part of his genius; 
but a good many theatregoers, accustomed to orderly drama, 
merely regard him as a pain in the neck. The tmth lies some¬ 
where between these two points of view. Since Mr. Saroyan 
lacks discipline, since he uses material impulsively just as it pops 
into his head and lives exclusively off the top of his emotion, he 
is an erratic writer, and any contact he makes with the mind 
of the theatregoer is chiefly accidental. His happiest accident 
was My Heart’s in the Highlands, a one-act lyric in celebration 
of friendship and good will, played with imaginative beauty 
by the Group Theatre. The three-act form is a harder test of 
Mr. Saroyan's endurance, but The Time of Your Life passed 
the test with the assistance of Eddie Dowling, who helped to 
direct and also played the part of Joe with sweetness and under¬ 
standing. Mr. Saroyan s liking for undistinguished people, his 
enthusiasm for the minor crotchets of living, and his comradely 
sense of humor are original, innocent and enjoyable. I liked 
The Time of Ycur Life the first time I saw it. I was enthusiastic 
the second time I saw it and I enjoy reading it now. Some time, I 
hope, the stars in their course may he propitious again, and, work- 



ing under their influence, Mr. Saroyan may dash off another 
friendly drama to the surprise of Broadway and himself. 

While The Time of Your Life was breaking up old friendships 
in that rushing autumn of 1939, Life with Father settled into 
the Empire Theatre, apparently forever. For this is the perfect 
American comedy with popular appeal. The joke on which it 
is based is the fundamental one of the “papa love mama? ” comic 
strip. But there is nothing cheap or commonplace about Life 
with Father, Although the basic joke is an old one, father is a 
man worth respecting. He is logical, industrious, unselfish, fond 
of his sons, devoted to his wife, the backbone of America. He 
lacks humor and imagination, but he has in abundance the en¬ 
during virtues of the head of a family. As a matter of fact, he 
was the father of the late Clarence Day, who wrote sketches 
about him with humorous independence in The New Yorker. 
After Clarence Day”s death, Howard Lindsay and Russel 
Crouse, who had previously collaborated on musical comedies, 
made a play out of the sketches and managed with great skill 
to preserve the good taste and mettlesome humor of the source 
material. Father is comic, but a real person. His anxiety over 
his wife s health is genuinely touching, which illustrates Ber¬ 
nard Shaw s thesis that no comedy is a good one unless it is also 
moving. After trying in vain to persuade a star actor to play the 
part of the monumental parent, Mr. Lindsay decided to act the 
part himself and he engaged his wife, Dorothy Stickney, to play 
the part of Vinnie. His choice in actors has turned out to be 
excellent. Life with Father has restored the era of good feelings 
to the stage. 


New York 
]anmry, ig^i 
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They Wanted 
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They Knew What They Wanted was first produced at the 
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ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 

Three months later 
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SCENE 


fhe scene of the play is the home of an Italian winegrower in the Napa 
Valley in California. All of the action takes place in the main downstairs 
room which serves as general living and dining room. 

It is necessary to understand that the house is not in the least Spanish in 
its architecture. As a matter of fact, it woidd serve any respectable Middle- 
Western farmery a fitting and inconspicuous residence. It was built in the 
nineties of wood, is painted white on its exterior, and has only one story. 

A door at the back, the main one to the outer world, gives on the porch. 
Another door, to the right of the audience, gives on the kitchen. The kitchen 
IS three steps above the level of the room and so placed that the audience can 
see into it It is completely furnished. A third door, to the left of the audi¬ 
ence, gives on a flight of steps which leads to the cellar of the house. A fourth 
door, also on the left and farther down stage, gives on the bedroom. 

The back wall shoidd also be broken by windows; on the right of the 
cental door, a bay window, on the left, a double flat window. 

j ^ toward brown Californian 

hills. The landscape IS checkered with cidtivation. Some of the checkers are 

orchards Most of them are vineyards. The foreground is all vines. Vines 
twine about the pillars of the porch. In the beginning of the play~it begins 
in summer-the grapes on the porch vines are small and green. In the last 
act-three months having elapsed-they are large and purple. 

The back stage must be so arranged that people who approach the house 
from the highroad appear to mount the porch steps from a much lower level 
At other times, however, it is required that the characters be able to go and 
come on the level of the house itself where the farmyard is. 

Inside the room the wallpaper and the carpet are new and garish. The 

furniture is new 

and mcludes a golden-oak din ing table with chairs to match, a morris chair, 
another easy chair, a chest of drawers, a sideboard, a hat rack. 

On one wall hangs a picture of Garibaldi. A picture of George Washing¬ 
ton hangs over the central door. Other mural decorations include a poster of 

the Navigazione Generale Italiana, a still-life chromo, a religious chroma 
and a small mirror. ® * 

camdfe\tlt “ double-barrelled shotgun draped with a loaded 

The whole impression must be one of gaiety and simple good living. 
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ACT ONE 


The red, white and green of Italy combine with the red, white and blue of 
these United States in hunting, garlands of fluted paper, pompons and 
plumes of shredded tissue, to make up a scheme of decoration which is, to 
say the least, violent. The picture of Garibaldi is draped with an American 
flag, the picture of Washington with an Italian flag. The full glare of the 
early morning sun streams in through door and windows. 

The room is fairly littered with boxes. Atop one of these, from which it 
has just been extracted, stands a handsome wedding cake, surmounted by 
statuary representing the ideal bride and groom in full regalia under a bell. 
The boxes are all addressed to 

Tony Patucci, 

R. F. D., Napa, Calif. 

iVH GEE stands on a ladder on the porch outside the open entrance door, hang¬ 
ing Chinese lanterns. He is a silent, spare Chinaman, of age maturely inde¬ 
terminate. He wears blue overalls and a black chambray shirt. 

JOE—dark, sloppy, beautiful, and young— is busy opening a packing case 
in the center of the stage. His back is turned upon the door. 

JOE (as he works, he half sings, half mutters to himself the words of 
''Remember," an 1. W. W. song, to the tune of "Hold the Fort"). 

*We speak to you from jail to-day, 

Two hundred union men, 

We’re here because the bosses’ laws 
Bring slavery again.” 

(Through this the atrtain rises and father mc kee is seen climbing the 
porch steps. He wears the sober garb of a Catholic priest, not over clean, what 
with dust, spots, and all. He nods to ah gee and comes into the doorway. He 
;tands a moment to mop his large, pale face with a red bandana. Then he 
lowers lugubrious disapproval upon everything in sight. Then he yaivns. 

He is one of those clerics who can never mention anything except to 
denounce it. And his technique of denunciation is quite special to himself. 
It consists in a long, throaty abstention from inflection of any kind which 
cjdminates in a vocal explosion when he reaches the accented syllable of a 
word upon which his emphasis depends. This word always seems to wske 
him up for an instant. Once it is spoken, however, he relapses into semb 
somnolence for the remainder of his remarks. At heart, he is genial and kindly 
enough, quite the American counterpart of the French village cur^.) 
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father mc kee. Hello, Joe. 

fOE. Hello there, Padre. What do 
you thinks 

FATHER Mc KEE. Looks to me like a 

bawdv house. 

✓ 

JOE. Its goin to be some festa. . 

LHy Cups! What do you know about 
that for style? 

FATHER MCKEE. Where's Tony? 

JOE (nods toward the door of the 
bedroom}. In there gettin’ dolled up. 

. . . Hey, there, bridegroom! Tlie 
Padre s out here. 


CMagnificently tony enters from 
the bedroom. He is stout, floridly 
bronzed, sixty years old, vigorotis, 
jovial, simple, and excitable. His 
great gift is for gesture. To-day we 
meet him in his Sunday best, a very 
brilliant purple suit with a more 
than oriental waistcoat which serves 
to display a stupendous gold watch 
chain. He wears a boiled shirt, an 
Jerald-green tie, and a derby hat. 
He cajries his new patent-leather 
shoes in his hand. He seems to be 
perspiring rather freely.) 

tony. Looka me! I’m da most stylish 
fella in da world. 




FATHER MC KEE. I come up to have a you, Tony, 
serious talk with Tony. ^ 




r 


JOE. Well, for God’s sake, don’t get 
him upset no more’n what he is al¬ 
ready. He’s been stallin’ around all 
momin, afraid to go down and meet 
the bride. You better leave him alone. 

father mc kee. I’m always glad to 
have your advice, Joe. I didn't look 
to find you still bangin’ ’round. 

JOB. Oh, didn’t you. Padre? 

FATHER MCKEE. Tony told me 
you d decided to go away. 

JOE. Well, Padre, I’ll tell you how it 
is. (He grins impudently) I don’t 
believe in stayin’ any one place too 
long. 'Tain’t fair for" me not to give 
the rest of California a chance at my 
society. But I ain’t goin’ before I 
seen all the fun, got Tony safely 
married, an kissed the bride. CHe 
turns to the door and ah gee) That’s 
fine. Ah Gee. Better take these here 

Lily Cups in the kitchen when you 
get through. 


tdny. Im glad you come, Padre. 
How you like my clothes, eh? Costa 
playnta good money! (Attention is 
called to the shoes) For da feet. 

JOE (a motion to the wedding cake). 
How s it strike you, Tony? 

tony. Madonna! (He throws his 
shoos into the morris chair. His hat 
assumes a terrific angle. He cannot 
keep his hands off that cake) Look, 
Padre! From Frisco! Special! Twelve 
dollar an two bits! Look! (The mini¬ 
ature hride and groom particularly 
please him) Ees Tony an’ his Amy! 

JOB. Them lanterns is Ah Gee’s per 
sonal donation. 

tony. Thank you, Ah Gee! Ee,** 
verra fine. Ah Gee, you go an’ bring 
vino, now, for Padre, eh? (ah geb 
obeys the order, taking the Lily Cupt 
with him into his kitchen.) 

JOB. Show some speed now, Tony 
It s past nine. ’Tain’t hardly pretty 
to keep the bride waitin’. 
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roNY (as he sits down to the strug¬ 
gle with his shoes'). I’m goin’ vena 
quick. 

FATHER Mc KEB. I got to have a 
word with you, Tony, before you go 
to the station. 

JOE. The Padre's been tryin’ to tell 
me you’re scared to have me around 
where I can kiss the bride. (He 
picks up ff- couple of flags and goes 
outside.) 

TONY (ill undisguised terror). You 
ain’t goin’ be kissin’ no bride, Joe. 
You hear dat? 

JOE (of stage he is heard singing). 

“We laugh and sing, we have no fear 
Our hearts are always light, 

We know that every Wobbly true 
Will carry on the fight.” 

TONY. He’s too goddam fresh, dat 
fella, vAth kissin’ my Amy an’ all dose 
goddam Wobbly songs. Don’ you 
think so, Padre? 

FATHER MC KEE. I didn’t comc up 

here to talk about |oe, Tony. I come 

• ^ 

up to talk about this here weddin’. 

TONY. I’m glad you come, Padre. I’m 
vena bad scare’. 

FATHER MC KEE. You got good rea¬ 
son for bein scared, if you want to 
know what I think. 

TONA'. I got vena special reason. 

FATHER MC KEE. What Tcason? 

roNY. Don’ you never mind! Da’s 
mv secret dat I don’ tell nobodv. You 
tell Joe he go away quick, Padre. 
Den, maybe, ees all right. 


FATHER MC KEE. So that’s it! Well, 

I don’t blame you for that. 

TONY ^deeply indignant at the im¬ 
plication). Oh! . . . No, by Godl 
You don’ ondrastan’, Padre. Joe is 
like my own son to me! Ees som’- 
thing vena different. Madonna mial 
Ees som’thing I been doin’ myself! 
Ees som’thing Tony’s been doin’ 
w’at’s goin’ mak’ vena bad trouble 
for Tony. 

FATHER MC KEE. I’ll tell Joc nothin’. 
You’ve made your own bed and if 
you won’t get off it while there’s 
time, you got to lie on it. But I want 
you to understand that I don’t like 
nothin’ ’bout this here weddin’. It 
ain’t got my approval. 

TONY (the first shoe slips on and he 
sits up in amazement). You don* like 
weddin’, Padre? 

FATHER MC KEE. No, I don’t. An* 
that’s just what I come up here to 
tell you. I don’t like nothin* about it, 
an’ if vou persist in goin’ ahead in 
spite of my advice, I don’t want you 
savin’ afterwards that you wasn’t 
warned. 

TONY. Dio mio! (He amplifies this 
with the sign of the cross. Then his 
confidence rather returns to him) Aw 
. . . tak’ a pinch-a snuff! You mak’ 
me tire’. Padre! You think festa is 
no good for people. You padre fellas 
don* know nothing. Work! Work! 
Work evra day! Den, by-an’-by, is 
cornin’ festa. After festa workin’ is 
more easy. (He resumes the shoe 
prohletn.) 

father MCKEE. Tonv, you know 
perfectly well that I ain't got no more 
objection to no festa than I have to 
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any other pomp of the flesh. But Tm 
your spirichool adviser an I been 
mullin* this weddin’ over in my mind 
an' I come to the conclusion that I'm 
agin it. I don't like it at ail. I got 
my reasons for what I say. 
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TONY tJts Pct^Tc gtiess Jits se¬ 

cret?'), W'at reason you got? 

FATHER MC KEE. In the first place, 
you ain’t got no business marryin’ no 
woman who ain’t a good Cath’lic. 

TONY Ommeasuraltle relief)), Ees no 
matter. 

FATHER MC KEE, A mixed marriage 
ain’t no better’n plain livin’ in sin. 


• . . ees just da same like here. So 
den I go down all da way to Frisco 
for look after wife an’ I find my 
Amy. She is like a rose, all wilt’. You 
puttin water on her an’ she come 
out most beautiful. I’m goin’ marry 
with my Amy, Padre, an’ I don^ 
marry with nobody else. She’s been 
tellin’ me she is no Cath'lic. I say, 
wat I care? By an’ by, maybe, if we 
bein patient, we bringin’ her in da 
church, an showin’ her da candles 
and da Madonna, all fix up good 
v.nth flowers and da big tin heart, an' 
evrathing smellin’ so prett’ an’ you 
preachin verra loud an’ da music an’ 
evrathing, maybe ... by an’ by 

• . . CHe turns again to his shoe) 
But now ees no mater. W’at I care? 


tony. Ain’ we got you for keep’ sin 
away, Padre? me. 


father MCKEE. It don’t look oood to 


FATHER MC KEE. Why ain’t you mar¬ 
ryin a woman out of vour own parish 
instead of trapesin’ all the way to 
Fnsco to pick out a heretic? 

tony. Is no good womans in dees 


FATHER MG KEE. What’s WTOng with 

em? ® 

tony. Joe is sleepin’ with evra one. 


tony. Ees all right. ... If you 

don want my Amy an’ me gettin’ 

mamed with good Cath’lic priest 
hke you, den, by God- 

father MCKEE. I ain’t said I would- 
n t marry you. 

tony. Eh bene! 



father MCKEE. That ain’t the point. 

tony ^enlisting the shoe to help his 
gesticulation). Oh, ees point all 
nght Padre. Joe is told me ’bout 
evrathing. I been lookin’ all ’round 
nere at all da womans in dees parish. 
I wen lookin’ evra place for twent’ 
mile. Ees no good womans for wife 
here. Joe is told me ’bout evra one. 
yen 1 m gone to Napa for look all 
?ound dere an’ in Napa ees no better 


tony. Ahi! Dio mio- (The 

shoes goes on, producing intense 

pain) He look much better as he 
reel! 


father MC KEE. There ain’t no good 

in no old man marryin’ with no 
young woman. 

tony. You think anybody marry 
OTuff!° ‘^ Tak’ a pinch-a 
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FATHER MCKEE. I know onc old man 
who married a young woman an she 
carried on with a stage driver! 

TONV. Dio mio! 

FATHER MCKEE. He had Icnowed her 
all her life, too, an' you ain’t knowed 
your Amy more’n 'bout five minutes. 

TONV. Ees no matter. 

FATHER MCKEE. An I know another 
fellow who married one of them city 
girls like your Amy without bein’ 
properly acquainted an’ she turned 
out to be a scarlet woman. 

TONY. My Amy don’ do dat. 

(ah gee enters from kitchen with 
two glasses and a bottle of wine.^ 

FATHER MC KEE. Ain’t you just now 
been tellin’ me you’re scared of her 
seein’ Joe? 

TONY. No, by God! 

FATHER MCKEE. Joc ain’t the only 
young fellow around, either! 

TONY. Young fellas is no matter. 
Only Joe. An’ I ain’ scare’ over Joe 
excep’ for special reason. You tell 
Joe. Padre . . . (He is returning 
to his old subject, hut the wine dis¬ 
tracts him) Ah-h-h! 

FATHER MCKEE. Why didn't you get 
married forty years ago? 

TONY. I think you know verra good 
w’y. Ees because I’m no dam’ fool. 
, . . Wen I’m young, I got noth¬ 
ing. I’m broke all da time, you re¬ 
member? I got no money for ha\nn’ 
wife. I don’ want no wife for mak* 
her work all da time. Da’s no good, 
dat. Da's mak’ her no more young, 
no more prett’. Evrabody say Tony 
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is crazy for no havin wife. 1 say 
Tony is no dam’ fool. W’at is h^ 
pen? Pro’ibish’ is com’. Salute! (A 
giflss of wine, AH gbb has returned 
to his kitchen) An’ wat I say? I say, 
“Ees dam' fool law. Ees dam’ fool 
fellas for bein’ scare’ an’ pullin’ up 
da grape’ for tryiri growin’ som'- 
thing difFerent.’ W’at I’m doin’? I’m 
keep the grape, eh? I say, “I come in 
dees country for growin’ da grape! 
God mak’ dees country for growin’ 
da grape! Ees not for pro’ihish’ God 
mak’ dees country. Ees for growin’ 
da grape!” Ees true? Sure ees true! 
(Another glass of wine) An’ w’at 
happen? Before pro’ibish’ I sell my 
grape’ for ten, maybe twelve dollar’ 
da ton. Now I sell my grape’ some¬ 
time one hundra dollar da ton. Pro- 
’bish’ is mak’ me verra rich. (Another 
glass of wine) I got my fine house. 

I got Joe for bein' foreman. I got two 
men for helpin’ Joe. I got one Chink 
for cook. I got one Ford car. I got all 
I want, evrathing, excep’ only wnfe. 
Now I’m goin’ have wife. Verra nice 
an’ young an’ fat. Not for work. No! 
For sit an’ boldin’ da bands and hav¬ 
in’ kids. Three kids. (He demon¬ 
strates the altitude of each) Antonio 
. . . Giuseppe . . . Anna . . . Das 
like trees an' cows an' all good peo¬ 
ple, Da’s fine for God ari evrabody! 

I tell you, Padre, Tony know w’at 
he want! 

FATHER MCKEE. Whatever made you 
think a man of your age could have 
children? (This sfnggers tony) I 
tell you, Tony, it ain’t possible. 

TONY. Eh? Tony is too old for havin* 
kids? I tell you, Tony can have 
twent’ kids if be want! I tell you 
Tony can have kids w’en be is one 
hunira year’ old. Dio mio! From da 
sole of bis feet to da top of his hat, 
Tony is big, strong man! I think I 
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ondrastan* you verra good, Padre. 
Tony is not too old for havin' kids. 
He’s too rich, eh? (This rather strikes 
home) \ah! Tony is rich an’, if he 
don’ have no kids, den da church is 
gettin' all Tony’s money an da 
Padre is gettin Tony’s fine house all 
fix’ up good for livin' in, eh? 

FATHER MCKEE (a vcry Severe shep¬ 
herd). Tony! 

TONY (the horns of the devil with 
his fingers). Don’ you go for puttin’ 
no evil eye on Tony an’ his Amyl 

FATHER MCKEE. You’te givin’ way to 
ignorant superstition, which ain’t 
right in no good Cath’lic. 

TONY (on his feet in a panic). Dio 
mio! My Amy is cornin' on dat train 
an' here you keep me, sittin’, talk- 

• f 

in • • • * 

FATHER MC KEE. You irreverent old 
lunatic, you, if you’re bent on marry- 
in’, ni marry you. (joE reappears in 
the doorway) But I don’t want you 
cornin' around afterwards squawkin' 
about it. 

TONY. Eh, Joe! Da Padre don’ want 
me gettin’ marry with my Amy be¬ 
cause he's scare’ da church don’ never 
get my money! 

JOE, For cripe's sake, Tony, ain’t you 
heard that whistle? 

TONY, I go! I go! 

JOE. Train’s in now. 

TONY. Porco Dio! Ah Gee! 

JOB. Fix your tie. 

Tony, I fix. . . . (ah gee comes 
from the kitchen for his master's 


order) Un altro fiasco, (ah gee re- 
turns to the kitchen.) 

JOE. \ou won’t make no hit if you’re 
drunk, Tony. 

TONY. Not drunk, Joe. Only scare’. 
\^erra bad scare’, 

JOE. Bridegrooms is always scared. 
TONY. Jes’ Chris’, maybe I’m sick! 
JOE. No! 

TONY. Santa Maria, I am sick! 

JOE. What’s wrong with you? 

TONY. I don’ know! I'm sick! I’m 
sick! I’m sick! 

(ah gee returns with the wine bot¬ 
tle refilled, tony seeks prompt solace. 
AH gee goes hack to his kitchen.) 

JOE. You’ll be a helluva sight sicker if 
you don't lay off that stuff. 

TONY. I canno’ go for get my Amy, 
Joe. I canno’ go. . . . 

JOE. All right. I’ll go . . , 

TONY. Oh, by God! No! NO! 

JOE. Tony, if you drive the Ford 
down the hill in this state of mind 
you’ll break your dam' neck. 

TONY (more solace). I feel good now, 

I drive fine. I don’ want nobody for 
go for my Amy but only me. . . , 
(Then he weakens again) Joe, I’m 
scare’, I’m scare’, I’m scare’! 

JOE. What you scared of, Tony? 

TONY. Maybe my Amy . . . 
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TOE. Come oil; beat it! 

TONY. I feel good now an I don' 
want nobody for go for my Amy but 
only me. You bet! (He starts.) 

JOE. That’s the boy! 

TONY (another relapse'). Joe, you 
don’t get mad if I ask you som’thing? 
I got verra good reason, Joe . . • Joe 
. . . how soon you goin’ away, Joe? 

JOE. You don't want me to go, do 
you? 

TONY. I think ees much better. 
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p \THER MC KBB (at the window). 
L>aok at him! 

JOB He could drive that Ford in his 
sleep. 

FATHKR MCKEE. I don’t hold with no 
old man gallivantin’. 

JOE. Don’t you fret, Padre. Didn't I 
tell you not to get him all worked 
up? (Tkis ruffles the good priest who 
makes tc follow tony, job intercepts 
him and forces him hack into the 
room.) 

FATHER MC KBB. Well? 


JOE. WTiat's the idea, Tony? 

TONY. Joe . . . som'thing is hap¬ 
pen', da’s all. . . . You go, Joe. I 
been tryin' for three days for ask you 
dees. Joe, an’ I been scare’ you get 
mad. I pay you double extra for goin’ 
to-day, for goin’ now, eh? Joe? Verra 
quick? 

JOE. An’ miss the festa? Like hell! 
roNY. Joe, you don’ ondrastan’. . . . 
JOE. Forget it, Tony. 


JOB. Sit down a minute. You been 
tellin’ Tony what you think. Now I 
got some tellin’ to do. 

FATHER MC KEB. Have you, indeed? 
Well, I don’t see no good— 

JOE. Maybe I don’t see much good, 
but what the hell! 

FATHER MO KEB, Young man! That’s 
the pernicious doctrine of Lacey 
Fairey. 

JOE. What s that? 


TONY. Joe . . , 

JOE. If you keep her waitin’, she’ll 
go back to Frisco. 

TONY. Dio Mio! (Me goes to the door 
and turns yet once again) Joe . . . ? 
(He catches father mckee’s eye) 
Som’thing verra bad is goin’ happen 
vrith Tony. . . . Clean evrathing 
clean before my Amy come. (He is 
really gone, joe follows him out and 
stands on the porch looking after 
him, A Ford motor roars and die7 
away into high speed.) 


FATHER Alc KEB. A French expres¬ 
sion meanin’ "Sufficient unto the 


joe. What of it? If folks is bent on 
makirt’ mistakes, an’ you can’t stop 
’em, let ’em go ahead, that’s what I 
s^y. i don’t want nobody batin' my 
for bein too dam’ right all the 
rime, see? Not bein’ a priest, I aim to 
get along with folks. That way, when 
they’re in wrong, I can be some use. 

FATHER MC KEB. That ain’t in accord 
<yith the teacbin’s of Jesusl 
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TOE. A helluva lot you an’ me know 
a!)Out the teachin’s of Jesus. 

FATHER MC KEE. Joc, if you ain’t 
goin' to be rev’rent . . . 

JOE. Tm talkin’ now. 

FATHER MC KEE. Oh, are you? 

JOE. Yeah. J wouldn’t have no harm 
come to Tony, not for anything in 
the world, see? An’ I been agitatin’ 
against this weddin’ a lot longer’n 

C? O 

voii have an’ I know what it’s all 
about, see? I’m here goin’ on five 
months, now, an’ that’s longer’n J 
e\ er stayed any one place. 

FATHER MC KEE. Is it? 

JOE. Excep’ once in jail, it is. An’ I 
been lookin’ after Tony all the time 
since I come here. J come m to bum 
a meal an' I stayed five months. Five 
months I been workin' for Tony an’ 
lookin’ after him and he’s treated me 
dam’ good an' that’s God’s truth. 1 
wouldn’t have worked that long for 
him if he hadn't treated me dam’ 
good, either. I ain’t none too strong 
for stayin’ put, you know. I like to 
move an’ now I’m goin’ to move. I’m 
what the^ papers call a “unskilled 
migratory” an’ I got to migrate, see? 

me to go an’ I want to 
go. But, what I want to know is: 
who’s goin’ to look after Tony when 
I’m gone? 

FATHER MCKEE. Ain’t that his wife’s 
place? 

JOE. Sure it’s hie. wife’s place. But 
suppose this weddin’ don’t turn out 
so good? Are you goin to look out 
for him? 

FATHER MC KEE. Ain’t Tony my 
spirachool charge an’ responsibility? 


JOE. All right! An’ I ain’t so sure 
you’re goin’ to have much trouble, 
either. Amy looks to .ne like a fair to 
middlin’ smart kid an’ she knows 
what she’s in for, too. 

FATHER MCKEE. You seem to be well 

informed, Joe! Do you happen to 
know the lady? 

JOE. I ain’t never laid eyes on her. 
CThen the implication percolates^ 
Oh, I may go chasin’ women plenty, 
but I don’t chase Tony's wife, see? 
An’ I ain t fixin' to, neither. Just get 
that straight. 

FATHER MC KEE. I’m glad to hear it, 
Joc. 

JOE. But I happen to know about her. 
Didn’t I have to write all Tony’s let¬ 
ters for him? You wouldn’t expect 
Tony to be writin' to no lady with 
his education, would you? 

FATHER MCKEE. No, I Can’t say that 
I would. 

JOE. Why, I even had to read him the 
lette.rs she wrote back. That’s how I 
got my dope. An’ what I say is: she’s 
got plenty of sense. Don’t you fool 
yourself she hasn’t. I’ll show you. 
(He goes to the chest of drawers for 
some letters and photographs. He 
brings them hack to the padre) You 
can see for yourself. (And he stih- 
mits Exhibit A — a letter') Tony goes 
to Frisco^ lookin’ for a wife, see? The 
nut! An’ he finds Amy waitin' on 
table in a spaghetti joint. Joint’s 
called II Trovatore.” Can you beat 
it? He ain’t even got the nen'e to 
speak to her. He don’t even go back 
to see her again. He just falls for her, 
gets her nsme from the boss comes 
home an^ makes me write her a letter 
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proposin’ marriage. Thats her an¬ 
swer. 

FATHER MCKEE. It’s good dear writ- 
in’. It’s a good letter. It looks like 
she’s got more character’n what I 
diought. But, just the same, it ain’t 
no way to conduct a courtship. 


first. They was some pictures! I’ony’s 
(J?e hands a specimen to the Padre) 
sure looks like him, but she must 
have seen somethin’ in it, because 
she sent hers right back. (He studies 
AMY s photograph for a moment be¬ 
fore submitting it) Here. Not bad, 
huh? 


TOE. There’s worse ways. 

FATHER MC KEE. She says she likes 
♦he letter you wrote. 

/OE. The second time I wrote, I told 
her all about the farm an’ just how 
she ^^'as goin’ to be fixed. Oh, I was 
careful not to say nothin’ about 
Tony’s money. Only the Ford. 1 
thought she ought to know about the 
Ford. (He hands the second letter 
over) An’ she wrote this one back. 

FATHER MC KEE. She likes the coun¬ 
try, does she? She wants Tony's 
photo. 

JOE. Say, you ought to have seen 
Tony gettin’ his face shot! By God! 
It took me a whole week to talk him 
into it. An’ when I did get him down 
there—you know that place across 
from the depot?—dam’ if he wasn’t 
scared right out of his pants! 


FATHER MC KEE (a long and very 
pleased contemplation). TTiere ain't 
no explainin’ women! (He returns 
the photograph) Do you think she’s 
straight, Joe? 

JOE. What the hell! If she ain’t, she 
wants to be. That’s the main thing. 

FATHER MCKEE. Maybe it won’t turn 
out so bad, after all. There’s always 
this about life: no man don’t never 
get even'thing he sets out to get, but 
half the time he don’t never find out 
he ain’t got it. 

JOE. Oh, if you’re goin’ off on that 
tack! 

FATHER MC KEE. It’s the tack life 
travels on, with the help of 

God. 

JOE. What the hell! Life ain’t so bad. 



FATHER MC KEE. By what? 

JOE. By the camera! Would you be¬ 
lieve it? We had to clamp him into 
the chair, both of us, the photogra¬ 
pher an’ me! You ought to have seen 
that wop sweat! And ^vhen we try to 
point the machine at him, he gives a 
veil vou could hear a block an’ runs 
right out in the street! 

FATHER MC KEB. NoJ 


FATHER MC KEE. I’m delighted to 
hear you say so! 

JOE (he has returned the exhibits to 
the drawer). I never put over any¬ 
thing half so good myself! 

FATHER MC KEB. Do yOU thuik 

Tony’s goin’ to put it ovei^ 

JOE. Wait and see. 


JOE. I couldn’t get him back, only 1 father mc khe. Well, I don't know 
promised to let the guy shoot me how I can approve of this wedding 
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but I’m willin to give it the benefit 
of my sanction an' to do all I can tc 
help it along an’ look out for Tony. 
Does that satisfy you? . . . Just the 
same, I don’t believe in unnecessary 
chances, Joe. Pull along out of here 
'ike Tony asked you to. 

JOE. Say, you make me sore! Why, 
anybody 'ud think, to hear you talk, 
that I'm all set to . . . 

(The R. F. D. has appeared on the 
porch. He carries a dusty coat on his 
arm, and wipes the sweat from his 
brow ^vith his blue handkerchief. He 
wears a gray flannel shirt, old trous¬ 
ers hitched to suspenders that are 
none too secure. His badge is his only 
sign of office. He is an eager, tobacco- 
chewing old countryman.') 

THE R. F. D. Hey, Tony! Tony! (As 
he reaches the door) Where’s Tony? 
’Momin’, Padre. 

JOE. Tony’s gone to town. You’re 
early. 

THE R. F. D. That’s more’n Tony is. 

I got to get his signature on a piece 
of registered mail. 

JOE. What is it? 

the r. f, d. It’s his wife, (joe and 
the PRIEST rise astonished) Sure! I 
got her outside in the buckboard an' 
she’s madder’n hell because Tony 
didn’t meet her. She's some girl, too. 

I never heard the beat! Lands a girl 
like that an’ don’t even take the trou¬ 
ble to— (The other two are already 
at the windows.) 

JOE. Where'd yott find her? 

the r. f. d. I finds her pacin' up and 
down the platform an’ I gives her a 
lift. I sure do hate to see a crood- 


lookin’ girl cry—an’ she sure was cry- 
in . I reckoned Tony couldn’t get the 
Ford started so— 

father mc kee. He went down all 
right. I wonder what happened to 
him? 

JOE. He must have took the short cut. 

father mc kee. Didn't you pass 
him? 

JOE. I knew I ought to have went 
instead. 

FATHER MC KEE. He Wasn't in no 
condition. 

THE R. F. D. I’ll have a look on my 
way back. 

JOE. What are we goin’ to do with 
her? 

THE R. F. D Ask her in. 

JOE. Ah Gee! (He goes out, calling) 
Giorgio! Angelo! (the r. f. d. fol¬ 
lows him. AH GEE comes from his 
kitchen and evinces some confusion, 
hut does not hold hack from the sum¬ 
mons. father mc kee arranges hii 
costume and goes out last. The stage 
remains empty for a moment. A bab¬ 
ble of voices is heard, voices that 
speak both English and Italian. jOE 
is heard shouting) Lend a hand 
with that trunk! 

amy’s voice. How do you do? I’m 
pleased to meet you. I certainly had 
some time getting here. I certainly 
expected somebody would meet me 
at the station. 

father mckee's voice. The old 
man left all right. 
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joe's voice. He sthrted a little too 
late. 

THE R. F. D.’s VOICE. I’ll have a look 
for him. (The rest is lost in a babble 
of Italian as AMY comes o.i to the 
porch and the others follow her, not 
the least among them being the two 
Italian hajtds, giorgio and angelo 
ivhose volubility subsides only as 
AMY enters the room. As for amy, 
she is all tJiat tony said of her and 
much more. She wears a pretty dress, 
new, ready-made, and inexpensive, 
and a charming and equally cheap 
hat. Her shoes are bright coloured 
and her handbag matches them. But 
her o%vn loveliness is quite beyond 
belief. She is small and plump and 
vivid and her golden hair shimmers 
about her face like 7i/orKing sun¬ 
shine. She herself shines with an 
inner, constitutional energy. Her 
look is, to he sure, just a little tired. 
She probably is not more than twen¬ 
ty-two or -three, but she seems older. 
Her great quality is definiteness. It 
lends pathos to her whole personal¬ 
ity. At the moment, her vanity is 
piqued by tony’s remissness and she 
carries >»affers with a hand a little 
too high to be entirely conxnncing. 
She is embarrassed, of course, but 
she xvont admit it.') 

AMY (as she enters). J. must sav it 

# 

ain’t mv idea of the way a gentlC' 
man ought to welcome his blooming 
bride. I don’t get it. I don’t get it at 

O 

all. What was the matter? 

JOE. Why, nothin'. 

FATHER Mc KEE. He was scared. 

AMY, Scared of mc? Why didn't you 
come yourself? 

)0E. 5 wanted to, but . . . 


AMY (the decorations have caught 
her eye). Say, did you folks go and 
do all this for the wedding? 

joe. Sure we did. 

AMY. Well, if that ain’t the cutest 
ever! A regular wop wedding! Excuse 
me. I meant Italian. (The “1" is 
long.) 

joe. That’s all right. 

amy. And here’s the priest, too, all 
set and ready. Say! I can see right 
now I’m going to like it here. 

JOE. I don’t guess nobody's goin’ to 
kick at that. 

AMY. All right, then, I’ll forgive you. 
That's the way I am. Forgive and 
foraet! I alw’avs believe in letting bv- 

O ^ O ^ 

gones he hvgoncs. And down at the 

O ^ O 

station I was thinking: Well, if the^ 
ain’t got enough sense of politeness 
to come after the bride. I’m going to 
hop the vcr\' ne.xt train back to Frisco. 
I’d have done it, too, only—would 
YOU believe it?—I didn’t have the 
price of a ticket! I spent the last cent 
I had on this hat. Sav, when J re¬ 
membered that, maybe I didn’t cr\'! 
Tliat's what I u'as ciy’ing over wlien 
YOU come up. (This to the r. f. d.; 
othenvise her eyes have scarcely 
left joe’s face.) 

THE R. F. D. Pleased to have been of 
ser\'icc, ma’am. 

AMY. Well, you certainly was of 
sen icc. But here I am alive and well, 
as they sav, so I guess we don’t need 
to fuss about that anv more. I guess 
ril sit down. (She does so.) 

JOE. Here's the cook an the hands to 
pay their respects. 
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ANGEI-0 (a deep obeisance to amy). 
Eh, la nostra padrona! Tanti auguri, 
cara Signora, e buona festa! Come 
:ta? Ha fatto buon \naggio? (Here 

GIORGIO adds his voice.} 


ANGELO (together) giorgio 


Siamo tanto con- 
tenti di vedevla. 
Spcriamo che si 
trovera sempre 
bene e felice neb 
la casa ospitale 
del nostro gene- 
roso padrone. 


Sia la benvenuta, 
cgregia Signora. 
Auguriamo la bu¬ 
ona fortuna a lei, 
e al suo stimatis- 
simo sposo. Che 
la Santa Madon¬ 
na le dia la sua 
benedizione e 
che tutti i santi 
i’accompagnino 
nel matrinionio! 
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AM*r. If you don’t mind I’ll just keep 
an eye on them. My wedding dresi 
is 7n that trunk. I bet you didn’t ex 
pect me to bring a wedding dress. 
Well, I didn’t expect to, myself. And 
I don’t know why I did. But I did! 
I just blew myself. I said; “You only 
get married once” and—I got a veil, 
too. I got the whole works. (She 
hears her trunk en route} Go easy 
there! (She is out on the porch.} 

THE R. F. D. Well, that’s her. 


joe (as he goes to help}. She ain’t 
bad. 


FATHER Mc KEE. No, shc ain’t half 
bad. 


JOE. Hey, that’.s enough! 

AMY. Now, that was very nice of 
them. I liked every word they said. 
I guess I better study up on the lingo. 
All I know is words like spaghetti 
and raviole. . . . 

ANGELO and GIORGIO (sotto voce}. 

Ah! La Signora parla Italiano! 

AMY. ... I guess you got plenty of 
that around. Well, you can’t make 
me mad. I just love it. (Then she 
sees AH gee’s ceremonious obei¬ 
sance} How do you do^ Are you the 
cook? 

AH GEE. Yes, missy. Velly good cook. 

AMY. Say! I didn’t know I drew a 
chef. You didn’t tell me. (ah gee 
takes himself off} Say, my baggage 
is out there. 

JOE. All right boys, lend a hand. 
(angelo and giorgio go down the 
steps.} 


AMY (calling down}. Not upside 
down! Be careful, can’t you? 

the r. f. d. I don’t hold much with 
city girls myself, but— 

joe (calling down}. Careful boys! 
Look out for that vine! Gimme the 

grip- 

father mc KEE. Oh, she’s above the 
average. 

THE R. F. D. (nudging him}. Do you 
think she . . . ? 

FATHER MC KEE. I wouldn’t hardly 
like to say ofF-hand, but . . . 

THE F. D. R. I wouldn’t think so. 

FATHER MC KEE, Joc, do you think 
she . . . ? 

JOE. No. Not her. Not on your life. 
(He ptUs grip down inside the bed¬ 
room door. At the same time angelo 
and GIORGIO carry in amy’s pathetic 
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little trmik, which they take into the 
bedroom.) 

THE R. F D. Well, I got my deliv¬ 
eries. 

FATHER MCKEE. I’ll coiiie along with 
you. You stay here an’ keep things 
conversational, Joe. 

toE. No! ril come, too, 

THE R. F. D. Till the groom turns up, 
loc. You don’t want her to get all up¬ 
set again, do you? 

FATHER MC KEE AMY COmeS 

alon^ the porch to the door). Shh! 
Don’t get her worryin'. 

AMY (in the doonvay, finishing the 
feminine touch of powder to the 
nose). I thought a little of this 
wouldn’t make me anv harder to 

y 

look at. 

THE R. F. D. We’ll have to he movin’ 
on, ma’am. 

FATHER MC KEE. YeS. 

AMY (shaking hands with him). I’m 
pleased to have made your acquaint¬ 
ance. 

THE R. r. D. I hope to have the pleas¬ 
ure soon again. 

AMY. Why. ain’t you coming to the 
wedding? 

THE R. F. D. Sure I am, if I’m invited. 

AMY. I’ll never forgive you, if you 
don’t. And I certainly want to thank 
you for the lift. (A handshake to 
him) Thank you. . . . Good-bye. 

. . . Good-bye. . , » 


THE F. D. R. Good bye, ma’am. (He 
shuffles out. JOE starts to follow,) 

AMY. You ain’t going, too? 

JOE. Well, I— 

THE R. F. D. (through the window). 
Just the Padre an* me. 

FATHER iMC KEE (oS he gOCS, tO JOE). 
We’ll send him right up. 

THE R. F, D. (fls they disappear) 
Good-bye, ma’am. 

AMY. Good-bye. See you later. (Awk¬ 
ward silence) I ain’t sorr^^ they went. 
I think they ought to have done it 
sooner and left us to get acquainted. 
They got me all fussed up staring 
that way. I just couldn'r think of 
what to say ne.xt. A girl gets kind of 
fussed, coming off like this to marry 
a man she ain’t never seen. 1 was a 
mile up in the air. I—I guess 1 must 
ha\’e sounded kind of fresh. I would¬ 
n’t want you to think I was fresh. 

JOE. I didn't. 

AMY. I’m olad vou didn’t. You know, 
I like it up here already. You got it 
fixed up so cute and— (She discov¬ 
ers the cake) and that. ... It was 
awful nice of you to think of that. 
And the view! Is them all vines? 

JOE. Yeah. . . . (An awkward 
pause.) 

AMY, It certainly is a pretty sight. 
Coming up I could taste the wind 
wav down inside me. It made me 
think of where I used to live. 

JOE. UHicre was tha^? 

AMY. In the Santa Clara. You know, 
I wrote you. 
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/OE. Oh, yeah. In the Santa Clara. 
I forgot. 

/.MY. We had a big place in the San¬ 
ta Clara. Prunes and apricots. Ninety 
acres in prunes and fifty in apricots. 
. . . (Again an awkward silence') I 
guess I’ll sit down. (She docs so) 
There ought to have been good 
money in prunes and apricots. But 
the prunes didn't do so good and 
the apricots got the leaf curl. 

JOE. You’re quite a farmer. 

AMY. My old man was, but he got to 
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aaiy. Thought you might have, be¬ 
ing a Catholic and all. 

JOE. I was organizer for the Wob- 
blies. 

AMY. The Wobblies? 

JOE. 1. W. W. 

AMY. Say! You ain't one of them? 
JOE. I used to be. 

AMY. I sure am glad you gave that 

up. You don't talk one bit like an 
Italian. 


JOE. That’s bad. 

AMY. So we lost it after my mother 
died. But I used to love it there. In 
the spring, when the blossoms was 
out. I used to climb up on the wind¬ 
mill at night, when there was a 
moon. You never saw such a pretty 
sight as them blossoms in the moon¬ 
light. You could see for miles and 
miles all round—for miles and miles. 

JOE. It must have been pretty. (Awk¬ 
ward pause.) 

AMY. Ever been in the Santa Clara? 

JOE. Sure. I worked there before I 
come here. 

AMY. Where did you work? 


JOE. Near Mountain View. I forget 
the guy’s name. 


AMY. I went to school in Mountain 
View. Our place was near there. 
Ever know Father O’Donnell? 


JOE. I ain’t. Only by descent. I was 
bom in Frisco. 


AMY. Uh, in hnsco? I see. ... I’m 
Swiss by descent myself. My father 
was bom in Switzerland and my 
grandfather, on my mother’s side, he 
^vas born there, too. I don’t know 
what that makes me—Swiss cheese, 
I guess. . . . (She laughs, joe does 
not. This crushes her and there is 
another awkward gap) Our old 
house in the Santa Clara was bigger 
than this one, but it wasn’t near so 
pretty. I must say you keep this 
house nice and clean for ha\’^ing no 
woman around. Our house got aw¬ 
ful dirt)^ toward the end. You see, 
my mother got to drinking, too. Hard 
stuff, you know. I got nothing against 
beer or vino, but the hard stuff don't 
do nobody any good. . . . That 
how you stand on prohibition? 

JOE. Sure, I guess so. 


AMY. I’m glad to hear that. I sure 
am. I don’t want no more experience 
with the hard stuff. . , . That cer 
^inly is some view. Got the Sana 
w.lara beat a mile. The Santa Qara’s 


fOE. No. 
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SO flat. You couldn’t get no view at 
all unless you climbed up on that 
windmill like I told you about. . . • 
Our old house had a cellar. Has this 
house got a cellar? 

JOE. Sure, it has. Underneath the 
whole house. (She goes to the cellar 
door to see.) 

AMY. I used to hide in our cellar 
when things got too rough upstairs. 
You could hear the feet running 
around over your head, but they 
never come down in the cellar after 
me because there was a ladder, and 
when you’re that way you don’t care 
much for ladders. . . . They always 
took it out on me. 

JOE. Did they? 

AMY. Yeah. I always had the cellar 
though. I used to play down there 
hot days. It smelt like apricots. 

JOE. Our cellar smells like hell. It’s 
full of vino. 

AMY. That’s a nice clean smell. It’s 
sour, but it’s healthy. 

JOB. You’re a regular wop, ain’t you? 

AMY. Well, after two years in a spa¬ 
ghetti joint! I like Italians. They al¬ 
ways left me alone. Guess it wouldn’t 
have done ’em much good getting 
fresh wnth me, at that. . . . Say, I'm 
getting pretty confidential. 

JOB. Go right ahead. 

AMY. All right, ... I guess I ain’t 
got much reason for being sbv unth 
you, at that. I wouldn’t never have 
said I was going to marr)^ an Italian, 
though. But I guess I just jumped at 
the chance. I cot so tired of things. 
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Oh, everything! I used to think I just 
couldn’t keep on any longer. 

JOE. Poor kid! 

AMY. Oh, I usually know which side 
my bread’s buttered on. 1 just said 
to myself: “He looks all right and I 
like the country and anyway it can't 
be no worse than this.” And I said: 
“Why shouldn’t I take a chance? He’s 
taking just as much of a chance on 
me as I am on him.” 

JOE. That’s fair enough. 

AMY. Sure it is. And—maybe I hadn’t 
ought to say it—but when I come in 
here and seen all you done, fixing 
things up for the wedding and all, 
and looked out the window, and 
smelt that wind, I said to myself, 1 
said: “Amy, old kid, you’re in 
Now, what do you think of that for 
an admission? 

JOE. You’re dead right. That’s just 
what I said when I come here. I only 
intended to stay a few days. I’m that 
way, see? I been here goin' on five 
months now. 

AMY. Is that all? 

JOB. That’s the longest I ever stayed 
any one place since I was old enough 
to dress myself. 

AMY. You have been a rever! 

JOB. I been all over--with the Wob* 
blies, you see. Before I come here, 
that is. 

AMY. What did you used to do? 

JOB. Cherries an’ hops—melons doum 
in the Imperial an’ oranges down 
South an’ ^he railroad an’ the oik 
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.lelds. .. . Before I come here. When 
I come here I just stayed. Maybe I 
was gettin’ tired of bummin’. Now 
I'm tired of this. But I don’t mind. 

yjMY. Well, don’t get too tired of it. 
I’m not a bit strong for moving my¬ 
self. I had all I want of that in my 
time. 

JOK. I guess you have. 

AMY. I wonder what you think of 
me coming all the way up here like 
I did, all by myself, to marry a man 
I ain’t never seen, only his photo- 
graph. 

JOE. You couldn't have picked a bet¬ 
ter man. 

AMY. Say! Don't get a swelled head, 
M'ill you? 

JOE. Who, me? 


Not now, anyhow. It just goes to 
show you: you never can tell how 
things is going to turn out. Why, if 
a fortune-teller had told me that I 
would come up here like I did, do 
you know what I would have said to 
her? I'd have said, “You’re no for¬ 
tune-teller.” Life sure is funny, 
though. It’s lucky for me I can say 
that now and laugh when I say it. I 
ain t alu'avs been so good at laucfh* 
ing. I guess we’ll get used to each 
other in time. Don’t you think we 
will, Tony? 

JOE. Tony? Say, I ain’t ... - Oh, 
Jesus! (His words are lost in the roar 
of a Ford motor as it a-p'proaches, and 
the motor, in Uirn, is drowned in wild 
cries of dismay from giorgio and 
ANGELO. (The tension between the 
two in the room is broken by the ex¬ 
cited entrance of ah gee, who has 
evidently seen, from his kitchen win¬ 
dow, the cajise of disturbance.^ 


AMY. Oh, no, nobody! (ah gee passes 
along the porch') I hope you’re right 
that s all. And I guess you are, at 
that. And belie\'e me, if I thought 
this wasn’t a permanent offer, 1 
wouldn’t be here. J mean business. 
I hope you do. 

joe. Me? 

AMY. Well, I certainly ain’t referring 
to the Chink, 

JOE. Say, who do you think . . . ? 

AMY ^touching his sleeve with a kind 
gentle diffidence which is her first 
attempt at intimacy). Don’t get sore. 
The minute I came in I knew 1 was 
all right. I am. my, I feel just as 
comfortable as if we was old friends. 
There don t seem to be anychino 
strange in me being here like I amt 


FATHER Mc KEE ^Calling from off 

stage). Joe! Joe! 

JOE (following AH GEE toward the 
door). What is it? (From the porch 
he sees what it is) mat—Is he dead? 

• . . Take that bench! (He disap¬ 
pears in the direction of the dis¬ 
turbance tvhich contimies in both 
English and Italian.) 

AMY. mat's the matter? Is some¬ 
body hurt? 

(The DOCTOR, with his fedora hat 
and his little black satchel, appears. 
He is the perfect young rural medico, 
just out of medical school and full of 
learned importance.) 

the DOCTOR. I’ll get the ambulance 

JOE (following him in) Is he bad. 
Doc? 
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the doctor Cos he goes into the bed¬ 
room). Both legs above the knee- 
compound fractures. 

JOE. Why didn’t you take him to the 
hospital? 

THE R. F. D. (as he enters). The Ford 
went right off the bridge, 

FATHER MC KEE (os hc enters). Not 
two hundred yards from here, Joe. 

THE R. F. D. Must havc fell twenty 
feet! 

FATHER MC KEE. Ncvcr Seen such a 
wreck! (To amy) We found him ly¬ 
in’ in two feet of water. The car was 
turned right upside down. 
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JOE. Sure. Everything’s fine. 

TONY. Where is my Amy? (He sees 
her where she stands dumhfcnindeci 
against the wall) Ah-h-h, Amy! . . . 
Amy, don’ be standin' way off derel 
Come over here for shake hands. 
(amy shakes her head) You ain’ mad 
with me, Amy? . . . (amy shakes 
hey head again.) Amy ain mad with 
me, Joe? 

JOB. Nobody’s mad. . . . Don’t you 
worry. 

TONY. Den we have da weddin’ just 
da same? We have da weddin' just 
da same? (The doctor appears in 
the bedroom door^vay, holding a 
hypodermic.) 


AMY. But who is it? I don’t get it. 
I don’t know what’s happened. 

FATHER MC KEB. Two broken legs, 
that’s what’s happened. 

The doctor (he reappears in his shirt 
sleeves) Better lend a hand, Joel 
(He vanishes again, giorgio and 
ANGELO appear, carrying the bench 
and apostrophizing the deity in Ital¬ 
ian. TONY is recumbent and uncon¬ 
scious on this improvised stretcher. 
Much *^Steady*' from jOE. Muck 
"There noxv, Tony” from the R. F. D. 
Much and prolonged groaning from 

TONY.) 

JOB (os the bench is set down). All 
right now, Tony. 


JOB. Sure, we will. 

THE DOCTOR. All tight, boys, bring 

him in. I want to give him another 
one of these and clean up his cuts. 

JOE. Come on now, boys! Avanti! 
Careful there! 

TONY. Amy! .. . Amy! . .. (The jar 
of movetjtent htirts hint. He breaks 
down into groans and is carried info 
the bedroom. All others go with hun 
except JOE and ^my.) 

JOE (as he starts to go, a strangled 
sound front amy arrests hint. He 
turns and meets her gaze. He closes 
the door) TTiis is tough on you. 


roNY (reviving). AH-h-h! . . . Ees amy (almost voiceless with her t^ 

rible surmise). Who—who is th'xt old 

guy? 

JOB. Yeah. It’s me. Amy’s here. 

TOE. That? That’s Tony. . . , 

TONY. Amy? Ees all right, Joe? You 

been makin’ evrathing all right? 4 my. Tony? 


you, Joe? 
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JOE. It’s too bad he never got to meet 
you. It's too bad he wasn't here when 
you come, (amy savnys desperately a 
liiomeyit, then, with a choked cry, 
makes for the bedroom^ You can’t 
go in there. 

AMY. I want my trunk. 

JOE. Now, listen! It ain’t Tony’s fault 
he’s had an accident. . . . 

AMY. Of all the dirty, low-down tricks 
that was ever played on a girl! 

JOE. An’ it ain’t his fault you made a 
little mistake. 

AMY. What do you think you are— a 
bunch of Houdinis? (She tears open 
her handbag which she put down on 
the table at her first entrance and 
produces a photograph) Is this your 
photo or isn’t it? 

JOE (in amazement). Where did you 
get it? 

AMY. Where do you think I got it? 

JOE. Good God, Tony didn’t send you 
this, did he? For God’s sake, tell me! 
Did Tony send you this? 

AMY. Ain’t I just told you? 

JOE. By God, he must have been 
plumb crazy! By God, he was so dead 
gone on you he was afraid you 
wouldn’t have nothin’ to do with an 
old man like him. ... He didn’t 
have the nerve. . , . An’ he just 
went an’ sent you my photo instead 
of his. . . . Tony’s like that, Amy. 
He ain’t nothing but a kid. He’s like 
a puppy, Tony is. Honest, Amy, it’s 
Gods truth I’m telling you. ... I 
wouldn’t have had nothin’ to do with 
no such thing. Honest I wouldn’t. I 


did write the letters for him, but 
that was only because he don’t write 
good English like I do. 

AMY. That ain’t no excuse. 

JOE. But there wasn’t one word in 
them letters that wasn’t God’s own 
truth. 1 never knew nothin’ about this 
photo, though. Honest to God, I 
never! An’ Tony never meant no 
harm neither, Amy. Honest he never. 
An’ he's been after me to beat it, 
too. Every day he has. . . . Sure it 
was a dirty trick an’ he was crazy to 
think he could get away with it. I 
ain t denyin’ it’s the dirtiest trick J 
ever heard of. . . . Only he didn’t 
mean no harm. 

AMY. Oh, didn’t he? Well, how about 
my feelings? How about me? 

JOE. I’ll do everything I can to square 
it. ni drive you right down to the 
station now, and you can hop the first 
train back. 

AMY. Oh, can I? And what do you 
expect me to do when I get there? 
Ain’t I thrown up mv job there? Do 
you think jobs is easy for a girl to 
get? And ain’t I spent every cent I 
had on my trousseau? 

JOE. I’ll make Tony square it. 

AMY. Oh, my God! Oh, my God! I got 
to go back and wait on table! What’ll 
all those girls say when they see me? 
And I ain’t even got the price of my 
ticket! 

JOE. We can fix that. 

AMY. I’ll get a lawyer, I will! I wish 
to God I hadn’t never heard of no 
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JOE. Don’t start cryin. (He tries to 
comfort her.') 

AMY. You take your hands otF me 
and get my things. 

JOE. All right. ... (He looks at 
her a moment, his distress quite evi¬ 
dent. Then he gives it up and goes 
into the bedroom. As he opens the 
door, the doctor and tony are 
audible. He closes the door after 
him.) 

(amy picks up the few belongings 
she has left about the room. She 
stands a momen - holding them, look¬ 
ing about her, at the four walls, a1 
the country outside. Then her eye 
falls upon joe’s photograph which 
still lies, face^ip, on the table. She 
takes it in her hand and looks at it. 
Mechanically she makes as thowgh to 
fnit it into the bosom of her dress. 
She changes her mind, drops it on 
the table and looks around her again. 
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She seems to reach a decision He? 
face sets and she pushes the pkoto^ 
graph vigorously away from her. jop 
returns with her satchel.) 

JOE. The doc’s give him something 
to make him sleep. They’re goin to 
get an ambulance an’ take him to 
the hospital. We can take the doc s 
Ford an’ . . . It’s a shame, but . . . 

amy. I ain’t going. 

JOE. What? 

AMY. No. I ain't going. Why should 
I go? I like the country. This place 
suits me all right. It’s just what I 
was looking for. I’m here and I might 
as well stick, i guess he ain’t so bad, 
at that. I guess I could have done a 
lot worse. If he wants to many me, 
I’m game. I’m game to see it through. 
It’s nice up here. (She ptdls off her 
hat and sits, exhausted, jOE stares in 
mute admiration as the curtain falls.) 


ACT TWO 


The scene remains unchanged. It is late evening of the same day. The 
lanterns out-of-doors have been humirtg so long that some of them have 
already gitffcred out. The room is lighted by tivo oil lamps. 

TONY lies groaning faintly on a cot, his legs encased in a plaster cast, his 
eternal whie bottle by his side. The doctor sits beside him. 

Oiitside, the festa is in full sxving. A desperate Italian tenor is singing 
"La Donna e Mobile" from “Rigoletto" as the airtain rises. His tones ring 
frantically out. 

A short pause follows the song. The hiss of a skyrocket is atidihle. The 
light from the rocket flares through the windows and a long "Ah" rises from 
the crowd out-of-doors. 

TONY. Fireworks! tony. Someone. verra sick in bed 

Povereto! Povereto! Tony miss festa. 
TJiB DOCTOR. Lie quiet (Gay voices outside call to childrert 
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ajtd children answer. The doctor 
nses impatiently and goes to the door. 
TONY turns his head ever so slightly') 
Eh, Doc! Were you go? 

the doctor. It s high time those coy¬ 
otes went home. 

(Applause rings from the crowd. The 
tenor is again vigorously repeating 
the last phrase and cadenza of ‘*La 
Donna e Mobile.”) 

tony. Dat fella is no coyot'! He is 
music artiste. 

THE DOCTOR. It’s a marvel to me the 
man has any lungs left. He’s been 
howling for five hours. 

TONY. You don’ ondrastan’ such 
music. Come h bella! Ees “Rigo- 
letto!” 

THE DOCTOR. Look here now, Tony! 

I let you out of the hospital to get 
married. 

TONY. You bet your life! You think 
any goddam doc is stoppin’ me from 
gettin married? 

THE DOCTOR. I’m talking medicine, 
not love. 

TONY. You talkin’ too goddam much. 
You been spoil e\Tathing. 

the DOCTOR, Now, be reasonable, 
Tony. I let them bring you in here 
where you could see your friends. 

TONY. An’ den you mak’ all my 
friends go outside. 

THE DOCTOR. You’ie a sick man. 

tony. Ahi! Tony is verra sick , . . 
verra sick! 


THE DOCTOR. Enough’s enough. 
Whv, half of what you have been 
through to-day would ha\'e killed a 
white man! You wops are crazy. 

TONY. I don’t let nobody stop no festa 
in my house. You go outside an’ have 
a good time. 

THE DOCTOR. I don’t sing and I don't 
dance and I don’t talk Italian and I 
don’t drink. 

TONY. I’m surprise’ how much you 
don’ know, Doc. (He laughs. The 
jar is painful. He groans. The doc¬ 
tor comes over to his bedside) 
W’ere is my Amy? 

THE DOCTOR. Shc’s all right. Keep 
quiet. 

TONY. You goin’ look for my Amy, 
Doc? You goin’ see if she is havin’ 
fine time? 

(Mandolins, a guitar, and an accord 
ion strike up a sentimental waltz 
outside.) 

THE DOCTOR. If you’ll be quiet, 
(Humoring him, he goes to the 
door) I can see her from here and 
she’s having a splendid time. Does 
that satisfy you? 

TONY. Now evrabody goin* for 
dance! 

(A brief silence piled by the dance 
music to which tony, the incorrig¬ 
ible, beats time. Then job and ah 
GEE come along the porch pushing 
a wheelbarrow, a little purry of the 
crowd in their wake. The doctor 
shoos out the crowd, joe and ah gee 
come in.) 

JOE. How you makin’ out, Tony? 

tony. Verra sick, Joe. Is festa goin’ 
good? 
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JOE. Festa’s goin’ fine, Tony. Me and 
Ah Gee's after more vino. 

TONY. Da’s good! Da's good! 

JOE. Sure it's good. But its a wonder 
everybody ain’t drownded already. 

TONY. Italian fellas don get 
drownded in vino. Is my Amy hav¬ 
in’ good fun, Joe? 

JOE. Sure, she is! She’s playin with 
the kids. 
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TONY. Oh, my God! 

the DOCTOR. • • • SIX months* • • « 

TONY (^CTCSccudo Six month.! 

Six month’! Six month’! 

the doctor. You won t make it any 
shorter by exciting yourself. 

TONY. Da’s right, Doc. Ees no good 
get excit'. I ondrastan’. But six 
month’ ... (A pause) Doc, I’m 
goin’ ask you som’thing an' you goin’ 
tell me just da truth, eh? 


TONY. Ah! . . . You go in da cellar 
with Ah Gee, Joe, and bring back 
playnta vino. Den you come back 
here and mak’ little talk with Tony. 

fOE. Tliat’s the idea. ... (He goes 
mto the cellar, folloived by ah gee.) 

tHE DOCTOR (i« the door, a fractious 
eye on the festa). Those mothers 
ought to be reported for keeping 
youngsters up this time of night. 
(A pause filed with voices and 
laughter.) 

TONY (crescendo), Doc! Doc! Doc! 
(The DOCTOR turns.) You think I 
am well next week. Doc? 

THE DOCTOR. I Sincerely hope, Tony, 
that you may be well in six months. 

TONY. Six month’? 

THE DOCTOR, You don’t seem to real¬ 
ize what a bad smash you had. (As 
he sits down to his professional man¬ 
ner) Both tibia and fibula are frac¬ 
tured in the right leg. The femur is 
crushed in the left, and the ischium 
damaged as well. Now, if no systemic 
complications develop . . . 


THE DOCTOR. I know what’s on your 
mind, Tony. If you keep quiet and 
take care of yourself, you’ll have all 
the kids you want. 

TONY. How many? 

THE DOCTOR. Ten, anyway! 

TONY. Three is playnta. 

(The music is loud again as jOE and 
AH GEE come hack from the cellar 
with the new barrel of wine. They 
load it on the wheelbarrow and 
CEE takes it off to the thirsty popu¬ 
lace. JOE remains behind.) 

THE DOCTOR. In the meanwhile 
Amy’s going to have her hands full, 
taking care of you. 

TONY (violently). I don’ marry with 
no woman for mak’ her work. I 
don’t want my Amy do nothing but 
only be happy an’ fat. 

JOE. There ain’t nothin’ too good for 
Tony. He marries a fine wife to play 
the piano for him an’ he’s goin’ to 
rent a trained nurse to take care of 
him. 

(ah GEE is greeted with shouts of 
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'Vino! Vino!" from the men and 
‘Viva Antonio" from the girb.) 

TONY. You bet your life! 

THE DOCTOR. Renting trained nurses 
is expensive, Tony. 


(Tbe crowd outside shouts vocif¬ 
erously.^ 

JOE. I won’t keep him up. 

TONY. Just a little w’ile, Doc? Fif¬ 
teen minute’? 


TONY. I got playnta money. 

(The concertina and the mandolin 
begin flaying the chorus of "Funi¬ 
culi, Funicula!" The music is con¬ 
tinued throughout the following 
scene.) 


JOE (cigarette business). You old son 
of a gun! Give us a light, doc. 


THE DOCTOR. Not in here, Joe! 

(jOE takes his cigarette outside. He 
sits with a wave to the crowd, who 
answer, "Joel Joel") 


TONY. Is my Amy havin' good fun, 
Joe? 


JOE. Sure. She's dancin' \vith the 
postman. 


TONY. Da’s good! Ees verra funny 
weddin' for me, Joe, but my Amy 
must have good time. 


THE DOCTOR. Tony's got it bad. 


JOE. Don’t blame him. She's some 



TONY. I got to talk verra secret with 
Joe, Doc. You go outside for talk 
with my Amy. You better get good 
acquaint' with my Amy, Doc. 
(A-p-plause outside for the dancers.) 

JOE. You could do worse, an' that's 
a fact. 


THE DOCTOR. Well, don’t make it 
any longer. I want some sleep my¬ 
self. Anybody would think I haven’t 
a thing to do but take care of Tony. 

JOE. We know you're a busy baby, 
Doc. 

THE DOCTOR. Busy is right. (Very 
expansive) To-morrow, now, I’ve 
got two confinements I’m watching 
and an appendicitis, all up on the 
St. Helena road. Then, just the other 
side of town. I’ve got the most beauti¬ 
ful tumor you could hope to see. And 
the sheriff’s wife! Operated her yes¬ 
terday. Gallstones. Gallstones? They 
were cobblestones. I never saw such 
a case! And then, with my regular 
practice and my own scientific re¬ 
searches to keep up with things. 

TONY. Coipo Dio, goddam, Doc; 
don' be tollin' me no more ’bout who 
is sick and w'at he’s sick for! I’m 
sick playnta myself, an* I got playnta 
trouble here. You go outside an’ leave 
me for talk with Joe. 

THE DOCTOR. All right, but I won't 
have any more nonsense when I 
come back. (He goes; to joe on the 
porch) I cannot be responsible un¬ 
less the patient enjoys complete 
quiet, after a shock like this to his 
nerv'ous system. 

JOE. Has Tony got a nervous system? 


TOE DOCTOR. Tony's got to go to THE DOCTOR. Of course he has! (He 

disappears. A shout welcomes him.) 
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TONY. W'at is nervous system, Joe? joe. Well, if she was, she got over it. 


JOE. It’s what malte things hurt, 
Tony. 

TONY. I got plajTita. 

(joe comes in and stands over tony 
for a moment with a look of half¬ 
tender amusement on his face. TONY 
{/Hms distractedly keephig time with 
one hand to the music of *'Funicidi, 
Funicida.” With the end of the 
music he drops his hands with a 
sigh.) 

JOE. WHiat’s on your mind, Tony? 

TONY. Oh, Joe! . . . Joel! . . . Joel! 

joe. What’s the matter, Tony. Ain’t 
vou feelin’ good? 

roNY. Ecs Amv! . . . 

(jOE sits in the doctor’s chair, hitch¬ 
ing it closer to the bed.') 


TONY. W’at I'm goin’ to do for mak* 
evrathing all right, Joe? Da’s w’at I 
want to know. 

JOE. I tell you everythin’ is all right, 
Tony. Oh, I ain't sayin’ you ain't 
got to keep things movin’ along easy 
an’ friendly an’ all. But that ain’t 
goin’ to be so hard. Just be go*/d to 
her and take care of her. That’s 
what Amy needs. She’s tired, poor 

kid! 

TONY. I'm all ready for tak’ care like 
hell. 

JOE. From what Amy was tollin' me 
this momin', she’s been a-havin’ a 
helluva hard life for a girl, an’ if she 
come through straight like she did, 
well, there ain’t no credit due nO' 
body but just only herself, and that's 
a fact. 


JOE. \\Tiat do you want for a nickel? 
She married you, didn’t she? 


TONY. You’re a goddam smart fella, 
Joe. 


TONY, I’m scare’, Joe. I’m scare’ 
verra bad. I love my Amy, but my 
Amy don’ love me. 

JOE. Give her time, can’t you? She 
wouldn’t have married you if she 
\vasn’t all set to go through on the 
level. 

TONY. You think? 

JOE. Hell, I know. 


TONY. W’at Amy say w'en she see 
me decs morning? 

JOF. Oh, forget it, I tell you. 


TONY. I got to know, Joe. You got 
to tell me. She’s pretty goddam mad, 
eh? 


JOE. I dunno how smart I am, Tony, 
but you can’t tell me much. Not 
about women, you can’t. Believe me, 
a girl gets a lousy deal any wav vou 
look at it. (He reflects upon this for 
an instant before he illustrates') 
Take a fella, now, a voun? fella 
like me, see? ft’s goin’ to do him 
good to knock around an' have his 
troubles an’ all. (A solemn shake of 
the head.) But knockin’ around just 
raises hell with a girl. She can’t stand 
it. She can’t stand it, because it ain’t 
in her nature to get away with the 
whole show like a fella can. (tony 
is much impressed and signifies ap¬ 
proval with a grunt.) If a fella wants 
a meal, he swipes it, don’t he? A 
girl can’t be swipin’ things. It *ud 
make her feel bad. She’d think she 
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v/as doin' somethin’ wrong. (This 
surprises tony, hut he is it;illing to 
take JOES word for it.) Gee, I sure 
would hate to be a woman! 

TONY (nodding agreement). Nobody 
is wantin' to be woman, Joe . . . 
But ees playnta good womans like 
my Amyl 

JOE. Sure, there’s good ones an’ bad 
ones. But that ain’t e.xactly what I 
mean, Tony. What I mean is, as far 
as I can see, it don’t make a helluva 
lot of difference what a woman is: 
good or bad, young or old . . . 

TONY. I lik’ best fat! 

JOE. ... all women is up against 
it, and it's a dirty shame, too, be¬ 
cause women ain’t so bad. They ain’t 
much use, maybe, but they ain’t so 
bad. 

TONY. My Amy is goin' have evra- 
^hing she want. 

JOE. Ever heard anythin’ about this 
dam’ women’s rights stuff? You 
know. Equality of the sexes. Woman 
doin’ a man’s work an’ all that bunk? 

TONY. Da’s crazy idea! 

JOE. The idea ain’t so bad. 

TONY. Ees crazy idea! Looka me! 
Vou think any woman is goin’ be 
doin’ my work? No, by God! I tell 
you, Joe, woman is best for sit in da 
house an’ love da husband. 

JOE. The trouble with women is, 
there’s too goddam many of ’em. 
Why, I was readin’ in the paper only 
the other day about England havin’ 
three and a half women to every 
man. 


TONY. W’at you mean?—half a 
womans! 

JOE. I’m only tollin’ you what tha 
paper said. 

TONY. Ees crazy ideal Half a womans! 
I tell you, Joe . . . 

JOE. I been lookin’ women over from 
San Diego to Seattle an’ what most 
of ’em is after is a home. A good 
safe home, whether they get any 
rights with it or not. You take rny 
advice an’ make everythin’ nice an* 
comfortable for Amy an’ you won’t 
have no trouble. Amy’s satisfied 
here. Don't you kid yourself she 
ain’t. 

(Outside the crowd is off again, the 
tenors leading them in “Maria 
Mari.O 

TONY. You’re a good boy, Joe, you’re 
pretty smart. 

JOE. I'm just tellin’ you the truth. 
You’re dam’ lucky 
like Amy. 

TONY (a moment of comfort; then 
despair again). Ees no good, Joe— 
ees no good. 

JOE. Oh, for cripe’s sake, Tony! 

TONY. I'm tellin’ you, Joe, ees no 
good. I m the most unhappy fella 
in the world. W’y? Because I been 
verra bad sinner an’ God is goin' 
get me for sure! He’s broke both my 
legs already an’ he’s not finish’ with 
me yet! God is no cheap fella, Joe. 
God is lookin’ out at Tony right 
now, and you know what he’s sayin'? 
He’s sayin’: “Tony, you been one 
goddam sonuvabitch for playin’ god¬ 
dam dirty trick on Amy!” Da’s w’at. 
God is sayin’, Joe, an’ I know verra 


you picked a girl 
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good wat God is goin' do more. Just 
tor playin’ goddam dirty trick like 
dat on Amy, Tony don' never have 
no kids, never! Wat you think is mak 
me do such a thing, Joe? 

lOE. Oh, hell, you always was crazy. 

TONY. Ecs no good, for such a bad 
fella like me gettin' married. God is 
goin’ fix me playnta, all right. 

JOE. I seen God let worse guys’n you 
get by. 

TONY. You think? 

JOE. If you want to square things, 
you better make Amy glad you done 
what you done. 

TONY. You think? . . . Yes. . . . 
(Pfluse) Look, Joe. . . . (He draws 
3 plush hox from under his blanket,) 
Ees present for Amy. You open him. 

JOE (obeying). Say! TTiem’s what I 
call regular earrings! 

TONY. You bet your life! He's cost 
four hundra dollar’! 

;oE. Are them real diamonds? 

TONY (nodding). I guess Amy like 
em pretty good, eh? 

JOB. She’ll be crazy about ’em. You’re 
« pretty wise old wop, Tony, ain’t 
you? (He hands the box back to 
Tony, who laughs delightedly, job 
looks at hitn for a moment then goes 
to door and calls out) Amy! 

TONY. Eh, Joe! 

joe. You’re goin' to make the presen¬ 
tation right away now. That’ll settle 
vour worries for you.... Amy, come 
nere! Tony wants to see you! 
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TONY. You think is good time now^ 

JOE. I know. . . . Amy! 

(amy appears in doorway. She wears 
her wedding dress and veil. The 
dress is undeniably pretty and only 
wrong in one or two places. The 
veil has been pulled rather askew. 
The whole picture is at once charm- 
ing and pathetic.) 

AMY. What’s the idea? (Her voice 
is a little tired. She does not look 

at JOE.) 

JOE. Tony wants you. 

AMY (she comes in stolidly and takes 
the chair farthest from tony’s cof. 
She sits there stiffly) Well, here I 
am. 

TONY (ultra-tenderly). My Amy is 
tire'! 

AMY. You don’t blame me, do you? 
I’ve had quite a day. Gee, them kids 
out there have been climbing an 
over me. 

TONY. Da’s good. 

AMY. Oh, I don’t mind kids if they 
go to bed when they ought to and 
know how to behave. Believe me, if 
I ever have any kids, they’re going 
to behave. 

TONY. You hear dat, Joe? 

AMY. I said “if.” (A silence.) x 
wouldn’t object. 

TONY (amorously). Amy . . , Come 
over here. 

AMY (risiHg quickly). I guess I ain't 
so tired. I guess I better go back ot 
they’ll be wondering what's become 
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of the blooming bride. Some bloom, 
huh? (The fireu^orfcs hiss and flare 
again and amy, very> like a litde girl, 
is out on the porch for the delight 
of seeing them. The enthusiasm of 
;he crowd fairly rattles the win¬ 
dows.^ They sure do yell out there! 
When you get enough wops together 
and put enough vino in ’em, they 
sure can speak up! ... I think I’ll 
take off my veil. (S/ie does') Phew! 
That thing don’t look like no weight 
at all, but it feels like a ton of 
bricks. 

roNY. Amy, come over here. 
amy. I’m all right where I am, 

TONY. Amy! 

AMY. What? 

TONY. You like earrings, Amy? 

AMY. Earrings? I’m human, ain’t I? 

JOE. That’s the idea. 

AMY (a teal snarl). I didn’t speak to 
you. I was addressing Tony. 

TONY. Ah, you call me Tony for da 
first time! 

AMY. Expect me to call my husband 
mister? That’d sound swell, wouldn’t 
it? Tony. Short for Antonio. An¬ 
tonio and Cleopatra, huh? Can you 
beat it? You’ll have to call me Cleo. 

TONY. I like better Amy. 

AMY. There ain’t no short for Amy. 
It’s French and it means beloved. 
Beloved! Can you beat it? The boss 
in the spaghetti palace told me that 
the night he tried to give me a t^velve- 
dollar pearl necklace Twelve dol- 
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lars! Fle was some sport, Wlien he 
seen I couldn’t see it that way, he 
give it to Blanche. She was the other 
girl that worked there. He had a 
wife and three kids too. (tony beck¬ 
ons again and amy takes further 
refuge in conversation) I like that 
name Blanche. I used to wish my 
name was Blanche instead of Amy. 
Blanche got in trouble. Poor Blanche! 
Gee, I was sorry for that girl! 

tony. Come over here, Amy. (He 
holds out the box.) 

AMY. What’s that? 

TONY. Ees my present for my Amy. 
AMY. What you got there, Tony? 
TONY. For you. 

AMY. Something for me? (By thh 
time, she has got over to the cot. She 
fakes the box) Honest? Well, now, 
if that isn’t sweet of you, Tony. (She 
opens it.) Oh! . . . Oh!! . . . 
Oh!!! 

TONY. Ees for mak’ Amy happy. 

JOE. They’re real! Real diamonds! 

TONY. You bet our life! Fo>;r hundra 
dollar’. 

AMY. I . . . I . . . (Tears come) Real 
diamonds. . . . (She sits in the 
doctor’s chair and cries and cries.) 

TONY. Don’ cry, Amy! Don’ cry! Ees 
no’ for cry, earrings! Ees for festa' 
Ees for marryin’ with Tony! 

AMY. I don’t know what Co say! J 
don’t know what to do! 

JOE. Put ’em on. (He gets the mir¬ 
ror, brings it ox'er to where amv sits. 
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and holds it for her while she begins 
to ptU the earrings on. Her sobs 
gradually subside.^ 

AMY. I had another pair once, so I 
got my ears pierced already. Ma 
pierced my ears herself with a needle 
and thread. Only these kind screw 
on! Say, ain’t they beautiful! My 
others were turquoises and gold. Real 
turquoises and real gold. But these 
here cost four hundred dollars! Oh, 
I never dreamed of anything so gor¬ 
geous! (She takes the ^nirror front 

JOE.) 

TONY. Amy . . . Amy . . . 

AMY. Can I wear 'em whenever I 
want? 


AMY. Why should there be any 
feelings? 

TONY. Benissimo! 

JOE. All right. Only I didn't want yott 
to think. ... (A long pause.') 

AMY (very steadily). You ain't got 
much of a swelled head, have you, 
Mr. Joe? 

(joe’s face falls. The tension is 
snapped by a gesture from tony.) 

TONY. Tear him up, Joe! Tear him 
up! 

(joe obeys.) 

AMY, Now we don't ever have tc 
think of that again. 


tony. You can wear 'em in da bed if tony. Madonna! , . . Da’s vena 
you want! good. 


AMY. Oh, thank vou, Tony! (She is 
just about to kiss him.) 

JOE. No^v, ever^'thing's fine! 

AMY Cfnrionsly). Say what’s the idea? 
What have you got to do with this? 
You’re always buttin’ in. Sav . . . 
(Suddenly she remembers the mo¬ 
mentous photograph which still lies 
on the table) Wait a minute. (She 
picks it up and hands it quite vio¬ 
lently to joe) Here’s your picture. 

TONY (watching in lenor). Santa 
Maria! 

AMY. Here! You better take it! Take 
it, I tell vou! I don’t want it. 

(joe looks first at the photograph, 
then at the lady.) 


A^tY. You see, that's the only way to 
do. There ain’t no use of keeping 
things around to remind vou of what 
you want to forget. Start in all o\'er 
again new and fresh. That’s mv wav. 
Bum up ever\'thing you want to put 
behind you. No reminders and no 
souvenirs. I been doing that rcoular 
about once a month ever since I was 
a kid. No memories for me. No hard 
feelings. It’s a great life, if you don’t 
weaken. I guess, if I keep at it long 
enough, I may get somewhere, some 
day. (She turns and deliberately 
kisses tony on the brow.) 

JOE (to tony). Will that bold you? 
I guess you don’t need to worr\' no 
more after that. I guess that fixes your 
troubles for good. I guess you better 
admit I was pretty near right. 


^E. I guess you ain't far wrong, tony. Now you know for w y I been 
Amy I hope there ain’t no hard feel- wantin’ you go awav, Joe. Dat god 
m’s. dam picture photograph! But e\T» 
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thing is fix' now. Evrathing is fine. 
You don' need go away now, Joe. 

JOE. You don’t need me now. I guess 
I can migrate now. You got Amy to 
take care of you. 
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TONY. Ees all dose goddam Woh 
blies, Amy. You tell him stay here, 
w’ile Tony is so sick in da bed liko 
dees. Y'ou don’ go to-morrow, Joe 
You and me is talkin' more by-an'- 
by, in da mornin'. 


tony. No! No! I need you here for 
tak' care of my vineyard. I don' let 
you go away now. Amy don' let you 


go away now, 


AMY. Is he thinking of going away, 
Tony? 


roNY. He don't go now, Dio mio! Ees 
no good Joe goin’ away and leavin' 
Tony sick in da bed with nobody for 
runnin' vineyard! 


TOE. You’ll get somebody. 

.AMY. Wlien's he going? 

TUNY. He say to-morrow. Y^ou don’t 
let him go, Amy? 

AMY. I got nothing to say about it. 

TONY. Y^ou hear dat, Joe. Amy is ask¬ 
in’ you for stay here. 


JOE, Oh, what’s the use? I’m goin’, 
I tell you. 

AMY Csmiling darkly'). It must be 
pretty swell, being free and independ¬ 
ent and beating it around the coun¬ 
try just however you feel like, sleep¬ 
ing any place the notion hits you, 
no ties, work a day and bum a week, 
here and there, you and the—what 
do you call 'em? Wobblies? Huh! 1 
never could see much in it myself. 
Calling in at farmhouses for a plate 
of cold stew and a slab of last Sun¬ 
day’s pie. Down in the Santa Clara 
we used to keep a dog for those boys. 
I guess it’s a fine life if you like it. 
Only I never had much use for hoboev 
myself. 

TONY. Joe ain' no hobo, Amy! 

AMY. Ain’t he? 


AMY (scorn). Yes, I am! 

JOE. I got to go, Tony. I just plain 
got to go. 

AMY. If he w'on’t stay for you, Tony, 
he won't stay for me. It ain't the place 
of a lady to be coaxing him, anyhow. 
. . . (She again turns malevolent 
attention u-pon joe) Where vou 
headed for? 

JOE. The next place. 

AMY. What's the idea? 

JOE. I just got to be on my way, an' 
that’s all there is to it. 


JOE ^completely discomfited). I guess 
I’ll say good-night. 

FATHER MC KEE (furiously skouting 
off stage). You got no business callin’ 
it sacramental, because it ain't got no 
sanction from the Church! 

(tony looks at the pair of them in un¬ 
believing horror, joe starts to go. amy 
smiles triumphantly. Then the situa¬ 
tion is saved hy a tumult of voices and 
the porch is suddenly packed with 
the guests of the festa: men, women, 
and children, old and young, fat and 
lean. They follow the doctor and 
FATHER MC KEE, who are engaged in 
a furious argument.) 
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THE DOCTOR. Is the Church opposed 
to the law or is it not? 

FATHER MC KEE. The Cliurch is op¬ 
posed to interfering with the divine 
gifts of Providence. 

THE DOCTOR he enters'). Its the 
greatest reform since the abolition of 
slavery. 

FATHER MC KEE (as lie enters'). "The 
ruler of the feast calleth the bride¬ 
groom and sayeth unto him: 'Every 
man setteth on first the good wine’.” 

THE DOCTOR. Oh, hell! 

FATHER MC iiEE. You’re a godless 
heretic, young man, or you wouldn’t 
be talkin’ such blasphemy! I ain’t got 
no sympathy with drunkenness, but 
there’s plenty of worse things. How 
about chamberin’? Ain’t chamberin’ 
a worse sin than drunkenness? You 
think you can put a stop to drunken¬ 
ness by pullin’ up all the grapes. I 
suppose you can put a stop to cham¬ 
berin’ by pulling up all the women! 

JOE. Tliere’s an argument for you, 
Doc. 

THE DOCTOR. Alcohol IS 3 poison to 
the entire alimentary system whether 
you make it in a still or in a wine bar¬ 
rel. It’s poison, and poison’s no good 
for anv man. As for the Church . . . 

FATHER MCKEE (heside hwisclf). It 
ain’t poison if you don’t get drunk on 
it, an’ you don’t get drunk if you’re a 
good Cath'lic! 

THE DOCTOR. I suppose that drunken¬ 
ness is confined to such scientific 
heretics as mvself? 

AMY. You certainly was lappin it up 
outside. Doc. 


TONY. Don’ fight! 

FATHER MC KEE You’ll have to pai- 
don me, Tony, but when I hear 
these heretics gettin’ full on bootleg 
liquor and callin’ it sacramental! 
(The rest of the argument is drowned 
in the pandemonium of the crowd. At 
first THE DOCTOR tries to keep them 
OMt.) 

THE GUESTS Buona notte! Buon 
riposo! Ewiva Antonio! Tanti auguri! 
Felice notte! Tante grazie! 

JOE. Festa’s over. 

THE GUESTS. Come sta Antonio? 
Come vas Voglio veder la padronat 
Grazie, Antonio! Buona notte! Tanti 
auguri! A rivederci! 

THE DOCTOR (to joe). Tell them to 
cut the row! 

THE GUESTS. Grazie, Antonio! Miile 
grazie, Antonio! Buona notte, An¬ 
tonio! Tanti auguri! A rivederci! 

THE DOCTOR. Kccp thoSC \VOpS OUt of 

here! Tliere’s been enough noise al- 

r> 

readv with this bigoted old soak. 

FATHER MC KEE. You heretical, blas¬ 
phemin’ . . . 

TONY. Padre, Madonna mia, don’ 
fight no more! (To the crowd) Eh! 

the DOCTOR (still holding the croivd 
back in the doonrny). No, you can’t 
come in here! 

THE GUESTS. Si, si, dottorc! Si. si dot- 
tore! Prego, dottore! 

THE DOCTOR. No! Tony’s too sick! 

TONY. Tak’ a pinch-a snufT, Doc, an 
sit down. (The guests surge in as 
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TONY calls to them) Vieni! Vieni qui! giovannino's mother. Non h ragaz 
Venite tutti! Venite tutti! zone, senti! 


the guests. Come va? Sta bene? 
Sta meglio, Antonio? Ha tanto sof- 
ferto, poveretto! Poveretto! 

TONY (picking out a small hoy). Ecco 
il mio Giovannino! Ah, com’ h grande 
e bello e forte! Quanto pesa? 

GIOVANNINo’s MOTHER. Ah, SI, ^ 

grande, non k veto? Pesa sessanta 
cinque libbre. 

TONY. Sessanta cinque! (To amy) 
Amy, looka him! He weigh' sixty-five 
pound', an' he’s only ... (To the 
mother) Quant’ anni? 

GIOVANNINO’S MOTHER. SoltantO 

nove. 

roNY. He’s only nine year’ old an’ 
he weigh sixty-five pound’! 

ANOTHER MOTHER. Antonio, ccco la 
mia. 

(A little girl runs to throw her arms 
around tony’s neck and kiss him. 
Exclamations of delight.) 

TONY (to the mother). Ah! Come so 
chiama? 

THE SECOND MOTHER. Maria Mad- 
dalena Rosina Vittoria Emanuela. 

TONY. Maria Maddalena Rosina Vit— 
(To amy) Looka Maria Maddalena! 
Ah, Maria Maddalena is goin’ grow 
up an’ be a fine, beautiful lady like 
my Amy. 

GIOVANNINO'S MOTHER. E il mio 

Giovannino! (To maria’s mother) 
Santa Madonna' Ella non ^ piu bella 
che il mio Giovannino! 

maria’s mother (furious). Si, h piu 
belia! E molto piu bella che un 
ragazzone come questo. 


maria’s mother. Si! Ma, la mia 
Carina. 

THE MEN (hilariously). Giovannino! 
Giovannino! 

THE WOMEN (at the same time). 

Maria hladdalena! Maria Madda* 
lena! 

THE DOCTOR. Comc on, now, get 

out! WeVe had enough of this! 

ANGELO and GIORGIO (facing the 

howling moh). Basta! Basta! Via! Via! 
Fuori! Avanti! AI diavolo! 

(Uproar and retreat.) 

AMY (on the porch, she stops them). 
No, wait a minute! I want to tell ’em 
all good-night. Good-night! Good¬ 
night! Thank you. I’ve had the very 
best wedding that ever was and I'm 
the happiest girl in the world because 
you’ve been so good to me. Come back 
to-morrow and see Tony and tell 
him all the news. Good-night and 
God bless you. 

VOICES. Siamo molto contenti! Com' 

^ gentile! Com' h bella! Com’ ^ 
simpatica! Grazie tanto, Amy! 

JOE. They say thank you and God 
bless you. . . . Beat it, now. Buona 
notte! Run along. Come back to-mor" 
row. 

(As they go down the hill, tenor, con¬ 
certina, and chorus strike into song.) 

TONY. Oh, Amy, I w'isper in youi 
ear, Amy. You ain’ goin’ be mad with 
Tony for bein’ so crazy-wild with 
love? You come in da house like da 
spring come in da winter. You come 
in da house like da pink flower dat 
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;it on da window sill. W en you come 
da whole world is like da inside da 
■ivine cup. You ondrastan’, Amy? I 
canno^ help talkin* dees way. I got for 
tell you, Amy, an’ I ain’t got no 
English language for tell you. My 
Amy is so good, so prett!’ My Amy. 
. , . (He fairly breaks down, amy 
fats his hand.') 

JOE (to FATHER MC KEB). Look at 
the poor wop. (He is just going.) 

THE DOCTOR. Don’t go, Joe. I want 
a hand with Tony. 

FATHER MC REE. Listen. . . .(He 
Holds uf his hand for them to at- 
\'end to the music. He fours wine into 
u cMp) Here's to the bridal couple! 

JOE (sawe business). Doc7 

THE DOCTOR. No, thanks. 

AiWY. Oh, Doctor! 

TONY. Doc, you no drink Tony’s 
health? 


THE DOCTOR. OK, all right! (He 
drinks vnth the others) Nasty stuff. 
(He drains his glass. They laugh, all 
of them) Off to bed with you now, 
Tony! 
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TONY. Amy, you lookin’ sad! 

JOE. Do you blame her? She’.s had 
some day. (A fat on her shoulder. 
She shrinks angrily.) 

AMY. I ain’t sad. ... It was a swell 
w^edding and everybody had a swell 
time. Hear that? They’re still singing. 
Ain’t it pretty? And I don’t want to 
hear no more of what the Doc was 
telling me outside about bringing a 
train«l nurse up here from Napa. I’m 
all the nurse Tony needs, and don’t 
nobody be afraid of my working, be¬ 
cause there’s nothing I like better. 
And when Tony’s good and strong 
and don’t have to be in bed all the 
time, we’ll have Giorgio and Angelo 
carry him out in the sun and riT sil 
beside him and read the paper out 
loud and we’ll look at the view and 
feel that nice wind and we’ll just en¬ 
joy ourselves. And the doc’ll come up 
and see us. And the Padre, too, if they 
can keep from fighting. And if Joe 
goes away—why—he goes away, that’s 
all. Don’t nobody fret about little 
Amy. She's going to be all right. 
(The DOCTOR and the priest ex¬ 
change affroving glances.) 

FATHER MC KEB. Amy, youVc a credit 
to the parish. 


TONY. My leg is hurt too much. I can- 
no’ sleep. 


THE DOCTOR (at the head of the cot). 
Joe, take that end! 


THE DOCTOR. I’vc got Something 
that’ll make you sleep. (He mixes a 
fowder in water ana presents if to 
TONY for consumftion.) 

TONY. Jes’ Chris'! I canno’ drink 
water, Doc! (With the doctor’s con¬ 
sent he adds wine to the draught.) 


TONY (still sfellhound). My Amy.... 
AMY. Yes, Tony? 
tony. I’m sleepy, 

THE doctor, (as JOB and he lift the 
cot.) Not too high. 


THE DOCTOR. That’s right. . . . Drink 

up. . . . (The potion is downed.) 


TONY (groaning, he can still reach 
take his bottle along). Wait! 
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JOE. Steady! You hold the door, He ain’t done a bad turn by either 
Padre. you or Tony. 

the doctor. Easy now! Not too fast. amy. I got no kick. 

(The DOCTOR enters, quietly closing 
amy. Watch out for his hand! the bedroom door after him.) 


the doctor. Take shorter steps, Joe. 
Ever)' man ought to be taught how 
to carry a stretcher. Why, ^vhen I was 
in France . . . (He hacks through 
the door) Lower your end, Joe! You’ll 
give him apoplexy. 

TONY. Oh! . . . 

JOE. I got him. . . . (He follows 
through the door with the foot of the 
cot. Another groan from tony, amy 
takes a step toward door.) 

FATHER MC KEE. Better give ’em a 
minute. (He goes into the bedroom. 
\MY is left alone. She stands quite 
still for a moinent; then, giddily, 
drops into a chair, father mc keb 
•'eturns.) 

FATHER MC KEE. You’re a fine brave 
girl. 

AMY. Thanks. 

FATHER MC KEE. We have our trials, 
all of us. 

AMY. Sure, I know that. 

FATHER MC KEE. If ever you need a 
word of comfort, call on me, my 
daughter. 

AMY. Thanks. 

FATHER MCKEE. You may not be a 
Cath’lic, but I’ll do my best by you. 
(amy smiles wanly) I had my doubts 
of this here marriage, but God knows 
who’s meant for who in this world. 


FATHER MC KEE. Be patient with 
him. He’s old enough to be youi 
father, and no man ain’t got no busi¬ 
ness marr)'in’ at his age, but he’s a 
good fella. 

AMY. I guess I better go in there now. 

THE DOCTOR, (wiping his hands 
medically on his spotless handker¬ 
chief). He’s asleep. I’ve never known 
the like. Never in all my years ot 
practice. It’s a case that ought to be 
UTitten up for the whole, entire medi¬ 
cal profession. Both legs broken in 
the morning. Tibia, fibula, femur, 
and ischium. X-rayed and set inside 
of an hour after the accident. Patient 
married at noon and sunnves ten 
hours of whooping Dago celebration 
with no apparent ill effects. 

AMY (grim). Yeah! What do you 
want me to do. Doctor? 

THE DOCTOR. Let me send up a nurse 
in the morning. 

AMY. No. 

THE DOCTOR. A man in a cast’s a 
handful. It’s going to be a long siege. 

AMY. I can manage. (Suddenly 
desperate) God! I got to have some¬ 
thing to do! 

THE DOCTOR. Well. . . , (He shrugs 
his shoulders.) If he wakes up to- 
night, give him another one of those 
powders in a little wine. Wine won’t 
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harm the drug and the water might 
kill the patient. Eh, Padre? 


\MY. Is that all, Doctor? 


’fHE DOCTOR. That’s all. ril come up 
early in the morning. 

AMY. Thanks. 


THE DOCTOR. Sure about the nurse? 
(She nods') You take it pretty calmly. 

AMY. Ain’t much else I can do, is 
there? 


THE DOCTOR. Good-night. Joe’s fixing 
you up a bed. He’ll be here if you 
want him. 


FATHER MC KEE (going with the doc¬ 
tor). I ain’t kissed the bride. 

THE DOCTOR. Comc on! (He pushes 

FATHER MC KEE in front of him and 

they go off. Their voices die away,) 
(amy goes to the table and mechani¬ 
cally removes her earri7tgs. ah gee en¬ 
ters by the outer door with a tray of 
glasses. JOE enters from the bedroom, 
closing the door carefully after him.. 

JOE. You turn in, Ah Gee. I’m going 
to sleep in here, (ah gee goes to his 
kitchen, joe watches amy with the 
same puzzled frown he has worn 
since she first turned upon him.) 
Amy . . (She stiffens) I got you 
fixed up in Tony’s big bed. I’m go- 
in’ to sleep in here in case you want 
any help. 

AMY. All right. 

JOE, Well, good-night. (He goes 
about making himself comfortable 
for the night.) 
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JOE. Keep a stiff upper lip. Every¬ 
thing’s going to turn out O, K. Good¬ 
night. 

AMY. You certainly do think you’re 
God Almighty, don’t you? 

JOE, I don’t get you. 

AMY. Oh, well, let it go. I guess I 
don’t feel so good. 

JOE (still busy with his bed). Maybe 
it’s the vino. It don’t agree with some 
folks. 

(A slight pause.) 

AMY. I guess I’m just nervous. 

JOB. I’d be nervous myself if Fd just 
been married. 

AMY. Would you? 

JOB. If I was a girl, I would. 

AMY. Maybe that’s why I’m nervous 

JOE. Sure it is. T often think how it 
must be for a girl takin' a big, im¬ 
portant step like gettin’ married. 
EverjThing new an* diff’rent an’ all 
that. 

AMY. Yeah. 

JOE. But I wouldn’t let it worry me 
if I was you. 

AMY. I won’t, Mister Joe. (She takes 
tip one of the lamps.) 

JOE. That’s the idea. Good-night. 

AMY. Good-night. (She turns and 
looks desperately at him.) 

JOB. Say, look here, Amy 


AMY. Good-night, Joe. 


• • • 
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AMY. I don't remember of giving you 
leave to use my Christian name. 

JOE. Excuse me . . . only . . . there’s 
something I just got to say to you 
before I go away. Because I am go¬ 
ing. I’m going in the morning just 
as soon as Tony wakes up so’s I can 
tell him good-by. But there's some¬ 
thing I just got to ask you. 


see? I married for a home, see? Well, 
I got a home, ain’t I? I wanted to get. 
away from working in the city. Well, 
I got away, didn’t I? I'm in the coun- 
trv, ain’t I? And I ain’t working so 
ver\^ hard, either, that I can notice. 
Oh, I know what’s expected of me 
and I ain’t going to lay down on my 
job. Don’t you fret. You be on your 
way, and mind your own business. 


AMY. What is it? 


JOE. Oh, all right! 


JOE. You like Tony all right, don’t 
you? 


AMY. I married him, didn’t I? And I 
let him give me jewelry, too, didn’t 
I? A nice, self-respecting girl don't 
accept jewelry from a man she don’t 
hke. Not real jewelry. 


JOE. I know that . . . only . . it 
ain’t just what I mean. Because, 
Tony—oh, he’s a nut an' a wop an’ 
all that, but he’s just the best old fella 
I ever knew. Regular salt of the earth, 
Tony is. I wouldn’t like to see Tony 
in trouble or unhappy or gettin’ his 
feelings hurt or anything in that 
line. . . . 


AMY Ct^ngerously'), Oh, wouldn’t 
you? 


JOE. No. An’ it’s all up to you now. 
. . . An’ . . . well, you see what a 
fine old fella he is, don’t you? 

AMY. I ain’t been complaining about 
him that I remember. When I start 
in complaining there’ll be plenty of 
time then for outsiders to butt in and 
make remarks. 


JOE. Don’t get sore. 

AMY Cfwry again'). Who’s sore? Say, 
listen to me. I know what I'm about» 


AMY. I got all I bargained for and 
then some. I’m fixed. I’m satisfied. 1 
didn’t come up here . . . like I did 
. . . looking for love. . . or . . . 
or anything like that. 

JOE. All I got to say is it’s a good 
thing you got so dam’ much sense. 

AMY. I’ll thank you not to swear 
about me, too. . . . 

JOE. You got me wrong, Amy. I 
apologize. Maybe I was only seein’ 
Tony’s side of the question. Some 
girls would have been sorer’n you was 
over what old Tony done to get you 
here. But you’re a real sport, that’s 
what you are. You’re a great girl an 
I’m all for you. (He eni'phasizes his 
approval vnth another patronizing 
pat on her shoulder.) 

AMY. Oh, for God's sake, leave me 
alone, can’t you? 

JOE (who can grow angry himself). 
Sure, I can! Good-night! 

AMY. Good-night! (She stands quite 
still, so does he. Far, far away the 
irrepressible tenor resumes ''Marta 
Mari.”) 

JOE. Im sleeping in here in case . .. 
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AMY. There won’t be any need of 
you putting yourself out. 

JOE. How do you know but what 
Tony . . . 


AMY. I wouldn’t want to have you go 
away to-morrow thinking what a 
mean character I got. 

JOE. Nothing like that. 


AMY. I can take care of Tony and the 
further off you keep yourself the bet¬ 
ter I’ll be pleased. (Their eyes hlaze,') 

JOE. Well, if you feel that way, I’ll 
go back to my own shack. (He grabs 
his coat and makes for the door) 
That wop’ll be singing all night. (He 
is out on the 'porrm.') 

AMY. Joe! 

JOE. What? (He returns.') 


AMY. You mean it? 

JOE. Shake. (They shake hands, 
standing in the doorway) You’re cry- 
in’! , . . What’s the matter, kid? 

AMY. Oh, I don’t know. . . . Noth* 
ing. . . . I’m all right. . . . 

JOE. Come on! Don’t get upset. Just 
make the best of things. 

AMY. It ain’t that. 


AMY. Would you mind waiting just tr? n • 

a minute? There’s something 1 got Well, just make the best of 

to ask you. anyway. 


JOE. Shoot, . . , 


AMY. I’m trying to! I’m trying to! 


AMY. ^ou got to tell me the truth 
this time. You just got to tell me the 
:ruth. . . . You really and honestly 
didn’t know nothing about his send¬ 
ing me that photo of you instead of 
his own, did you? You didn’t know 
nothing at all about that? 

JOE. Honest to God, I didn’t. . . . 
Honest to God. . . . 

AMY. On your sacred word of honor? 

JOE. Honest. 

AMY. I’m glad. And I want to apolo¬ 
gize to you for what I said just now 
. . . and for that other thing I said 
about your being a common hobo and 
all. . . . I’m sorry, Joe. Will you 
foroi\'e me? 


JOB (his hands on her shoulders). 
You’re married to a good man. I know 
the weddin’ was kind of funny with 
Tony all smashed up an’ all. But you 
just hold on a while an’ evervthin’ll 
be O. K. You'll see! 

AMY. I bet all those people are laugh¬ 
ing at me. 

JOE. No, they ain’t. 

AMY. I bet you’re laughing at me. 

JOE. I ain’t, Amy. I’m sorry. . . . 

AMY (ijtoving hack from him). 
Leave me alone, can’t you? 

JOB (hts voice very low). Say, you’re 
all right, Amy. . . . You’re plumb 
all ri^t. 


JOB. Oh. that’s all right. 
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AMY. I always was all right till I come 
up here. Now I wish I was dead! I 
wish I was dead! 

JOE. Don' talk that way. You’re all 
right. . . . (ClwnisiZy, he takes her 
arm. She stumbles. He catches her. 
There is a moment of silence broken 
only by their deep breathing as the 
physical being of one is communi¬ 
cated to the physical being of the 
nher. Suddenly and irresistibly he 
clutches her to his breast and kisses 
her. She struggles a moment, then 
itbandons herself.') 


TONY (^calling out in the bedroom). 
Amyl (She breaks loose, sobbing 
hysterically.) 

JOE (fl whisper). Jesus! (She stifles 
a little cry and twns for the bedroom 
door) No, you don’t. . , . (Ha 
catches her.) 

AMY (struggling). Let me go! 

TONY. Amy! 

(She breaks free, terrified, and runs 
out of the house, job stands listening 
a moment, then runs after her as the 
curtain falls.) 


ACT THREE 


scene w unchanged, hut the womans presence has made itself felt. 
Handsome, though inexpensive, cretonne curtains grace the windows. A garish 
jardiniere of porcelain holds a geranium plant and stands upon a colored 
oriental tabouret. The lamps have acquired art shades: one of some light- 
colored silk on a wire form and adorned with roses of the same material in a 
lighter shade, the other of parchment painted with windmills and Dutch 
kiddies. New pictures selected from the stock-m-trade of almost any provincial 
art ^partment hang upon the walls; one of them, perhaps, a portrait of 
a well-known lady screen star. These have replaced Washington and Gari¬ 
baldi and the Italian Steamship Company’s poster. Painted and elaborately 
befringed leather sofa cushions fill the large chairs. It is hoped that one of the 
varie^ showing the head of Hiawatha can he secured for this, as thev say, 
touch. A brilliantly embroidered centerpiece covers the dining-room table 
md the flowers in the middle are palpably artificial. A white waste-paper 
b^ket ts girt by a cerise ribbon which makes some comer of the room splendid. 

A victrola graces another corner. 

Three months have passed. It is mid-afternoon. 

An invalid chair has been made by laying a hoard between the seat of the 

worns chair and the top of a box. In this tony reclines, his crutches lying on 

the floor by his side, father mc kee nods drowsily in another chair, joe sits 

on the porch rail outside the window perusing the scareheads of anl.W W 
paper. 


father mc keb (continuing the dis- better for havin' a revolution, because 
cttssion) Now, Joe, don t be tryin' to they ain’t. Gover’ment’s always gov- 
tell me that things is goin’ to be any cr’men^ no matter whet you call it, 
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in* no particular kind of gover'ment 
ain’t no more'n a label anyway. You 
don’t change nothin' by givin’ it a 
new name. Stick a “peppermint” 
label on a bottle of castor oil an’ then 
drink it an’ see what happens to you. 
Castor oil happens! 

TONY. I am work’ just as much hke 
Joe an’ I don’ want changin’ nothing. 

JOE. I suppose you both come over 
here in the first place because you 
was satisfied with eveiy'thin’ just like 
it was in the old countrs'? 

FATHER Mc KEE. I fuman nature ain’t 
nothin but human nature an’ the 
only way j ou ever could make a gov- 
er’ment is by obedience. Scalliwag- 
gin around about grievances an’ 
labels don’t accomplish nothin’. An' 
the only waj^ you can make a revolu¬ 
tion anythin but a mess to no pur¬ 
pose is to change the people's ideas 
an' thank goodness there ain’t no¬ 
body can accomplish that. It can’t be 
done. 


mak’ money an’ you want taV my 
money all away. 

JOE. What’s your idea of progress, 
Padre? 

FATHER MC KEE. Improvin’ yourself! 
Now, Joe, it comes to my notice that 
you been 'round here talkin’ pretty 
uppity ’bout the U. S. gover’ment. 
Tain’t no good just makin’ slurrin’ 
remarks ’bout the gover’ment when 
you ain’t got the ability nor the 
power to do nothin’ toward improvin’ 
it. You have got the power to do 
somethin’ toward improvin' yourself, 
but I don’t see you doin' it. 

TONY. W’at I care for gover'ment? 
Peoples is tellin’ me king is no good 
an’ freedom is verra fine. W’at I care 
for kino? W’at I care for freedom? 
Evrabody say dees gover’ment is bad 
for havin’ pro’ibish’. I say pro’ibish’ 
mak' me dam’ ricb. Evra man got his 
own idea w’at is good for evrabody 
else. 


JOE. They’re changin’ already, Padre. 

father mc KEE. I’m talkin’ to you 
with the cassock off, Joe. I’m lettin’ 
you in on the secrets of the Mother 
Church. She knows the stock of ideas 
the world over an’ she knows they 
don’t never change. The Mother 
Church just keeps hammerin’ an 
hammerin the same old nails because 
she knows there ain’t no new ones 
worth hammerin’. 

TONY. People come in da Unita State’ 
because ees good place. I been cornin’ 
for mak’ money. 

JOE. You certainly succeeded. 

Tony. You don’ ondrastan’, Joe. You 
got crazy idea. I'm cornin’ here for 


JOE. You're a bloomin’ capitalist, 
that’s what y'ou are! 

TONY. You mak’ me tire’, Joe. Evra 
minute talkin’ 'bout Russia. . . . 

Russia. . . . Tak’ a pinch-a snuff 
an’ shut up! 

JOE. Russia’s got the right idea. 

FATHER MC KEE. Now, listen to mc, 
young man. If you had the energy an’ 
the reverence for authority and the 
continence that Tony has, you 
u'ouldn’t be canyin’ on 'bout no revo¬ 
lutions in Russia. ’Tain’t sense. r\*e 
read a-plenty of your radical litera¬ 
ture an if you ask me, it’s just plain 
stupid. I may be a priest an’ I may be 
a celibate, but that don’t make nve no 
less of a man. An’ no real man ain’t 
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never got no use for carryin s on. You kind and I ain't got much use for 

radicals, Joe, you’re always an' for- either of ’em because both of 'em's 

ever hollerin' an' carryin’ on ’bout always complainin’ an' carryin' on. 

your rights. How ’bout your duties? 

There ain’t no one to prevent your tony. I been 'Merican citizen for 

doin' your duties but you ain’t never twent' year’. I been vote evra year- 

done ’em in your life. some times two times. Ees fine thing, 

vote! I like. He mak' me feel like I 


JOB. I’m savin’ my duties for the 
brotherhood of man. 

TONY. Dio mio! 

FATHER MO KEE. You’re talkin' a lot 
of balderdash. Mind your own busi¬ 
ness an’ leave the brotherhood of 
man to me. Brothers is my job. 

TONY. You think evrabody's goin’ be 
brother like dat an’ don' scrap no 
more? Ees crazy idea! You ain' got no 
good sense, Joe, you an' does goddam 
Wobblies. 

FATHER MC KEE. I been mullin' this 


am good man an’ patriotic fella. But 
w’at I know ’bout vote? I don’t know 
nothing. I don’ care nothing. You 
think you know so much, eh? You 
want for change evrathing an’ w’en 
you got evrathing change’ like you 
want, some other fella is coinin' for 
changin’ you. Ees no good. QA defiant 
look about him') You look-a me an' 
do like I done. You marry with good 
wife like my Amy an' live quiet in a 
fine house an' gettin’ rich like me 
an’ . . . an' . . . an’ raisin’ playn- 
ta kids like I am goin’ do. Da’s w’at 
is for life. Not for runnin’ evra place, 
goddam to hell gover’ment with god¬ 
dam Wobblies! 


over in my mind, Joe, ever since 
Tony asked me to come up an’ talk 
to you. An' I come to the conclusion 
that capital an’ labor’ll go on scrap- 
pin’ to the end of time and they’ll al¬ 
ways be a certain number of people 
that’ll stand up for the underdog. I 
been standin' up for the underdog all 
my life . . . 

JOE ^indignant, he comes into the 
room). Yes, you have! A helluva lot 
of standin' up you ever done for any¬ 
body but yourself! 

TONY (^talking at the same time). 
Now, Joe, don' you be gettin' fresh! 
You listen to w’ac da Padre's sayin'! 

FATHER MC KEE (^talking at the same 

time). . . . but I learned a long time 
ago that the dog on top needs just as 
much standin’’ up for as the other 


JOE. Now you got Tony goin' on kids 
again. I sure am catchin’ all that’s 
cornin' my way. But, just the same, 
I’m goin' to take my trip to Frisco an’ 
see what’s what. 

FATHER MC KEE. Well, Joe, I Can un¬ 
derstand your wantin' to shake the 
dust of this place off’n your feet. But 
I got to tell you that the adventures 
of the spirit is a great deal more in¬ 
terestin' than the adventures of the 
flesh. No man can't do no more'n 
'bout six things with his flesh. But he 
can have a heap of fun with his im¬ 
mortal soul. 

TONY. Joe is dam' lucky havin' good 
job here. Last time he talk ’bout go- 
in' away, he tak' my advice an' stay 
here for runnin' da vineyard. Dees 
time he better tak’ my advice some 
more. 
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(father MCKEE IS fingering job’s 
-papers omincnisly.') 

JOE. ril just trouble you for them 
papers, Padre. 

FATHER Mc KEB. If you take my ad¬ 
vice you’ll burn ’em. 

TONY. Joe don’ mean no harm. 

JOE. Maybe I don’t mean nothin’ at 
all. Maylje I’m just restless an’ rarin’ 
to go. I read these things an’ they 
make me think. A man ought to think 
if he can. Oh, not tall talk. Just what 
he could be doin’ himself. I think 
how I could get into the scrap. I 
ought to have been in on the dock 
strike at San Pedro, but I w'asn’t. I 
don’t want to miss another big fight 
like that, do I? You fellows don’t un¬ 
derstand, but that’s the way it is. An’ 
maybe you’re right an’ I'm wrong. 
I can’t help that. Maybe when I get 
douTi to Frisco I’ll hear the same old 
bull from the same old loud-mouths, 
just like it used to be. Maybe I’ll get 
disgusted and beat it south for the 
orange pickin’s, or mavbe go back on 
the railroad, or maybe in the oilfields. 
But, what the hell! I been hangin’ 
around here on the point of goin’ for 
three months now. I might just as 
well pick up and clear out to-morrow 
or the day after. I’ll come back some 
day, Tony. Anyway, there ain’t no 
use of expectin’ anythin’ out of a guy 
like me. Don’t get sore. What the 
hell! 


TONY. You goin’ in da jail, sure! 

JOE. I could go worse places. A guy 
went to jail up in Quincy, in Plumas 
County, awhile back, for canyin’ a 
Wobbly card—like this one, see^ (He 
disphys the fa-mous hit of red card- 
hoard') His lawyer pleads wnth the 


judge to go easy on the sentence, 
“Your honor,” he says, “this chap 
served in France an’ won the Croy 
de Gaire an’ the Distinguished Serv¬ 
ice Cross.” An’ right there the guy 
jumps up an’ says: “Don’t you pay 
no attention to that stuff," he says. 
“I don’t want no credit for no services 
I ever performed for no 
that tells me I got to go to 
up for my rights.” 

FATHER MC KEB. Do you want to go 
to jail? 

JOE. There’s worse places, I tell you. 
I been there before, too. That guy in 
Quincy got the limit an’ I'd like to 
shake hands with him, I would. 
Tony says this is a free country. Well, 
Tony ought to know. He’s a boot- 
legger. 

TONY ^indignantly). Hah! 

JOE. What I say is: about the only 
freedom we got left is the freedom 
to choose which one of our rights 
we’ll go to jail for. 

FATHER MC KEB (sMpcr-sentcn- 
tiously), Joe. 


gover’ment 
jail to stand 


TONY. Shhh! Here’s Amy! 

AMY (off stage). Ah Gee! 

(job rises; father mc kee pauses in 
his harangue; tony beams; Amy en¬ 
ters. She wears a bright dress and a 
red strata hat which pushes her hair 
dowfi about her face, A duster swings 
dashingly from her shoulders. Her 
market basket hangs from her arm. 

She has stuffed some late lupin in the 
top of it.) 


amy. Scrapping again, are you? 
What’s the matter, this time? Has 
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Joe got another attack ot the foot- 
I'tch? (She sets the basket down on 
the table, doffs hat and dtister, and, 
as she does so, sees joe’s papers') 
Oho! So that’s it. (Patiently joe 
folds the papers up) See them, Tony? 
(She exhibits the lupin and begins 
to stuff it into the vase with the ar¬ 
tificial flowers) Ain’t they sweet? 
Tliey’re so pretty they might be arti¬ 
ficial. 

FATHER MC KEE. Wc been talkin’ 
'hout reformin’ the social system. 

AMY. Well, you got a fine day for it. 
(She hugs tony’s head and lets him 
pat her hand) Ain’t the doctor come 
yet? 

I 

TONY. Doc don’ come to-day. 

AMY. Sure he does. 

JOE. He comes on Thursday. 

FATHER MC KEE. To-day’s Wednes¬ 
day. 

AMY. Well, I never! Here they are 
reforming the world and they don't 
even know what day of the week it 
is. Ain’t men the limit? 

roNY. Nobody is so sma^t like my 
Amy. (With a toss of her head she 
swirls off into the kitchen.) 

AMY. Don’t let me stop you! Go right 
ahead. (In the kitchen) Ah Gee . . , 
Oh, there you are. . . . 

FATHER MC KEE. Thursday! It’s my 
day to talk to the boys down at the 
parish school. 

JOE. Hand ’em what you just been 
handin’ me, Padre. 


FATHER MC KEE. Wliat I told VOU 

was confidential, Joe. I’m sorry you 
won’t listen to it. 

AMY (she returns, carrying a dish 
with apples and a knife). See them. 
Tony? 

TONY. Apples! 

AMY. Guess what for? 

TONY. Apples pie? 

AMY (she sits beside tony and falls 
to on the apples). Well, the world 
may need reforming but I got no 
kick. The grapes is near ripe and 
ready for picking. The nights is get- 
ting longer, the mornings is getting 
colder, and Tony’s getting better. 
Down town they’re putting up the 
posters for the circus and I hear the 
show’s going into winter quarters 
just the other side of Napa. I guess 
that’s all the remarks I got to make 
now. 

JOE. Here’s the doc, now. . . . 

(A Ford motor.) 

THE DOCTOR (off Stage). Hello! 

AMY. Yoo hoo! 

(The DOCTOR appears, shakes hands 
with AMY, nods to joE and the 
PADRE, and then he comes in to 

TONY.) 

THE DOCTOR. Well, how do the 
crutches go? 

AMY. Just fine. 

TONY. You want see me walkin’, 
Doc? 

THE DOCTOR. Perhaps, I do. Let’s see 
• . . (He feels the injured legs) 
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Tibia . . . Fibula . . . Feels all 

right. 

TONY (^vpith (I 'pToiid, anutomiccd 
gestitrey Ischium? 

THE DOCTOR 0^^ and nods aip- 

provingly^. All right, Tony, show 
us what you can do. No jumping, 
mind! Lend him a hand, Joe. 

(He stands aside to watch. joE as¬ 
sists TONY. Grunting, TONY stands on 
his crutches and grins proudly.^ 

TONY. Ecs hurtin’ here. ^Indicating 
(inn pits) But ees goin’ fine! (A few 
tottering steps.) 

THE DOCTOR. Steady! Whoa! (LrtugJi- 
ter as tony barely makes a chair) 
You ought to be put on exhibition. 
If anyone had told me that day when 
I had you on the table that I should 
see you on crutches in three months! 

y 

Well, all I can say is, it pays to know 
how to set a fracture. 

AMY. I guess it makes you realize 
what a good doctor you are. 

the doctor. He owes something to 
your nursing, ma'am. 

FATHER MC KEE. It s like the layin' 
on of hands, her nursin' is. 

AUY. Funny you're saying that, 
Padre. I once had my fortune told 
down in Frisco. Out of a palmistry 
book one of my friends had. Eyery- 
diing in your hand means some¬ 
thing, you know. See those bumps? 
Ain’t they funny? Well, the book 
said that those bumps mean you’re 
i good nurse and can take care of 
inybody no matter how sick he is. 
fbat’s why I wouldn’t let you send 
for no trained nurse, Doc. I was 
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afraid she wouldn't have my bumps. 
. , . Gee, I got funny hands! . . 

THE doctor. I'm not sure that medi¬ 
cal science pays much attention to 
the nursing bump, ma'am, but you 
have certainly got it. I’ll admit that. 

TONY. My Amy is da best nurse I 
ever see. 

AMY. Oh, Tony! 

THE DOCTOR. I’m going to put your 
patient outside in the sun. Is there 
a good level place? 

AMY. Under the arbor! ... Oh 
Tony! 

TONY. After three month’ in dees 
goddam house! 

THE DOCTOR. Fix him up right with 
a big easy chair. 

AMY. And plenty of pillows. 

TONY. Amy, you ain' forgot how you 
promise’ 'bout readin' da paper out¬ 
side in da sun? 

AMY. You bet I ain’t forgot. 

THE DOCTOR, Go On, now. I want to 
see you fixed. 

TONY (hobbles to the door and calls 

out). Giorgio . . . Angelo . . . Ec- 
comi! 

(giorgio and angelo arrive in a 
whirlwind of Italian, tony hobbles 
out of sight. AMY /olloivs witli two 
pillows, looking back at the doctor 
and laughing, father mc kbh car¬ 
ries the board and box. The doctor 
goes to the door as though he in¬ 
tended following them. He stands 
looking out and speaks without turn¬ 
ing-) 
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the doctor. Joe . . . 

JOE. What is it? 

THE DOCTOR. I heat youre going 
away. 

JOE. Yeah. Im really goin’ this time. 

THE DOCTOR. Where to? 

JOE. Search me. Frisco first. 

THE DOCTOR. Hadn’t you better take 
Amy with you? (He turns then and 
looks sternly into joe's startled eyes,') 

JOE. What? 

THE DOCTOR. You heard me, 

JOE. I don’t get you. 

THE DOCTOR. Amy came to see me 
last week. I didn’t tell her what the 
trouble was. I didn’t have the heart. 

I put her off. . . . Oh, it’s easy to 
fool a woman. But you can’t fool a 
doctor, Joe. (A step nearer joe and 
eyes hard on his face) Tony isn’t 
the father. ... He couldn’t be. (A 
long pause.) 

JOE Cunder his breath). Oh, Christ! 

THE DOCTOR. I thought SO. (Another 
long pause) I’ve been trying to fig¬ 
ure out how to make things easiest 
for Tony. It upset me a good deal. 
Doctors get shocked more often than 
you’d think. . . . And a girl like 
Amy, too. ... I didn’t know what 
to do. I guess it’s up to you. 

JOE. Poor old Tony! 

the doctor. You might have 
thought of him sooner—and of Amy, 
too, for that matter. 
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JOE. It wasn’t on purpose. It was 
only once! But—honest to God, w-j 
WTJuldn’t either of us have put any 
thing like that over on old Tony. 
Not for a million dollars! 

the doctor. You couldn’t have 
wasted much time about it. 

JOE. It was the first night. 

the DOCTOR. Good Lord! 

JOE. It just happened. There was a 
reason you don’t know about. I’m a 
swell guy, ain’t I? To do a thing like 
that to a fellow like Tony. 

the DOCTOR, Shall I tell Tony? Or 
Amy? 

JOE. No. . . . Gimme time to think. 

IHE DOCTOR. There’s no concealing 
this. Don’t try anything of that sort. 

I won’t have it. 

joe. No. 

THE DOCTOR. This is going to come 
near killing him. 

(joe nods fearsotnely. The doctor 
turns and is going when amy ap¬ 
pears, marshalling angelo and gior 

GIO.) 

AMY. Just cut out the welcome to our 
city stuff and carry this chair down 
there under the arbor where the boss 
is. (As they pick it up, she turns to 
the doctor) Say! You’d think to 
hear em that Tony’d just been 
raised from the dead. (She turns 
hack to the two Italians) Put it in 
the shade. . . . Mind that varnish, 
you club-footed wops. . , . There. 

. . . (She has seen the chair safely 
along the porch. She returns and 
makes for the bedroom, saying, as 
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she goes') He wants a cover and 
c^'e^^'tlling you can think of. • • • 

the doctor (to joe). Let me know 

if I can do anything. 

(amy returns carrying a great, thick 
quilt. She cuts for the door, mutter¬ 
ing happily to herself. On the porch 
she stops to call through the ivindoio 
to the stricken toe.) 

AMY. Joe—just hand me them news¬ 
papers, will you”? 

joe (obeying). Here. 

AMY (ill the doonvay, her arms filled 
ivitli papers and comforter, she sees 
his face). Gee—you look something 
fierce 

joe (in a strangled voice). Amy . • • 
AMY. \Miat is it^ 

JOE- 1 got to see you by an’ by. . . . 

1 got to see you alone . - . (She 
starts to speak. He sees that he has 
frightened her) God damn . . . 
oh, God damn. . . . 

AMY. What’s the matter w-ith you? 
What you scaring me this way for? 

JOE. Amy. . . . Just a minute ago . . . 

AMY. Make it snappy. ... I don’t 
like this being alone with you. . . . 
It makes me think ... I want to 
forget all that. 

O 

JOE. Yeah . . . An’ me . . . that’s 
what I mean. 

AMY. W^at? 

JOE (after an awfttl pause). You’re 
goin’ to have a kid. (She stares in- 
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credulously at him without making 
a sound) Yeah. ... Its so, Amy. 
... I’m awfully sorry. . . . The 
doc just told me. ... He found 
out when you was sick last week. 
... He knows all about it . . . 

AMY (she stands a moment without 
moving at all. Suddenly she lets 
quilt and papers slip to the floor and 
her hands clasp themselves over her 
abdomen). Oh, my God! (She picks 
the quilt and papers up very care¬ 
fully and puts them on the table. 
She drops weakly into one of the 
chairs as though her knees had 
failed her, her face rigid ivith terror.) 

JOE. I know how it is. . . . Just 
keep your head, now. . . . 

AMY. What am I going to do? 

JOE. I got to think. . . . 

AMY. If you go wTong, you’re sure to 
get it sooner or later. I got it sooner. 

JOE. That kind of talk won’t help 

any. 

AMY. I’m glad of it. It serves me 
right. . , . 

O 

JOE. Tliere’s w^ays, you know . . . 
there’s doctor. . . . 

aMY (shakes her head vigorously). 
Them kind of doctors is no good. 

JOE. But maybe . . . 

AMY. Tliey’re no good. I’m too far 
gone anyway ... I know . . . 
and anyway . . . doing that . . , 
It’s worse than the other. 

JOB. I'm sorry, Amy. . . . 


THEY KNEW WHAT THEY WANTED 


AMY. You being sony ain’t got noth¬ 
ing to do with it, either. I'm think¬ 
ing of Tony. 

JOE. So’m I. 

AMY. Tony’s a white guy if he is a 
wop. 

JOE. Yeah. . . . 

AMY Qdesf/erately Wd). What am I 
going to do? What am I going to do? 
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JOE. We both was . . . but there s 
no use sayin’ that now. 

AMY. No. . . . Tony’ll be crazv. 
(She lifts her head, recognizing the 
inevitable') I guess the doc’s right 
I guess I’ll have to go with you. . . 
Somebody’s got to help me out. . . . 
There ain’t nobody but you. 

JOE. That’s all right. ... I’m will¬ 
ing. . . . 


JOE. Hey! . . . Not so loud! 


AMY. But I ain’t got no money . . . 
only my earrings. . . . 


JOE. I got money enough. 


AMY. You? 


JOE. Tony made me save it. It’s in 
the bank. More’n two hundred 
bucks. That’ll see you through. 

AMY. Tony’ll be crazy. . . . Tony’ll 
be just crazy. 


AMY, And afterwards . . . Oh, my 
God! . . . And Tony’ll be thinking 
that all the time . . . you and me 
... Oh! (This is an exclamation 
of unutterable disgust) Poor Tony! 
You don't know how good he’s been 
to me. And all the time he was so 
crazy for a kid. . . . Oh, I can’t 
stick around here now! I got to go. 
I got to go quick. 

JOE. I'm ready, if you are. 

AMY. I’ll just pack my grip. 


JOE. The doc said for me to take you job. Don’t take it too hard, Amv 
away with me. (He tries to take her hand.} ^ 


AMY. You? 


JOE, Yeah. . . . An* believe me, 
Amy, I'll do anything . . , 

AMY. Going away with you won’t 
help things any. 


AMY (shaking him off). None of 
that! I don’t want no sympathy. 

JOE. Excuse me. 

AMY. You better get your ovm 



JOE. I’ll treat you right, Amy. 

AMY. Poor Tony! 

JOE. m do the right thing if it kills 
me. 

AMY. 1 must have been crazy that 
night. 


JOE. All right. . , . I’ll be back in 
a minute. 

AMY. ni get a move on, too. 

Cah gee comes in with the dishes 
for dinner and begins to lay the ta¬ 
ble. Apparently joe thinks of some¬ 
thing more to say, hut is deterred by 
AH gee’s presence. He goes quickly. 
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AMY hears ah gee and watches him 
for a moment as though she were 
unable to understand what he is do- 
mg.) 

AH GEE (ns he ^uts down dishes^. 
Velly good dinner tonight. Missy. 
Beans an’ roas' veal an apple pie! 

roNY (calling from off stage). Eh, 
Joe! Eh, JOE! Were you go like 
dat) Amy! Were are you, Amy? 
(He conics up on to the porch) Ah! 

Fdere vou arc! 

/ 

AH GEE. Oh, Bossy! Velly good din¬ 
ner tonight. Apple pie! 

TONY (pleased). Ah! Apples pie! 
(ah gee goes into his kitchen, tony 
leans against door) Amy! W’y you 
no’ come back? 

A^^Y (tc/io has been clinging desper¬ 
ately to the hack of a chair). I don’t 
know! 

TONY. You leave me alone so long. 

AMY. I iust come in for the papers 
and . . . 

TONY. . . . An’ Joe is runnin’ crazy 
wild an’ don’ say nothing w’en I’m 
askin’ him, w’ere you goin’ like 

dat?” 

AMY. Joe’s going away. 

TONY. He’s no’ goin’ without sayin’ 
2 oo'-bv? 

AMY. I dunno. . . . Maybe he is. . . . 

tony. That bov mak’ me vena un¬ 
happy. I been lovin’ Joe like he was 
my own son an’ he’s goin’ away like 
dat. He’s no good. 
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AMY. People who ain’t no good ain’t 
worth worrying about. The thing to 
do is let ’em go and forget ’em. 

TONY. Da’s no' so easy like you 
think, Amy. I been lovin’ Joe like 
my own son. 

AMY. Joe ain’t no worse than other 
people I could mention. 

TONY. I love Joe but he don’ love me. 

AMY. I love you, Tony! I love you! 

TONY. I know, Amy, I know. 

AMY. And you ain’t never going to 
believe that I do again. 

TONY. W’at you talkin’ ’bout, Amy? 

AMY. Something’s happened, Tony! 

TONY- Eh?- 

AMY. It’s going to make you terrible 
mad. 

TONY. Amyl 

AMY (nerving herself). It’s going to 
make you just crazy, but I’m going 
to tell you just exactly what it is, 
Tony» because I ain’t going to have 
you thinking aftenvards that I wasn't 
grateful or that I ain’t been happy 
here . . . happier than I ever been 
in my whole life. . . . 

TONY. Amy! 

AMY. Wait a minute. ... I got to 
confess, Tony. I got to tell you the 
whole business so’s you won’t be 
thinking I been any w’orse than just 
what I have. . . . 

TONY Amy! 
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AMY. Yeah. . . . And I don’t want 
you biaming Joe no more’n what you 
blame me and anyway you’re a- 
bound to find out sooner or later, 
an’ it’ll hurt you a lot less in the long 
run if I tell you the truth right now, 
and I got to tell you the truth any¬ 
way. I simply got to. Wait a minute, 
Tony! I’m going to tell you the truth 
and after I go away and you don’t 
see me no more you can say: “Well, 
she wasn’t no good but it wasn’t my 
fault.” Because it wasn’t vour fault, 
Tony. Not one bit, it wasn’t. You 
didn’t have nothing to do with it. 
And I wouldn’t be going away, 
neither, not for a million dollars I 
wouldn’t, only for what’s hap¬ 
pened. . 
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TONY. Amy, w’at you talkin’ ’bout 
goin’ away? 

AMY. That's what I’m trying to tell 
you, Tony, only you got to give me 
a chance because it ain’t easy to tell 
you no more’n it’s easy to go away. 
And I got to go. But it ain’t because 
I don’t lo\'e you. I do. And it ain’t 
because I don’t appreciate all you 
done for me. I ain’t never going to 
forget none of it, nor you, nor this 
place. . . . 

TONY. Amy! 

AMY. Listen to me, Tony! You’re go¬ 
ing to kick me out when you hear 
what I got to say, but I don’t care if 
you do. I’m going to have a baby, 
Tony . . . and it’s . . . God help 
me! . . . it’s Joe’s baby. 

TONY (raising his crutch with a 
great cry of anger'). Ah! 


TONY (faltering). Dio mio! Dio mio; 
No! Amy, you fool with me? Eh? 

AMY. No, I’m not fooling. It’s so. 
And that’s why I’m going awav. 
Tony. 

TONY ('pursuing her as she retreats). 
You been Joe’s woman! 

AMY. I was crazy! 

TONY. You been Joe’s woman! 

AMY, I was crazy! 

TONY. You been lovin’ Joe! 

AMY. No ... I ain’t ... I ain’t . . . 

I never loved Joe. Honest, I never. 

I was crazy. 

TONY. You been just like da Padre 
say you was. . . . You been a 
whore. 


• « • 


AMY. I ain’t! ... I ain’t! I been 
straight all my life! Only that on 
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night. 


• • 


TONY. W’at night? 

AMY. The first night I come here. 

TONY, Da night you marry with mei 

AMY. I ain't even spoke to Joe alone 
since that night. 

TONY. You lyin’! 

AMY. I swear to God I ain’t! Not 
once! Not till to-day after the doc 
told him what was going to happen. 

Toi^. You lyin’ to me! You beer 
Joe’s woman! 


AMY. Didn’t I tell you you’d kick amy. I ain’t, Tony! That’s what I’m 

tn'ing to tell you. It’s the truth I’m 
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tr)’ing to tell you and now I'm go¬ 
ing away. 

TONY. You goin^ away with Joe? 

,\MY. My God, w’hat else can I do? 

TONY Cf'^iriously he forces her back 
into the corner \vhcre the shotgun is 
hanging, sphittering all the time 
with shhhering, half intelligible 
rage). I don' let you go! I don' let 
you go! By God, I’m goin kill dat 
Joe! Oucsto bastardo, Joe! I'm goin' 
kill him an’ keep you here for see 
me kill him! Goddam you! You god¬ 
dam dirty . . . (He has got the 
oun down, broken it, and is loading 
it.) 

AMY (^Speaking at the same time). 
No, you won’t, Tony! Don't do any¬ 
thing like that, now, Tony! You'll 
be soiT\’ if you do! \ou know \vhat'll 
happen to vou if you do that! You 
know what’ll happen to you, Tony! 
Tliat ain’t no way to act! You’ll see 
what vou octl You’ll see! 

* ^7 

TONY. Goddam! . . . You wait, you 
dirtv . . . (He flourishes the broken 
gii77. She covers her eyes with her 
hands. joE arrives, sees what tony is 
doing, gives a cry, springs on him, 
wrenches the gun airny. The strug¬ 
gle upsets tony’s balance and he 
topples headlong off his crutches. 
AMY screatns.) 

AMY. Oh, his leg! (joe drops the 
gun and bends ot'cr him.) 

JOE. I tried to catch him. . . . 
(tony s Lel/oies arc terrifying to 
hear) Did you hurt yourself, Tony? 
(tony’s answer is untranslatable 
into speech.) 

AMY (ns she pnlls a chair over). For 
God’s sake, pick him up, can’t you? 
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JOE (tony fights him, trying to choke 
him, and sinks into the chair, howl¬ 
ing with pain and fury). All right 
now, Tony! Steady! 

AMY. Tony. . . . Tony. . . . (She 
kneels down by him. tony’s roars 
subside into moans) I had to tell 
him! Oh, my God! I just had to tell 
him! 

joe. He didn’t hurt himself much. 
(tony’s moans break into sobs.) 

AMY. This is awful. 

JOB, Get your things. Let’s pull out 
of here. We can send the Padre up 
to look after him. 

AMY. I'm only taking my little grip, 
Tony. I’m leaving the earrings on 
the dresser. (She goes quickly into 
the bedroom, tony’s sobs keep up 
wretchedly and terribly.) 

JOE. Tony, I . . . (Again tony 
springs madly at joe’s throat, joe 
wrenches away and runs quickly to 
the table where he gets a glass of 
wine which he brings back to tony, 
tony pushes it away, spilling the 
wine over his shirt. jOE drops the 
glass.) 

tony. Amy! Amy! Amy! Amy! 

AMY (she comes back, with her hat 
on and her coat over her arm. She 
has her yellow grip half open with 
clothes sticking out. job takes it from 
her). Here I am, Tony. Here I am. 

tony. Were you goin’ Amy? W’ere 
you goin’ away from here? 

AMY. I dunno.... Frisco, I guess..., 

tony (hitter sobs). You goin’ be 
livin’ with Joe? 
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AMY (vflgwe misery^, I dunno. . . . 
No, I ain’t going to live with Joe. 
... No matter what happens, I ain’t. 

TONV. Who is goin’ be lookin’ after 
you, Amy? 

JOE. I am, Tony, I’ll do the right 
thing if it kills me. 

TONY. You? . . . You? . . . Oh, Dio 
mio! Dio mio! No! No! 

JOE. Come on, Amy, for the love of 
Pete! 

AMY. I’m coming. 


JOE. I swear I’ll stick, Tony! 

TONY. No! No/ NO!l Ees no good! 
My Amy ha\'in’ baby in da street 
Ees no good. 

AMY. Don’t say that for Gods sake, 
Tony, don’t say that . . . 

tony. W’at is goin’ happen, Amy? 
W’at's goin’ happen with you? 

AAtY. Joe ... I can’t stand no more 
of this. 

TONY Qrenzied'). No! Nol NO!! 
NO!!! 


TONY (rt hand out to stop her). You 
ain’ got no money, Amy. 


AMY. Let go, Tony! Let go of my 
skirt! 


AMY. It don’t matter. 
TONY. Yes! 


TONY. You ain’ goin*, Amy! I don’t 
let you go! You stayin' here with 
Tony! 


JOE. I got plenty. 

TONY. No! ... No! ... No! .. . 
Joe is no good for lookin’ after wo¬ 
mans an’ baby! 

AMY. Don’t take on, Tony, ... Please 
don t take on! Let me go, and forget 
all about me. There ain’t no use in 
talking any more. 


AMY. Don’t talk that way, Tony! It 
ain’t no good. 

TONY. No! No! You goin’ listen to 
vv’at Tony say now. You goin’ lis¬ 
ten, Amy. You don’ love Joe. You 
love Tony. You been good wife, 

Amy. . . . 

AMY. Good wife! 


TONY. You goin’ have baby! 

AMY. God, I know I am! 

TONY. How you goin’ mak’ money 
for keep him? Before you go, you 
tel! me dat! 

AMY. God knows. ... I don’t. 

TONY. Pretty quick Joe is leavin’ you 
desert, and den w’at is goin’ hap¬ 
pen? 


TONY. W at is Tony goin’ do with¬ 
out you? 

JOE. Come on! 

TONY. Amy, I get excite’ just now, 
Amy. Excuse! Excuse! I think veiTa 
good once more. You ain’ goin’ with 
Joe. \ou stayin here with Tony just 
like nothin’ is happen', an’ by an’ by 
da little fella is come. ... 

-^MY. Don t talk that way, Tony! 
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TONY. Wy 

AMY. Becav?.^ ii ain’t no way to 
talk! 

roNY. Yes . . . yes ... ees good sense! 
Ees w’at i* ovrabody wantin’ here! 
Vou an’ Ji'e an’ me! . . . Looka Joe. 
Joe is Avantin' go with Wobblics, 
ah'? Wjii) goddam VVobblies. All 
right . . . Looka Amy . . Amy is 
wantin’ r,tay here nice an' safe in dees 
line house with Tony. Is not true, 
ch? (amy 7wds through her tears') 
Sure is true. Look Tony, Dio mio, 
an’ ask him w’at he want? Don’ he 
want babv? 

AMY. But not this baby, Tony? 
TONY. W’at I care? 


AMY. But, think of what people 
would say! 

TONY. W’at I care w’at evrabody 
say? We tollin’ e\Tabody he’s Tony’s 
baby- Den e\Tabody say Tony is so 
goddam young an' strong he’s break 
both his leg’ an* havin’ baby just da 
samel . . . Eees good, eh? You don' 
go with Joe now, Amy? . . . Oh, 

AMY (/ic Jifls swayed her, hut she 
looks at him as at a madman). No. 
. . . It wouldn’t work, Tonv. . . . 
You wouldn’t mean it aftenvard. . . . 
You’re crazy. . . . 

TONY (a last frantic appeal). Nol 
No! No! (Leaning hack in his chair 
and looking around the room) W’at's 
good for me havin' dees fine house? 



HOWARD 

W’at’s good for me havin’ all dis 
money w'at I got? I got nobody for 
give my house an’ my money w’en 
I die. Ees for dat I want dis baby, 
Amy. Joe don' want him. Ees Tony 
want him. Amy, . . . Amy, ... for 
God’s sake don’ go away an’ leave 
Tony! 

AMY. But, Tony! Think of what I 
done? 

TONY. What you done was mistake 
in da head, not in da heart. . . . Mis* 
take in da head is no matter. 

AMY. You—you ain’t kiddin' me, are 
you? . . . You're serious, ain’t you— 
Tony? You'll stick to this after¬ 
wards, won’t you, Tony? (She walks 
slowly over to him. She throws her 
arms around his neck and presses 
his head against her hreast. A pro¬ 
longed pause) Well, Joe, I guess 
you better be going. 

JOE. You mean? 

AMY. I guess you’d better be going. 
(joe straightens in great relief.) 

JOE. All right. (He picks up his 
knapsack which he dropped when 
he came in) I guess you’re right. 
(He pulls oit his cap and stands a 
moment in the doorway, a broad 
grin spreading over his face) I guess 
there ain’t none of us got any kick 
cornin’, at that. No real kick. (He 
goes out slowly.) 

AMY (lifting her face). No. 

(tony clutches her even closer as 
the curtain falls.) 
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ACT ONE 


Tliis 15 the prebS room in the Criminal Courts Building, Chicago; a cham¬ 
ber set aside hy the City Fathers for the use of journalists and their friends. 

It is a hare, disordered room, -peopled hy newspapermen in need of shaves, 

pants pressing and small change. Hither reporters are drawn hy an irresistible 
hire, the privilege of telephoning free. 

There aie seven telephones in the place, communicating with the seven 
newspapers of Chicago. 

All are free. 

An equally important lure is the continuous poker game that has been 
going on now for a generation, presumably xvith the same pack of cards. 

Here is the rendezvous of some of the most able and amiable bums in the 

newspaper business; here they meet to gossip, play cards, sleep off jags and 

date up waitresses between such murders, fires, riots and other public events 
as concern chem. 

The furniture is the simplest; ixvo tables, an assortment of chairs, spit¬ 
toons and wastebaskets, a water cooler, etc.-txvo dollars xvorth of dubious 
firewood, all told. 

There is one elegant item, however; a huge, ornate black walmit desk, the 
former property of Mayor Fred A. Basse, deceased about 1904. It now be¬ 
longs to ROY BENSINGER, feature writer for the Chicago Tribune and a fanatic 
on the subject of hygiene. 

Despite mr. bensinger’s views, his desk is the repository for soiled linen 
old sandwiches, empty bottles and other items shed by his colleagues. 

The two tables serve as telephone desks, gaming boards and (in a pinch) 
as lits d amour. ^ 

The electric lights are naked of shades. 

The walls, unpainted since the building was erected in 1885, sport a 

frieze of lithographs, hand painted studies, rotogravure cuttings and heroic 

penal sketches, all on the same theme: Woman. The political unrest of tlu 

journalists is represented by an unfavorable picture of Kaiser Wilhelm ll 
hand drawn. 


At the stage left is a door, labelled "Gents.” 

A the back is a double door, opening on the main corridor of the building. 
Cook Count old-fashioned windows overlooking the 

It is eight-thirty at night. 

Four men are playing poker at the main table in the center of the room. 
They are murphy of the Journal, endicott of the Post, schwarte of the 
Nexvs flMrf WILSON of the American; four braves known to their kind as police 

Reveres, full of strange oaths and a toiich of 


Off by himself in a chair sits brnie kruger, a somnolent reporter for the 
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journal of Commerce, eunie is gifted beyond his comrades. He plays th 
hem jo and sings. He is dreamily rendering his favorite piece, "By the Light of 
the Silvery MoonC as the poker game progresses. 

MC CUE Of the City News Bureau is telephoning at bensingers desk 
through the gamblers’ chatter. He is callirtg all the police stations, hospitals, 
etc. on behalf of his companions, in a never-ending quest for news. His 
reiterations, whined in a manner intended to he ingratiating, have in them 
the monotonous hally-hoo wail of the Press. 

And SO: 


THE CARD PLAYERS. Oack it for a 
dime. ... By me. ... I stay. . . . Me 
too. ... I’m behind again. ... I was 
e\ en a couple of minutes ago. , . . 
Papers? . . . Three. . . . Two. . . . 
Three to the dealer. 

Mc CUE (into phone"). Kenwood 
three four hundred. . . , (Another 
telephone rings) Mey, take that, one 
of }0u guys. Ernie, you’re not doing 
anything. (They pay no attention. 
With a sigh, mc cue props one tele¬ 
phone receiver against his ear; 
reaches over aiid answers the other 
pho7i€) What’s the matter with you 
guys? Are you all crippled or some¬ 
thing? (Into secottd phone) Press 
room! (Suddenly he gives attention 
to the first phone) Hello, Sarge . . . 
McCue. Hold the line a minute. 
(Back to second phone) No, I told 
you it was the press room. (Hangs 
up; takes first phone agaw) Any¬ 
thing doing, Sarge? ... All right. 
Thank you, Sarge. (Hangs up.) 

THE CARD PLAYERS. What are you 
waiting for? Ho^v’d I know you were 
out? Two Johns. Ladies, etc. 

MC CUE. Robev four five hundred. 

MURPHY. Ernie! Take that mouth 
organ in the can and plav it! 

(The mnsic swells a little in reply.) 

ENDicoTT. These cards are like wash- 

rags. 


WILSON. Let’s chip in for a new deck. 

SCHWARTZ. These are good enough 
—I’m eighty cents out already! 

MC CUE (into phone). Is this the 
home of Mrs. F. D. Margolies? 

MURPHY. I'd like a deck with some 
aces in it. 

MC CUE (cordially, into phone). 

This is Mr. McCue of the City News 
Bureau. ... Is it true, Madame, that 
you were the victim of a Peeping 
Tom? 

KRUGER. Ask her if she’s worth peep¬ 
ing at. 

WILSON. Has she got a friend? 

MC CUE (info phone). Now, that 
ain’t the right attitude to take, Mad¬ 
ame. All we want is the facts. . . . 
Well, what did this Peeping Tom 
look like? I mean, for instance, 
^vould you say he looked like a col¬ 
lege professor? 

ENDICOTT. Tell her I can run up for 
an hour. 

KRUGER, ril accommodate her if 
she’ll come down here. 

SCHWARTZ, By me. 

MC CUE (into phone). Just a min¬ 
ute, Madame. Is it true, Mrs. Mar 
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golies, that you took the part of Poca¬ 
hontas in the Elks* Pageant seven 
years ago? . . . Hello. (To the others') 
She hung up. 

murphy. The hell with her! A dime. 
(The fire-alarm box, over the door, 
begins to ring.) 

ENDicoTT. Where’s that fire? 

WILSON. Three-two-one! 

SCHWARTZ. Clark and Erie. 

KRUGER (wearily as he strums). Too 
far. 

MC CUE (into fhone). Harrison four 
thousand. 

SCHWARTZ (rises, stretching; ambles 
over and looks out the window). Oh, 
Christ!—what time is it, anvwav? 

WILSON. Half past eight. (Rises; 
goes to the water cooler.) 

MURPHY (drawing cards). One off 
the top. 

WILSON. How’s the wife, Ed? Any 
better? 

SCHWARTZ. Worse. 

WILSON. That’s touffh. 

SCHWARTZ. Sitting here all night, 
waiting for ’em to hang this bastard! 
(A gesture toward the jail.) 

KRUGER. It’s hard work, all righ". 

MC CUE (into phone). Hello, Sarge? 
McCue. Anything doing? . , . Yeah? 
That’s swell. . . . (The players 
pause) A love triangle, huh? . . . 
Did he kill her? . . . Killed em both! 


Ah! . . . Was she good looking? . . . 
(A pause. With vast disgust) \V^hat? 
Oh, Niggers! (The players relax.) 

KRUGER. That’s a break. 

MC CUE. No, never mind—thank 
you, Sarge. (Jiggles receiver) En¬ 
glewood, six eight hundred. (The 
Examiner phone rings. It is on the 
main table, endicott ansivers.J 

ENDICOTT (into phone). Criminal 
Courts press room. . . . No, Hild) 
Johnson ain’t here. . . . Oh, hello. 
Mr. Bums. . . . No, he ain’t here 
yet, Mr. Bums. (Hangs up) Walter 
Burns again. Something must have 
happened. 

SCHWARTZ. I’m telling you what’s 
happened. Hildy quit. 

MURPHY. What do you mean, quit? 
He’s a fixture on the Examiner. 

KRUGER. Yeh! He goes with the 
woodwork. 

SCHWARTZ. I got it from Bert Nee 
ley. I’m telling you—he's gettin' mar¬ 
ried. 

MURPHY. Walter wouldn’t let him 
get married. He’d kidnap him at the 
altar. 

MC CUE (into phone). Hello, Sarge. 
McCue. Anything doing? 

ENDICOTT. Remember w^hat he did 
to Bill Fenton, when he wanted to 
go to Hollyw'ood? Had him thrown 
into jail for arson. 

MURPHY, Forgery. 

MC CUE. Shut up! . . . (Into phone) 
Anybody hurt? ... Oh, fine! What’s 
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iiis name? . . • Spell it. . . . S. . . . 
C. . . . Z. . . . J. . . . Oh, the hell 

with it. Clangs up.) 

ENDicoTT. A guy ain't going to walk 
out on a job when he’s drawing down 
seventy bucks a week. 

SCHWARTZ. Yeah? Well, if he ain’t 
quit, why ain't he here covering the 
hanging? 

MC CUE Chtto phone). Give me re¬ 
write. 

ENDICOTT. Walter sounded like he 
was having a hemorrhage. 

MC CUE (into phone). Hello, Emil. 
Nothing new on the hanging. But 
here’s a big scoop for you. 

SCHWARTZ. I wish to God I could 
quit. 

KRUGER. You’d think he’d come in 
and say goodbye. 

MURPHY. That Swede bastard! 

MC CUE. Shut up, fellas. (Into 
phone) Ready, Emil? (He intones) 
Or. Ir\'ing Zobel—Z for Zebra—O 
for onion—B for baptize—E for any¬ 
thing and L for Lousy— 

CARD PLAYERS. Pass. . . . By me. , . . 
Crack it for a dime. . . . Stay. 

CUE (into phone). Yes, Zobel! 
That’s right! With offices at sixteen- 
o eight Cottage Grove Avenue. Well, 
this bird was arrested to-night on 
complaint of a lot of angry hus¬ 
bands. They claim he was treating 
their wi\'es unth electricity for a dol¬ 
lar a smack. 

MURPHY. Is the Electric Teaser in 
• ^ 


MC CUE (intoning into phone). He 
had a big following, a regular army 
of fat old dames that was being neg¬ 
lected by their husbands. So they 
was visiting this Dr. Zobel in their 
kimonos to get electricity. 

ENDICOTT. I understand he massages 
them too. 

MC CUE (into phone). Anyhow, the 
Doctor is being held for mal-practice 
and the station is full of his patients 
who claim he’s innocent. But from 
what the husbands say it looks like 
he’s a Lothario. All right. (Hangs 
up; jiggles receiver.) 

MURPHY. Hey, Ernie, why don’t you 
go in for electricity instead of the 
banjo? 

(bensinger enters. He is a studious 
and slightly ne^irotic fellow who 
stands out like a sore thtanh owing 
to his tidy appearance.) 

KRUGER. It’s got no future. 

MC CUE (into phone). Sheridan two 
thousand. 

BENSINGER (with hoiTor). What the 
hell, Mac! Is that the only telephone 
in the place? 

MC CUE. It’s the only one with a 
mouthpiece on it. (This is true.) 

MURPHY (puttwg down his hand). 
Read ’em and weep. (Takes the pot. 
Prepares to deal.) 

BENSINGER (howltng). How many 
times have I got to tell you fellows 
to leave my phone alone? If you’ve 
ot to talk through a mouthpiece go 
uy one, like I did! 

murphy. Aw, shut up, Listerine. 
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mccue (flt another fho7ie'). Sheri¬ 
dan two thousand. 

bensinger. My God, I’m tr^'ing to 
keep this phone clean and I’m not 
going to have you fellows coughing 
and spitting in it, either, or pawing 
it with your hands! 

SCHWARTZ. What is this— a hospital 
or something? 

ENDicoTT. How’s that pimple com¬ 
ing along, Roy? 

BENSINGER Q^ulUng a Suit of dirty 
underwear from a drawer of his 
desk'). And you don’t have to use 
this desk for a toilet! 


SCHWARTZ. No! 
ENDICOTT. Stick it! 


WILSON. All yours. (^Starts to deal a 
new hand.) 


Mc CUE (info phone). Never mind, 
Sarge. Thank you, Sarge. (mc cue 
hangs up.) 


SCHWARTZ. Anything new on the 
hanging, Bensinger? 

WILSON (dealing). My deal, ain't it? 


MURPHY. Hey! Zonitel 
BENSINGER. What is it? 


MURPHY. Yeah? Well, suppose you 
quit stinking up this place with your 
God-damn antiseptics for a change! 
(Removing a mouldy piece of pie 
from a desk drawer.) 


BENSINGER (xvaiUng). Ain’t you 
guys got any self-respect? 


MCCUE (into phone). Hello, Sarge! 
. . . McCue. Congratulations on 
that Polack capture, Sarge. I hear 
you’re going to be promoted. Any¬ 
thing doing? 


THE CARD PLAYERS, Nickel. 

a dime. . . . Drop. . . . Stay. 



MURPHY. Question before the house: 
Gentleman wants to know what’s 
new on the hanging. 

BENSINGER. Nothing special. 

KRUGER (with a yawn). Did you see 
the sheriff? 

BENSINGER (Utterly). Why don't 
you get your own news? 

KRUGER (philosophically). Some¬ 
body ought to see the sheriff. 

ENDICOTT. Anyhow, this looks like 
the last hanging we’ll ever have to 
cover. 


MCCUE (into phone). Yeah? . . . 
Just a second, Sarge. , . . (To the 
players). Nice little feature, fellas. 
Little kid, golden curls, ever)'thing, 
lost out near Grand Crossing. The 
cops are feeding her candy. 

MURPHY. What else are they doing 
to her? 

MC CUB. Don’t you want it? 


SCHWARTZ. Yeah. Can you imagine 
their putting in an electric chair? 
That’s awful. 

ENDICOTT. Going to toast them, like 
Lucky Strikes. 

MURPHY. Who opened? 

SCHWARTZ. What’s the matter? Got 
a hand? 
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(mi\s. schlosser enters. She is the 

ivije of HERMAN SCHLOSSER, of the 

Examiner, mrs. s. once used to go 
to dances, movies and ice cream par¬ 
lors and she is still pretty, although 
shop-worn. If she is a bit acidulated, 
tight-lipped and sharp-spoken, no 
one can blame her, least of all these 
hrax'os of the press room, who have 
small respect for themselves or each 
other as husbands, fathers and 
lovers.') 

ENDicoTT (as guiltily as if he were 
the errant mr. schlosser). Hello, 
Mrs. Schlosser. Herman hasn't been 
in vet. 


MRS. SCHLOSSER. Don't trouble your¬ 
self! I notice Hildy Johnson ain't 
here either. I suppose the two of 
them are out sopping it up together. 

SCHWARTZ. Now, you ouohn't to 
talk that way, Mrs. Schlosser. Hildy’s 
reformed—he's gettin’ married. 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. Married? Well, 

all I can say is, God help his wife! 

MURPHY. Come on—are we playing 
cards or aren’t we? 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. I supposc you’ve 
cleaned Herman out. 


Mc CUE. Hello, Mrs. Schlosser. 
Have \ou tried the Harrison Street 
Station? (Helpftdly) He may be 
^h'cjn'ng in the squad room. 


SCHWARTZ (bitterly). W^at became 
of that rule about women coming 
into tills press room? 


WILSON (a nervous husband in hk 
own right). Honest, Mrs. Schlosser, 
we ain’t seen him. 

MRS. SCHLOSSER (bitterly). He 
can’t come home. I kept dinner wait¬ 
ing till eleven o'clock last night and 
he never even called up. 


murphy, ^eah—I don’t let my own 
V ii c come in here* 


ENDICOTT. Well, why pick on us? 


MRS. SCHLOSSER (inexorably). Did 
iie iiave any money left when you 
saw him? 

Mc CUE. Well, I didn't exactly see 
in'in. Did vou, Mike? 

ENDICOTT. No, I didn't really see 
him cither. 

MRS. SCHLOSSER (like tiventy 
u /res). On, you didn t? Well, was 
he still drinking? 

MC ( UE (with unconifmcing zeal). 
1 tell you what, I'll call up the grand 
jury room if you want. Sometimes 
Ue goes to sleep up there. 


KRUGER. Yeah— we’re busy. 

(A phone rings.) 

ENDICOTT (answering it). Press 
room! 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. You know where 
he is. You’re covering up for him. 

MC CUE. Honest to God, Mrs. 
Schlosser— 

ENDICOTT (into phone). . . , No, 

Mr. Burns, Hildy ain’t showed up 
yet. 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. Is that Walter 
Bums? Let me talk to him! 
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EOTicoTT Qnto -phone^. just a murphy. He’s at Hockstetter’s, that’s 
minute, hlr. Bums. Herman Schlos- where he is! f'Ccw oi\'e me those 
ser’s wife wants to talk to you. cards! 


MRS. SCHLOSSER (^taking the phone; 

honeyed and polite'). Hello, Mr. 
Bums- 

MURPHY. Come on—who opened? 
ENDicoTT. Check it. 

MURPHY. A dime. 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. This is Mrs. 
Schlosser. . . . Oh, I’m very well, 
thank you. . . . Mr. Burns, I was 
just wondering if you knew where 
Herman was. He didn’t come home 
last night, and you know it was pay 
day. . . . CTearfiilly) But it won’t 
be all right. I m just going crazy. 

. . . I've done that, but the cashier 
won't give it to me. ... So I thought 
maybe if you gave me some sort of 
order^h, will you, Mr. Bums? 
That’s awfully nice of you. ... I'm 
sorry to have to do a thing like that, 
but you know how Herman is about 
money. Thank you ever so much. 
(Hangs up; turns on the reporters 
viciotisly) You’re all alike, every one 
of you! You ought to be ashamed of 
yourselves! 

murphy. All right, we’re ashamed. 
(To WILSON) A dime’s bet. 

Mrs. schlosser. Sitting around like 
a lot of dirty, dmnken tramps! Poker! 
(She grabs murphy's cards.) 

murphy (leaping up in fury). Here! 
Gimme those! What the hell! 

MRS. schlosser. You know where 
he is, and I m going to stay right 
here till I find out! 


MRS. schlosser. Where? 

WILSON. The Turkish Bath on 
Madison Street! 

ENDICOTT. In the basement! 

MURPHY. Give me those! 

MRS. schlosser. So! You did know. 
(murphy jiervously awaits his 
cards) Liars! (She throws the cards 
face up on the table.) 

murphy (ns she throws them). Hey! 
(They spread out on the table.) 

MRS. SCHLOSSER. You're a bunch of 
gentlemen, I must say! Newspaper¬ 
men! Bums! (Exits.) 

MURPHY (almost in tears). Look! 
The second straight flush I ever held 

ENDICOTT. Jesus! 

MURPHY. Eight, nine, ten, jack, and 
queen of spades. If I was married to 
that dame I’d kick her humpbacked. 

BENsiNGER (having cleansed hh 
telephone with a dab of absorbent 
cotton and a bottle of antiseptic: into 
phone). City Desk! 

ENDICOTT (gathering the cards to- 
gether). I don’t know what gets inta 
women. I took Bob Brody home the 
other night and his wife broke his 
arm with a broom. 

BENSINGER (having collected his 
notes, and thoroupily protected him¬ 
self from contagion by wrapping a 
piece of paper around the handle of 
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his telepliove}. Shut up, you fel¬ 
lows! (/nfo plioiie') This is Ben- 
singer. I lore's a new lead on the 
Earl Williams hanging. . . . Yeah, 
/ just saw the shcrilF. He won’t move 
the hanging up a minute. ... I 
don’t care who he promised. . . - All 
right, I’ll talk to him again, but it’s 
no use. The execution is set for 
seven o’clock in the morning. 

KRUCER (to the tune of "Three 
O'clock in the Morning”; sings). 
Seven oclock in the morning— 

BENSiNGER. Shut up Ernie.... (Into 
phonej Give me a rewrite man. 

KRUGER (worose'). Whv can’t they 
jerk these guvs at a reasonable hour, 
so we can get some sleep? 

BENSINGER (to the rooju). I asked 
the shcrifl to move it up to five, so 
ue could make the City Edition. Just 
because I asked him to, he wouldn’t. 

MURPHY. That guv wouldn’t do any¬ 
thing for his mother. 

KRUGER. He gives a damn if we stay 
up all night! 

ENDicoTT. You’ve got no kick com¬ 
ing. I’ve had two dinners home in the 
last month. 

BENSINGER QntO p/lOHc). Hcllo. 

)akc? . . . New lead on the Williams 
hanging. And listen—don't put Hart¬ 
man’s name in it. Just say “the 
Sheriff.” (The reporters listen) 
Ready? . . . The condemned man 
ate a hcartv dinner. . . . Yeah, mock 
turtle soup, chicken pot pie, hashed 
brown potatoes, combination salad, 
and pie a la mode. 

KRUGER. Make mine the same. 


BENSINGER (into 'phone'). No —1 

don’t know what kind of pie. 

MURPHY. Eskimo! 

MG CUE C'^istfully'). I wish I had a 
hamburger sandwich. 

BENSINGER (info phonc). And, Jake, 
get this in as a big lavor. The whole 
dinner was furnished by Charlie 
Apfel. , . . Yeah—Apfel. A for ade 
noids, P for psychology, F for Frank. 
E for Eddie, and L for—ah— 

MURPHY. Lay an egg. 

BENSINGER. Proprietor of the Apfel 

—wants—to—see -you—restaurant. 

WILSON. That means a new hat for 
somebody. (A soft cadenza from the 
banjo.) 

MURPHY. I better catch the fudge, 
fellas. (WifhozH dropping his cards, 
MURPHY picks up a telephone. He 
pantomimes for three cards.) 

BENSINGER (iwfo phone). Now here’s 
the situation on the eve of the hang- 
ing. The officials are prepared for a 
general uprising of radicals at the 
hour of execution, but the Sheriff 
still refuses to be intimidated by the 
Red menace. 

MURPHY (into his phone, while ac¬ 
cepting three cards). Give me a re- 
wTite man, will you? ,.. Yeah, Some 
more crap on the Earl Williams 
hanging. 

BENSINGER (into phonc, as the re 
porters listen). A double guard has 
just been thrown around the jail, the 
municipal buildings, railroad term¬ 
inals, and elevated stations. Also, the 
Sheriff has just received four more 
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letters threatening his life. He is 
going to answer these threats by a 
series of raids against the Friends of 
American Liberty and other Bolshe¬ 
vik organizations. Call you later. 
(Hangs upO 

SCHWARTZ. Bet a dime. 

MURPHY (into phone'). Ready? . . . 
Sheriff Hartman has just put two 
hundred more relatives on the payroll 
to protect the city against the Red 
army, which is leaving Moscow in 
a couple of minutes. (Consults his 
hand) Up a dime. (Back to phone) 
And to prove to the voters that the 
Red menace is on the square, he has 
just wrote himself four more letters 
threatening his life. I know he wrote 
them on account of the misspelling. 

ENDICOTT. Drop. 

MURPHY (into phone). Tliat’s all, 
except the doomed man ate a hearty 
dinner. As follows: Noodle soup, 
rustabiff, sweet a-potat’, cranberry 
sauce, and pie-a-la mud. 

SCHWARTZ. I raise another dime. 

MURPHY (consults his cards). Wait 
a minute. Up again. (Back to phone) 
Statement from who} The Sheriff? 

. . . Quote him for anything you 
want—he can't read. (Hangs up. 
bensinger's phone rings.) 

the card players. Call. . . . Three 
bullets. . . . Pay at this window. . . . 
Shuffle that deck. ... I get the same 
hand every time. 

BENSINGER (answering his phone). 
What? (To Mc CUE, as schwartz 
starts to shuffle) Didn’t you send that 
in about the new alienist^ 


MC CUE (flat on his hack on the 
smaller table). I got my hands full 
with the stations. 

BENSINGER (iiito pJioiie). All right, 
ril give you what I got. Dr. Max J. 
Eglehofer. From Vienna. There’s a 
dozen en\'elopes on him in the 
morgue. . . . Well, he’s going to ex¬ 
amine Williams at the request of 
— ah — wait a minute — (Shuffles 
through his notes)—the United 
Federation for World Bettennent. 

KRUGER. I’m for that. 

BENSINGER. Suie—Fle’s one of the 
biggest alienists in the world. He's 
the author of that book, “The Per¬ 
sonality Gland.” 

MC CUE. And where to put it. 

BENSINGER (modcstly into phone). 

He just autographed it for me. 

mlikphv. Did he bite his initials in 
your pants, too? . . . Nickel. 

KRUGER (into phone lazily). Give 
me the City Desk! 

BENSINGER (into phouc). All right. 
He s going to examine him in 
about fifteen minutes. I’ll let you 
know. (He hangs up and resumes 
his study of “The Personality 
Gland.") 

KRUGER (very tired). Kruger call¬ 
ing! Nothing new on the hanging. 

SCHWARTZ. Say, how about roodles 
on straights or better? I want to get 
some of my dough back. 

WILSON. Hey, I thought we weren't 
going to give them alienists any 
more free advertising. 
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ENDn:oTT. That's the fourteenth 
pair of whiskers they called in on 
this Cod-damned case. 

MURPHY. Them alienists make me 
sick. All they do is goose you and 
send you a bill for five hundred 
bucks. 

MC CUE (into phone). This is Mc- 

Cue. . . . Looks like the hanging’s 

coining off at seven all right. . . . 

Yeah, che Governor's gone fishing 

and can’t be found. . . . No, fishing. 

(From the direction of the jail cojues 

a sudden whirr and crash') They’re 

testing the gallows now. . . . Yeah 
o o 

—testing ’em, with sandbags. . . . 

O' O 

Mav()e you can hear ’em. (He holds 
lip phone towards window and 
lattohs pleasantly- Then, bitterly') 
What? The same to you! (Hangs np. 
Another whin and crash,) 

SCHWARTZ. I wish thcv’d quit prac¬ 
tising. It makes me nervous. 

WILSON. Lip a dime. 

KRUGER (yelling out of u’iudou?). 
Hev, Jacobi! Quit playing with that 
gallus! How do you expect us to do 
anv work? 

VOICE FROM JAIL YARD. Cut that 
veiling, YOU God damned bums! 

MC CUE. Ain’t much respect for the 
press around here. (The fire alarm 
sounds the same number as before.) 

MC CUE. Tliat’s a second alarm, ain't 
it? 

MURPHY. Who cares? 

KRUGER (motionless) Probably some 
orphanage. 


MURPHY. Maybe it’s another cat- 
house. Remember when Big Minnie s 
burned down, and the Mayor of 
Galesburg came running out? (A 
phone rings.) 

THE CARD PLAYERS. Dime. ... I 
call. . . . Two sixes, etc. 

MC CUE (answering phone). What? 
The Mayor’s office! (To the rest) 
Maybe a statement. 

KRUGER. Tell ’em we’re busy. 

MC CUE (into phone). Hello. (Then 
exuberantly) Hello, you God-damn 
Swede! (To the others) It’s Hildy, 

MURPHY. Wffiat’s he doing in the 
Mayor’s office? 

y 

MC CUE (into phone). What? 
What’s that? What? (To the others) 
He’s stinko! (Into phone) What are 
you doing with the Mayor? 

MURPHY. If he's got any left tell him 
to bring it over. 

MC CUE (i?Ho phone). Huh? Kiss¬ 
ing him good-bye? 

ENDicoTT. Tell him to come over 
and kiss us. 

MURPHY. I’m getting ready. 

MC CUE (into phone). Well hurry 
up. (To the room) He's stepping 
high. 

O 

MURPHY. What did he say? 
KRUGER. Is he coming over? 

MC CUE. Tliat’s what he said. 

THE CARD PLAYERS. PaSS. ... By 

me. ,. . Take a deal, etc. 
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f'wooDENSHOES EiCHHORN enters. He 
is a hig, moon-faced, childish and 
incompeteitt German policeman.^ 
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policeman, but he claims they're jusf 
using that as an excuse to hang 
him, on account he’s a radical. Bui 


bensinger. Hello, Woodenshoes. 
Got any news? 

WOODENSHOES Csolemnly). I just 

been over to the death house. Did 
you hear what Earl Williams said to 
the priest? 

ENDicoTT, Aw, forget it! 

MURPHY. The paper’s full of the 
hanging now. We ain’t got room for 
the ads. 

BENSINGER (^loohhig Up from his 

book). What did he say, Wooden¬ 
shoes? 

WOODENSHOES (mved). He says to 
the priest that he was innocent. 

MURPHY. Do you know any more 
jokes? 

WOODENSHOES. Well, I’m just telling 
you what he says. 

MURPHY. I suppose that copper com¬ 
mitted suicide. Or maybe it was a 
love pact. 

WOODENSHOES. Well, Williams has 
got a very good explanation for that. 

ENDICOTT Cderisivelv, to the report- 

^). He 11 start ci^’ing in a minute. 

(To WOODENSHOES) Whv don’t you 

send him some roses, like Mollie 
Malloy? 

scmvARTz. Yeah. She thinks he’s 
innocent, too. 

WOODENSHOES. You fellas don't 
understand. He admits killina the 


the thing that gets me— 

Mc CUE. Before you go on. Wooden- 
shoes, would you mind running 
down to the comer and getting me 
a hamburger sandwich? 

WOODENSHOES (^patiently). Person 

ally, my feeling is that Earl Williams 

is a dual personality type on account 

of the way his head is shaped. It's 

a typical case of psychology. (The 

card game goes on) Now you take 

the events leading up to the crime; 

his hanging a red flag out of the 

window on Washington’s Birthday. 

That ain’t normal, to begin with. 

The officer ought to have realized 

when he went up there that he was 

dealing with a lunatic. I’m against 

having colored policemen on the 

force, anyway. And I’ll tell you 
why— 

ENDICOTT (suddenly). Make that 
two hamburgers, will vou, M^oorlen- 
shoes, like a good fellow? 

WOODENSHOES (hwO. I thought YOU 

fellas might be interested in the psv- 
o^icqI end of it. None of the 
papers have touched that aspect. 

A 

murphy (profound, hut casual). 
Listen, Woodenshoes, this guv Wil¬ 
liams IS just a bird that h/id the tough 
luck to kill a nigger policeman in a 

town where the nigger vote is impor¬ 
tant. 

KRUGER. Sure! If he’d bumped him 
off down South they’d have gi\'en 
him a banquet and a'trip to Europe, 

MC CUE. Oh, the South ain't so had. 
How about Russia, where they kill 
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all the Jews and nobody says any¬ 


thing? 

murphy. Williams was a bonanza 
for the City Hall. He gets hung- 
cvervbodv gets elected on a law and 
order platform. 

ENDicoTT. “Reform the Reds with a 
Rope.'" 

(wiLSON makes an unprintable 
sound.) 

MURPHY. VVhen that baby drops 
through the trap tomorrow, it's a mil¬ 
lion votes. He’s just a divine accident. 
I^et a dime. 

WOODENSHOES (_hlinkiug through the 
■.ibove). That's it—an accident. He 
didn’t know it was a policeman, even. 
Whv, when this officer woke him 
up- 

MC CUE (tolerantly). Sure. YouVe 
right, Woodenshoes. And ask 'em to 
put a lot of ketchup on one of them 
sandwiches, will you? 

WILSON (sore). I haven’t filled a 
hand all nieht. 

(diamond LOUIE, a ham gunman, 
enters. He is sleek, bejewelled and 
sinister to everybody hut the Cabal¬ 
leros of the press room, who knew 
him when he ran a fruit stand. He 
is greeted with unction.) 

LOUIE. Hello, fellows. 

SCHWARTZ. Well, well, well! Dia¬ 
mond Louie! 

MURPHY. If it ain't the Kid himself! 
Oooh! Look at the pop bottles! 

MC CUE. Hurry up, Woodenshoes! 
I’m star\'ing! 


KRUGER. Get one for me, Wooden¬ 
shoes! 

BENsiNGER. Make mine a plain let¬ 
tuce—on gluten bread. 

WOODENSHOES (blinking). Where 

am I gonna get the dough for all 
these eats? 

MC CUB. Charge it. 

MURPHY. You got a badge, ain’l 
you? What’s it good for? 

WOODENSHOES (shuffling out). Foul 

hamburgers and a lettuce. 

DIAMOND LOUIE. Whcre’s Hildy 
Johnson? 

ENDicoTT (rudely). Up in Minnies 
room. 

MURPHY. Who wants to know? 

KRUGER. Say Louie, I hear your old 
gang is going to bump off Kinky 
White. 

DIAMOND LOUIE (witJi sinister reti¬ 
cence). Is that so? 

MURPHY. Better wait till after elec¬ 
tion or you won't make the front 
page. 

ENDICOTT. Yeah. We had to spike 
that Willie Mercer killing. 

DIAMOND LOUIE. Well, I’ll tell you. 
I’m oft that racket. I don’t even asso¬ 
ciate with them fellas, any more. 

MURPHY. Go on! You gotta kill some¬ 
body every day or you don’t get any 
supper. 
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tjiamond LOUIE. No. No kiddin’. Fm schwartz. What the hell hap- 

practically retired, you know what I pened? 

mean? 


SCHWARTZ. Retired from what? You 
never carried anything but a bean 
blower! 

diamond LOUIE. All joking aside. 
Honest. Fm one of you fellas now. 
Fm in the newspaper game. 


ENDicoTT. TTiey must of murdered 
each other, the way Walter sounded. 

DIAMOND LOUIE. Naaaa! Just a little 
personal argument. Nothin’ serious. 

Mc CUE. Come on . . . what s the 
diit? 


MURPHY (with scorn). You’re what? 


ENDICOTT. He’s gettin’ delusions of 
grandeur. 


DIAMOND LOUIE. Yeah. That’s rioht. 

Fm a newspaperman . . . working 
for Walter Burns. 


WILSON. What! 


ENDICOTT (very 'politely). What you 
doin’ for Bums? A little pimping? 

MURPHY. He’s marble editor. 


DIAMOND LOUIE. I don’t know a 
single thing about it. 

MC CUE. Should we tell Hildy you 
were lookin’ for him? 

DIAMOND LOUIE (with affected non 
chalance). No. Never mind. (Again 
the whirr and crash of the gallows. 
LOUIE looks) V^at’s that? 


ENDICOTT. They’re fixin’ up a pain 
in the neck for somebody. 


DUMOND LOUIE (with dignity). Fm 

assistant circulation manager for de 
nort’ side. 


DIAMOND LOUIE (with a genteel lift 

of his eyebrows) Hah! Mr Week 
iams! 


WILSON. Got a title and everything. 

ENDICOTT. Bums’ll be hiring animal 
acts next. 

SCHWARTZ. What d’ye want Hildy 
for? Tailing him for Walter? 

ENDICOTT. What do you know about 
that, Louie. We hear he's quit the 
Examiner. 

MG CUE. Yeah. What's the dope, 
Louie? 

DIAMOND LOUIE. Well, I don’t think 
it’s permanent, you know what I 
mean? 


MURPHY. They’ll be doing that for 
you some day. 

DIAMOND LOUIE (very flattered). 
Maybe. (To the players) Well- 
keep your eye on the dealer. (He 
starts to leave.) 

MURPHY (turning from the card 
game for the first time). Wait a sec¬ 
ond, Louie, (diamond louie pauses 
politely) Come here. (As diamond 
LOUIE approaches) Where do you 
keep your cap pistol? . . . Here? (He 
gooses diamond louie.) 

DIAMOND LOUIE (with a leap). Hey! 
For God’s sake! Look out, will vnul 
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Jesus, that’s a hell of a thing to do! 
. . . (He exits angrily-} 

ENDicoTT exalting after him}. Call 
again, Louie, 

MMRriiY. Any time you’re in the 
()uilding. 

:<RuCEn. And don’t bump off any- 
bodv before election day. 

iMimPHY (snd/y). Louie hasn’t got 
much self control. 

ENoicoTT. What do you know about 
Hildv? Looks like he's quit, all right. 

WILSON. Yeah. . . . Wffiat do you 
think of that? 

EiJDicoTT. There won’t be any good 
reporters left after awhile. 

MURPHY Cgf^^ttly}. No. Mossie En¬ 
right getting stewed and falling down 
he elevator shaft. And poor old 
Larry Malm. 

SCHWARTZ. And Carl Pancake that 
disappeared, (A -phone rings.} 

ENDTCOTT Cmisv.'cling it}. Hello . . . 
Oh hello, Mr. burns. Why, he was 
in the mayor’s ofFice a few minutes 
ago . . . 

^HiLDY TOHNSON cntcrs. Hc iS a 
happy-go-lucky Swede iri/h a pants- 
kicking sense of humor. He is har- 
bered and tailored like a normal citi¬ 
zen—a fad vjhich at once excites the 
xoonder and mirth of his colleagues. 
HiLDY is of a vanishing type—the 
lusty, hoodliimesque half-drunken 
Caballero that xuas the newspaper¬ 
man of our youth. Schools of journal¬ 
ism and the advertising business have 
nearly extirpated the species. Now 


and then one of these hoys still pops 
up in the profession and is hailed 
by his editor as a survival of a golden 
age. The newspapermen who have 
already appeared in this press room 
are in reality similar survivals. Their 
presence under one roof is due to the 
fact that Chicago is a sort of journal¬ 
istic Yelloxvstone Park offering haven 
to a last herd of fantastic bravos that 
once roamed the newspaper offices of 
the country. MR. Johnson carries a 
new suitcase, txvo paper parcels and 
—a cauet A rowdy outburst follows 
his entrance.} 

MURPHY Ooiidly}. Ooh! Lookit the 
cane! What are you doing? Turning 
fairy? 

Mc CUE. Yum, yum! Kiss me! 
WILSON. V\ffiere the hell you been? 
ENDicoTT. Walter Bums on the wire, 

Hildy. 

HILDY. What’s that? 

MC CUE. What’s the matter, Hildy? 
My God! He’s got a shave! 

SCHWARTZ. Jesus^ Look at the crease 
in his pants! 

ENDICOTT, It’s Walter Bums, Hildy. 
Will you talk to him for God’s sake? 

HILDY. Tell that paranoiac bastard to 
take a sweet kiss for himself! . . 
Come on Ernie! . . . (Sings. “Good- 
bye, Forever . . .”) 

ENDICOTT. Say, listen, Hildy. Will 
you do me a personal favor and talk 
to Walter? He knows you’re here. 

MC CUE. He’s calling up about nine 
million times. 
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KnuGER. All we do is answer that 
G)d-dainn phone . . . 


murphy. What s the matter? Scared 
of him? 

hildy. ril talk to that maniac—with 
pleasure. (Into phone, with mock 
formality^ HellO: Mr. Bums. . . . 
What’s that, Mr. Burns? . . . Why, 
your language is shocking, Mr. Burns 
. . Now, listen, you lousy baboon. 
Get a pencil and paper and take this 
down: Get this straight because this 
is important. It’s the Hildy Johnson 
curse. Tlie next time I see you—no 
matter where I am or what I’m doing 
—I’m going to walk right up to you 
and hammer on that monkey skull of 
yours until it rings like a Chinese 
gong. . . . 

MC CUE. Oh, boy! 


VOICE (front jail yard). Hev, cut the 
yodeling! Where do you think you 
are! 

HILDY (moving toward the windou , 
takes out his pocket flask). He\, 
Jacobi! Pickle-nose! (He takes a fmal 
drink from the flask, then awis and 
throws it out the window. A scream 
of rage arises from the jail yard.) 

HILDY (smiles and salutes his vie 
rim). On the button! (Turns to 
ERNIE, resumes his song.) 

BENsiNGER (pleading). Oh, shut 
up! 

WILSON. What did you quit for, 

Hildy? 

SCHWARTZ. We hear you’re going to 
get m.arried? 


BNDICOTT. That’s telling him! 

HILDY (holding sizzling receiver to 
the nearest reporter). Listen to him! 
(Into phone) No, I ain’t going to 
cover the hanging! I wouldn’t cover 
the last supper for you! Not if they 
held it all over again in the middle 
of Clark Street. . . . Never mind the 
Vaseline, Jocko! It won’t do you any 
good this time! Because I’m going to 
New York like I told you, and if you 
know what’s good for you you’ll stay 
west of Gary, Indiana! A Johnson 
never forgets! (He hangs up) And 
that, boys, is what is known as tell¬ 
ing the managing editor. (The re¬ 
porters agree lojidly.) 

BENSINGER. Can’t you guys talk wnth- 
out yelling? 

HILDY (his song rising again. 
“Goodbye, Forever!") 


HILDY. I'm getting married, all right. 
(Shows tickets) See that? TTiree tick¬ 
ets to New York! Eleven-eighteen to¬ 
night! 

WILSON. Tonight! 

MC CUE. Jesus, that’s quick! 

MURPHY, What do you mean riiree? 

HILDY. Me and my girl and liei God¬ 
damn ma! 

ENDicoTT. Kinda sudden, ain’t it? 

SCHWARTZ. UTiat the hell do you 
want to get married for? 

HILDY. None of your business! 

MURPHY. Ooooh! He’s in love! 

Tootsie-wootsie! 

MC CUE. Is she a white girl? 
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ENDicoTT. Has she got a good shape? 

u’lLSON. Does Walter know you re 
getting married? 

iiiLDY. Docs he know I’m getting 
married? He congratulated me! 
Shook hands like a pal! Offered to 
throw me a farewell dinner even. 

ENDICOTT. That’s his favorite joke- 
farewell dinners. 

MURPHY. He poisons people at them. 

HiLDY. He gets me up to Polack 
ivlike’s—fills me full of rotgut—I’d 
have been there yet if it hadn’t been 
for the fire escape! 

SCHWARTZ. That's what he done to 
the Chief of Police! 

HILDY. Can you imagine? Tr\dng to 
bust up my marriage! After shaking 
hands! . . .\Aiixioitsl)0 Say, my girl 
didn’t call up, did she, or come in 
looking for me? What time is it, any¬ 
way? 

4 

SCHWARTZ. Quarter past nine. 

MC CUE. Eighteen minutes after. 

HILDY ^Starting to take off his coat). 
{ got to be at this house at seven. 

rNDicoTT. What house? 

HILDY. Somebody giving a farewell 
party to my girl. 

WILSON. At seven tonight? 

HILDY. Yeah? 

MURPHY. You got to run like hell. 

HILDY. Oh, that’s all right. Fellow 
doesn’t quit a job every day. Espe¬ 


cially when its Walter Bums. The 
lousy baboon— 

ENDICOTT. When’s the wedding, 
Hildy? 

HILDY. It's in New York, so you guys 
ain’t going to have any fun with it. 
None of them fake warrants or kid¬ 
napping the bride, with me! (hildy 
folds his old shirt and puts it in 
bensinger’s drawer.^ 

BENsiNGER. Aw, for God’s sake! Cut 
that out! (Throws the shirt on the 
floor.) 

WILSON. Everybody’s getting this 
New York bug. It's just a rube town 
for mine. 

SCHWARTZ. I was on a New York 
paper once—the Times. You might as 
well work in a bank. 

MURPHY. I hear all the reporters In 
New York are lizzies. 

MC cue. Remember that fellow from 
the New York World? 

ENDICOTT. With the derby? 

MURPHY (presumably mimicking 
a New York journalist'). Could you 
please instruct me where the tele¬ 
graph office is? (Makes a rude ?wise) 
You’ll be talking like that, Hildy. 

HILDY. Yeah? 

ENDICOTT. \^^ich one of them sissy 
journals are you going to work for? 

HILDY. None of them! Who the hell 
wants to work on a newspaper? A 
lot of crumby hoboes, full of dan* 
druff and bum gin they wheedle out 
of nigger Aldermen. 
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MUHPHY. That’s what comes of steal- mc cue. Why the hell didnV you 
ing a “ne. te]l ^ ^ 


BNmooTT. What are you going in Wilson. Yeah-instead of waitinc 
for-the movies? till the last day? 


hildy. I am not. Advertising busi¬ 
ness. One hundred and fifty smackers 
a week. 

MC CUB. Yeah? 

ENDICOTT. One hundred and fifty 
what? 

SCHWARTZ (a sneer) A hundred and 
fifty! 


hildy. And have Walter hear about 
it? I ve always >vanted to walk in and 
quit just like that! (A sna-p of the 
^ngers) I been planning this for two 
months—packed up everything yes¬ 
terday, and so did my girl! Furniture 
and all. (The fire signal has been 
sounding through the last few words. 
HILDY looks up) Hey, fellows, that’s 
Kedzie and Madison ain't it? The 

Washington Irving School’s out 
there. 


HILDY. Here’s the contract. (Hands 
it to MCCUE, who starts to look 
through it They crowd around this 
remarkable document) I was just 
waiting to get it down in black and 
white before I walked in and told 
Walter I was through, 

MCCUE (with contract). Jesus, it is 
a hundred and fifty! 


murphy. Who the hell’s in school 
this time of night? 

MC CUE. What do you care, any¬ 
how? You’ve quit. 

hildy (laughs, chagrined). Just 
thought it might be a good fire, that's 
all. (Again the whirr and crash of 
the gallows.) 


WILSON. Was Walter sore? 

HILDY. The lousy snake-brain! The 
God-damn ungrateful ape! Called me 
a traitor, after ten years of sweating 
my pants off for practically nothing. 
Traitor to what? What did he or any¬ 
body else in the newspaper business 
ever do for me except try to make a 
bum out of me! Says “You can’t quit 
without notice!” What the hell does 
be think I am? A hired girl? Why, 
one more word and I’d have busted 
his whiskey snout for him! 

SRUGER. Why didn’t you? 

murphy. Who s going to cover the 
hanging for the Fjcaminer? 


KRUGER. For Christ's sake! (At the 
window) Ain t you got anything els^ 
to do? Hey! You Jacobi! 

BESSINGER. Hey, fellows. I’m tr^dng 
to read. ^ ° 

WILSON (also near window). They re 

changing the guards down there. 

^ok-they’ve got sixteen of them, 

C Voices come from the courtyard- 

Hurry up” ”Qet a move on, 
Carll ’ etc.) 

MC CUE (hands hack the contract). 
You re going to miss a swell hanging. 


HILDY. Yeah? You can stick it 
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MURPHY. So you’re going into the 
advertising business, eh? Writing 
poetry about Milady’s drawers. 

ENDicoTT. Going to Wear an eye 
shade? 


between a bootlegger and a whore. 
And if you want to know something, 
you’ll all end up on the copy desk— 
gray-headed, humpbacked slobs, 
dodging garnishees when you’re 

ninetv. 


WILSON. I’ll bet he has a desk with 
his name on it, and a stenographer. 

MURPHY. You'll be like a firehorse 
tied to a milk wagon. 

ENDICOTT (to murphy). I don’t 
know what gets into these birds. Can 
you imagine punching a clock, and 
sitting around talking like a lot of 
stuffed shirts about statistics? 

HiLDY. Yeah— sour grapes, that’s all 
it is. Sour grapes. 

MURPHY. I got a dumb brother went 
in for business. He's got seven kids 
and a mortgage, and belongs to a 
country club. He gets worse every 
year. Just a fat-head. 

HILDY. Listen to who’s talking. 
Journalists! Peeking through key¬ 
holes! Running after fire engines like 
a lot of coach dogs! Waking people 
up in the middle of the night to 
ask them what they think of Musso¬ 
lini. Stealing pictures off old ladies 
of their daughters that get raped in 
Oak Park. A lot of lousy, daffv butt¬ 
inskis, swelling around with holes 
in their pants, borrowing nickels from 
office boys! And for what? So a mil¬ 
lion hired girls and motormen’s 
wives’ll know what’s eoing on. 

MURPHY. Your girl must have 
handed you that line. 

HILDY. I don’t need anybody to tell 
me about newspapers. I’ve been a 
newspaperman fifteea years. A cross 


SCHWARTZ. Yeah, and what about 
you? How long do you think you’ll 
last in that floosie job? 

ENDICOTT. You’ll get Canned cold the 
minute your contract’s up, and then 
you’ll be out in the street. 

KRUGER. Sure—that’s w^hat always 
happens. 

HILDY. Well, it don’t happen to me. 
And I’ll tell you why, if you want to 
know. Because my girl’s uncle owns 
the business, that's why. 

WILSON. Has he got a lot of jack? 

HILDY. It’s choking him. You know 
what he sent us for a wedding pres¬ 
ent? 

MURPHY. A dozen doilies. 

HILDY. I wouldn’t tell you bums, be¬ 
cause it’s up in high finance and you 
wouldn’t understand it. 

ENDICOTT. Probably gave you a lot 
of stock in the company, that you 
can’t sell. 

KRUGER. I know them uncles. 

HILDY, The hell he did! He gave us 
five hundred in cash, that’s what ho 
gave us. 

Mc CUE. Go on! 

SCHWARTZ. There ain't five hundred 
in cash. 



the front page 


hildy. Yeah? CPw//ing out a roll') 
Well, there it is—most of it, except 
what it costs to get to New York. 

MC CUE. Jees. let s see. 

HILDY. Oh, no! 

murphy. How about a unit till to¬ 
morrow? 


77 

SCHWARTZ, You sce, it wasn't only 
the wife taking sick, but then 
besides . . . 

Cjennie, a slightly idiotic scrub¬ 
woman^ enters. She receives an 
ovation. "Yea, Jennie!” "Jennier 
Well, if it ain t Jennie,” all delwered 
in various dialects with intended 
comedy effect.) 


HILDY, (mimicking an androgyne): 
I won’t be here tomorrow. And that 
reminds me. (Takes out a little 
hook) It comes to— (Consttlts hook) 
eight dollars and sixty-five cents al¬ 
together, Jimmie. Eight dollars and 
sixty-five cents. 

murphy. What does? 

HILDY. That includes the four bucks 
in front of the Planter’s Hotel, when 
you were with that waitress from 
King’s. 

MURPHY. I thought I paid that, 

HILDY. No. (Reading from notes). 
Herman Schlosser . . . altogether 
twenty dollars and . . . 

MC CUE. Ha! Ha! Ha! 

ENDICOTT. Ho! Ho! Ho! 

HILDY. All right. I guess I might as 
well call it off, all around. I should 
have known better than to try to col¬ 
lect, anyhow. (Tears out the page 
and throws it ct murphy) You 
might say thanks. 


KRUGER. I hear you just bougnt an¬ 
other apartment house, Jennie! 

murphy. I hear you’ve fallen in love 
again, Jennie! 

JENNIE (giggling). Can I wash up 
now, please? 

BENSLNGER. Ycah, fop God’s sake do! 

This place smells like a monkey 
^ ^ ^ • 


hildy. Go on! You don’t want to 
wash up on a night like this! This is 
a holiday! I'm going away, Jennie! 
Give us a kiss! (He embraces her.) 

JENNIE (squealing). Now you Hildy 
Johnson, you keep away from me! 
ril hit you with this mop! I will! 

hildy (tickling her). What’s the 
matter? Ain’t I your fellow any more? 
ril tell you what we’ll do, Jennie! 
You and 111 go around and say good¬ 
bye! Everbody in the building! 

MC CUE. Hey, the warden called you 
up! Wants to see you before you go! 


murphy. Not after that waitress. 


SCHWARTZ. About that fifty buck- 
Hildy. If you want a note— 


hildy. What fifty bucks? Aw, forget 


hildy. There you are, Jennie! We’re 
invited! He invited Jennie, didn’t 
he? You bet he did! 

JENNIE. Now you know he didn’t! 

HILDY (lifting pail of water). Only 
we can’t carry this all over! I know! 
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(/\f window') Heyl Jacobi! Look! 
CThrows water out, JENNIE giggles 
hysterically,) 

VOICE (o/j-). Who did that? 

SCHWARTZ. Better shut off them 
lights. Somebody’s liable to come up. 

HiLDY (to Jennie). Come on, Jennie! 
We’ll say good-bye to the u'ardenl 
(He embraces her again,) 

JENNIE (struggling). No, no! You let 
go of me! The warden'll be mad! 
I le’ll do something! 

HILDY. To hell with him! 1 own this 
building' Come on! (Pausing in the 
door) If my girl calls up. tell her I m 
on my way! (Exits xmth jennie, siwg- 
ing “Waltz Me Around Again, Jen- 
nic." Coy screams from JENNIE, and 
the hanging of a 'pail as it is kicked 
down the corridor.) 

BENSiNGER. Thank God that's over! 

KRUGER. What's the Examiner go 
ing to do with Hildy off the job? 

WILSON. It must be great to walk into 
a place and quit. 

MC CUE. Yeah. (He moves sadly 
away and uses one of the phones on 
the long table) Diversey three two 
hundred. 

ENDicoTT (sentimentally), I got an 
offer from the publicity department 
of the stock yards last year. I shoulda 
took it. 

SCHWARTZ. What rd like would be a 
job on the side. 


\\'ouldn’t be so bad. I wouldn't mind 
a nice big blonde. 

MURPHY (outlining a voliiptuotis 
bust). With a bozoom! (Phone on 
small table rings.) 

MC CUE (sighs, then into his own 
phone). Hello, Sarge. McCue. Any¬ 
thing doing? 

WILSON (ansxvering other phone). 
What’s that? (His tone becomes 
slightly formal) Yes, ma'am. . ... 
No, Hildy ain’t here just now, 
madam. He left a message for you, 
though. . . . Why, he said he was 
on his way, . . . No, he didn’t say 
where—just that he was on his way. 

. . . All right. I’ll tell him, ma’am. 
(Hangs up) Ooohl Is she sore? 

SCHWARTZ. Hildy oughtn’t to do that. 
She’s a swell kid. 

MCCUE (into phone): All right! 
Thank you, Sarge! (Hangs up) A 
hundred and fifty bucks a week! Can 
you imagine? 

KRUGER. Probably gets Saturdays and 
Sundays off, too. 

WILSON (sadly). And Christmas. 

MC CUE. I wonder who Waiter’ll 
send over here in Hildy’s place- 
(mollie MALLOY enters. She is a 
North Clark Street tart, cheap black 
sateen dress, ted hat and red slippers 
run over at the heels. She is a soiled 
and gaudy honri of the pavement. 
Despite a halefxil glare on mollib’s 
part, the hoys brighten visibly. They 
are always glad to see whores.) 


^ , MURPHY (warrnlv). Hello, MoUiel 

MC CUE (a lump in his throat). A 

desk and a stenographer. That endicott. Well, well! Nookie! 
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WILSON. Hello, kid! How’s the old bensinger. She oughtn’t to be al- 
tomato-can? loived in here! I caught her using the 

drinking cup yesterday! 

MC CUE (fueling himself to he a 

Chmtncey 0/cott). Shure, and how mollie (^flaring'). I never said I loved 
are yez, Mollie? Earl Williams and was walling to 

marry him on the gallow's! You made 
mollie Qin a tired, hanfo voice), that up! And all that other crap about 
IVe been looking for you bastards! my being his sonl mate and having a 

love nest wdth him! 

murphy. Going to pay a call on 

Williams? mc cue. Well, didn’t you? 


SCHWARTZ. He’s just across the court¬ 
yard! 

KRUGER. Better hurry up—he hasn’t 
got all night. 

MC CUE. Yes, he has! 

ENOicoTT (formally). Say, Mollie, 
those were pretty roses you sent Earl. 
What do you want done wdth them 
tomorrow morning? 

MOLLIE (tensely). A lot of wise guys, 
ain’t you? Well, you kno^v what I 
think of you—all of you. 

MURPHY. Keep your pants on, Mol¬ 
lie. 


ENDicoTT. You’ve been sucking 
around that cuckoo ever since he’s 
been in the death house! Ever^'body 
knows you’re his affinity! 

MOLLIE (blowing up). That’s a liel 
I met Mr. Williams just once in my 
life, w'hen he w'as wandering around 
in the rain wdthout his hat and coat 
on like a sick dog. The day before the 
shooting. And I w^ent up to him like 
any human being w'ould and I asked 
W'hat W'as the matter, and he told me 
about bein’ fired after w'orking at the 
same place tw'enty-tw'o years and I 
brought him up to my room because 
it W'as warm there. 

ENDICOTT. Did he have the tivo dol 
lars? 


MOLLIE (to murphy). If you W'as 
worth breaking my fingernails on, I'd 
tear your puss wdde open. 

murphy. What you sore about, 
sweetheart? Wasn’t that a swell story 
we give you? 

MOLLIE. You cheap crumbs have 
been making a fool out of me long 
enough! 

ENDICOTT. Now what kind of lan¬ 
guage is that? 


murphy, Aw', put it on a Victrola. 

MOLLIE. Just because you w'ant to fill 
your lying papers with a lot of dirty 
scandal, you got to crucify him and 
make a bum out of me! 

ENDICOTT. Got a match, Mollie? 

MOLLIE (heedless). I tell you he just 
sat there talking to me . . . all night 
. . . just sat there talkin’ to me . . . 
and never once laid a hand on me! 
In the morning he went away and I 
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never saw him again till the day at 
the trial! 

ENDicoTT. Tell US what you told the 
jury! 

(They laugh Tcminiscently.') 

MOLLiE. Go on, laugh! God damn 
your greasy souls! Sure I was his wit¬ 
ness—the only one he had. Yes, me! 
Mollie Malloy! A Clark Street tart! 
I was the only one with guts enough 
to stand up for him! And that’s why 
you’re persecuting me! Because he 
treated me decent, and not like an 
animal, and I said so! 

ENDicoTT. Why didn’t you adopt 
him instead of letting him run around 
shooting policemen? 

SCHWARTZ. Suppose that cop had 
been your own brother? 

MOLLIE. 1 wish to God it had been 
one of you! 

MURPHY (finally irritatedX Say, 
what’s the idea of this song and 
dance, anyhow? This is the press 
room. We’re busy. 

SCHWARTZ. Go on home! 

MURPHY. Go and see your boy friend, 
why don’t you? 

MC CUE. Yeah— he's got a nice room. 

ENDICOTT (with a wink at the rest). 
He won’t have it long. He’s left a 
call for seven a. m. 

MOLLIE (through her teeth'). Its a 
wonder a bolt of lightning don't come 
through the ceiling and strike you all 
dead! (Again the scnind of the gal¬ 
lows) What's that? Oh, my God! 
(She begins to crv.) 


BENsiNGER (rising). Say, what's the 
idea? 

MOLLIE. Talking that way about a 
fellow that’s going to die. 

ENDICOTT (uncomfortable at this 

show of grief). Don’t get hysterical, 

MOLLIE (sobbing). Shame on you! 
Shame on you! 

MC CUE (to the rest). It wasn’t my 
fault. I didn't say anything. 

MOLLIE (hysterically). A poor little 
crazy fellow that never did any harm. 
Sitting there alone this minute, with 
the Angel of Death beside him, and 
you cracking jokes. 

MURPHY (getting lip meaningly). 
Listen, if you don’t shut up, I’ll give 
you something good to cry about! 

MOLLIE (savage). Keep your dirty 
hands off me! 

MURPHY (in a short and hitter strug¬ 
gle with her). Outside, bum! 

MOLLIE (shooting through the door). 
You dirty punks! Heels! Bastards! 
(Exit.) 

MURPHY (slams the door, A pause). 
The neiT'y bitch! 

MG CUE. Whew! 

MURPHY. You guys want to play 
some more poker? 

ENDICOTT. What’s the use? 1 can’t 
win a pot. 

MURPHY. I'm the big loser. 

WILSON. Me too, I must be out three 
dollars, anyhow. 
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endicott. It s God-damn funny endicott. Hildy s quit, Sheriff, 
who’s got it. Didn’t you hear? 


SCHWARTZ. Don’t look at me. I 
started in with five bucks, and I got 
two-eighty left. 

MC CUE (who has taken tip the 
phone again). Michigan eight thou¬ 
sand. (sheriff HARTMAN enters 
briskly, hitter words forming on his 
lips. He is a diabetic and overwrought 
little fellow, an incompetent fuss 
budget. He has come to raise hell, 
but an ovation checks him. ‘'Ah, 
Sheriff!” "Hello, Pinky!” "How's the 
old statesman?” bensinger puts 
down his book; mc cue abandons his 
telephoning.) 

ENDICOTT. Any news, Sheriff? 

SHERIFF Chriefly). Hello fellas. (In 
another tone) Now, who dumped 
that bucket of wate^ out the window? 

KRUGER. V\^at bucket of water? 

SHERIFF. Who threw it out the win¬ 
dow is what I asked, and I want to 
know! 

MURPHY. Judge Pam threw it out. 

SHERIFF. I suppose Judge Pam threw 
that bottle! 

ENDICOTT. Yeah. That was Judge 
Pam, too. 

MURPHY. He was in here with his 
robes on, playing fireman. 

SHERIFF. Come on nov/, fellas, I 
know who it was. (Wheedling) It 
was Hildy Johnson, wasn’t it? Where 
‘iS he? 


SHERIFF. Well, I’m glad of it. It’s 
good riddance! Now personally, I 
don’t give a God damn, but how do 
you suppose ii looks to have a lot of 
hoodlums yelling and throwing 
things out of windows? (In a suh- 
dtied voice) Besides there’s somebody 
in that death house. How do you 
suppose he feels, listening to all this 
le-vel-ery? 

MURPHY. A hell of a lot you care 
how he feels! 

SCHWARTZ. Keep your shirt on. 
Pinky. 

SHERIFF. Wait a minute, you! I don’t 
want to hear any more of that Pinky 
stuff. I got a name, see? Peter B. 
Hartman. 

MURPHY. Wliat’s the matter with 
Pinky? 

MC CUE (taking the cue). He’s all 
right. 

THE REPORTERS (lustUy). Who's all 
right? 

SHERIFF (desperate). Now stop! 
(Whining) Honest, boys, what’s the 
idea of hanging a name like that on 
me? Pinky Hartman! How’s that look 
to the voters? Like I had sore eyes or 
something. 

MURPHY. You never heard of Bath¬ 
house John kicking, did you? 

WILSON. Or Hinky Dink? 

ENDICOTT. It’s made you famous! 

SHERIFF. I swear I don’t know what 
to do about you fellows. You abuse 


MC CUE. Out with a lady. 
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every privilege you get. I got a damn 
good notion to take this press room 
away from you. 

MURPHV. That would be a break. 

ENDicoTT. Yeah. The place is so full 
of cockroaches you can’t walk. 

BENSiNGER (rismg). Wait a minute, 

fellows. Now listen, Pete, this is the 
last favor I’m ever going to ask you, 
and it ain’t me that’s asking it. Get 
me? Yott know who’s asking it—a cer¬ 
tain party is asking it. Once and for 
all, how about hanging this guy at 
five o’clock instead of seven? It ain’t 
going to hurt you and we can make 
the City Edition. 

SHERIFF (sincerely^. Aw, now, Roy, 
that’s kind of raw. You can’t hang a 
fella in his sleep, just to please a 
newspaper. 

MURPHY. No, but you can reprieve 
him twice so the hanging’ll come 
three davs before election! So you can 
run on a law-and-order ticket! You 
can do that all right! 

SHERIFF. I had nothing whatsoever 
to do with those reprieves. That was 
entirely up to the Governor. 

ENDicoTT. And who told the Gover¬ 
nor what to do? 

SCHWARTZ. How do \ve know there 
won't be another reprieve tonight? 
For all I know I’m hanging around 
here for nothing! WTien I’ve got a 
sick wife! 

WILSON. Yeah, with another alienist 
getting called in! 

murphy This Wop gooserl 


SCHWARTZ. Sure—what’s all that 
about? Suppose he finds he’s insane 
or something? 

SHERIFF. He wont find he’s insane. 
Because he isn’t. This ruse of reading 
the Declaration of Independence day 
and night is pure fake. But I’ve got to 
let this doctor see him, on account 
of his being sent by these Personal 
Liberty people, or whatever they call 
themselves. You and I know they’re 
nothing but a hunch of Bolsheviks, 
but a hanging is a serious business. At 
a time like this you want to please 
everybody. 

ENDICOTT. Everybody that can vote, 
anvhow. 

y 

SHERIFF. Now he’s going to look him 
over in my office in a couple of min¬ 
utes, and then you’ll know all about 
it. Besides, there’s nothing he can 
find out. Williams is as sane as I am. 

SCHWARTZ. Saner! 

SHERIFF. The hanging’s goino to 
come off exactly per schedule. And 
when I say “per schedule” that means 
seven o clock and not a minute 
earlier. There’s such a thing as being 
humane, you know. 

BENSINGER. Just Wait till yott want a 
fa\or. 

SHERIFF (fo chmige the stthject'). 
Now here are the tickets. Two for 
each paper. 

Mc CUE. WHiat do you mean, two for 
each paper? 

SHERIFF What do you want 

lo do—take your family? 
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SCHWARTZ. Now listen, Pete. I 
promised a pair to Ernie Byfield. He’s 
never seen a hanging. 

WILSON. The boss wants a couple for 
the advertising department. 

SHERIFF Classing out tickets^. This 
ain’t the “Follies,” you know. I’m 
tired of your editors using these 
tickets to get ad\'ertising accounts. 

ENDicoTT. You got a lot of nervc! 
Everybody knows what you use ’em 
for— to get in socially. 


This hanging means more to the peo¬ 
ple of Chicago today— (To murphy, 
who is reading a comic supplement^ 
This is a statement, Jimmie. What’s 
the matter with you? 

MURPHY. Aw, go home. 

SHERIFF. All right, you’ll just gefc 

scooped. Now we re going to reform 

these Reds with a rope. That’s our 

slogan. Quote me if you want to: 

“Sheriff Hartman pledges that he is 

going to reform the Reds with a 
_» 


MURPHY. He had the whole Union 
League Club over here last time. 


W1 


ENDICOTT. Trying to suck in 
Chatfield'Taylor. I suppose yot 
wear a monocle tomorrow morning 


SHERIFF (melting). Now that ain’t 
no way to talk, boys. If any of you 
want a couple of extra tickets, why 
I’ll be more than glad to take care of 
you. Only don’t kill it. 


ENDICOTT. Oh, for Christ’s sake, 
Pinky! We’ve been printing that 
chestnut for weeks! (He goes into the 
can.) 

SHERIFF. Well, print it once more, as 
a favor to me. 

WILSON. You don’t have to worry 
about the election. You're as good as 
in now, with the nigger vote coming 
around. 


SCHWARTZ. Now you’re talking! 

WILSON. That’s more like it. 

SHERIFF. Only you fellas got to lend 
a hand with us once in a while. We 
got a big job on our hands, smash¬ 
ing this Red menace— 

ENDICOTT. We gave you four col¬ 
umns yesterday. What do you want? 


SHERIFF (Lafayette, at least). I was 
never prejudiced against the Negro 
race in any shape, manner, or form. 

murphy. Are you still talking? 

SHERIFF (suddenly querulous). Dur¬ 
ing the race riots I just had to do my 
duty, that’s all. And of course I wa.s 
misunderstood. 


SHERIFF (always the hoy for a 

speech). TTat ain’t it. The news¬ 
papers got to put their shoulders to 
the wheel. They’ve got to forcibly im¬ 
press on the Bolsheviks that' the 
death-warrant for Earl Williams is a 
death-warrant for every bomb-throw¬ 
ing un-Ainerican Red in this town. 


KRUGER. Go on! You’re a Southern 
gentleman, and you know it. (Phone 
rings.) 

SHERIFF. Now, boys! 

MURPHY. Shoah! (In bogus Negro 
dialect) Massa Hartman, of the Vah- 
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ginia Harmians. (Phone on small hildy (throwing the mop across the 
table rings. MC CUE heads for it.^ room). Boy, we cleaned up! 


ENDICOTT (in the can, his voice ris¬ 
ing above the 'plumbing^. I hear you 
used to own slaves. 

SCHWARTZ (aitswering phone'). Press 
room! (Into phone) Who? Yeah, 
he’s here. . . . For you, Sheriff. 

SHERIFF. Me? (iKto phone—very 
businesslike) Sheriff Hartman talk' 
ing. . . . (An eagle falling out of 
the clouds) Oh, hello, dear. 

KRUGER. Sounds like the ball and 
chain. 

SHERIFF. Why, no, I didn’t figure on 
coming home at all. . . . Well, you 
see on account of the hanging being 
so early— 

MURPHY. Tell her she’s getting a 
break when you don’t go home. 

SHERIFF (winningly). But you see 
this is business, dear. You don’t think 
a hanging’s any fun for me! 

ENDICOTT. Music for this, Ernie! 

SHERIFF (agitatedly motions for st- 
lence). But I have a whole lot to do 
first—getting things ready. 

MURPHY. Why don’t you take him 
out to vour house and hano him? 

# O 

SHERIFF (fishhooks ift his pants). 
ril call you up later, Irma—I’m not 
in my own office, now. Besides, I’ve 
got to meet an alienist. . . . No- 
alienist. No. Not for me. For Wil¬ 
liams. 

(hildy re-enters, bringing hack Jen¬ 
nie’s mop.) 


sheriff (hurriedly). I’ll call you 
later, dear. (He hangs up; Uirns on 
hildy) Now Johnson, what the hell 
do you mean? Throwing things out 
of windows. Who do you think you 
are? 

(During the quieter moments of the 
remainder of this act, hildy is open¬ 
ing his parcels and putting the con¬ 
tents into his suitcase.) 

HILDY. Who wants to know? 

SHERIFF. You think you and Walter 
Bums are running this town! Well, 
I’m going to send a bill to the Ex¬ 
aminer tomorrow for all the wreck¬ 
age that's been committed around 
here in the past year! How do you 
like that? 

HILDY. I think that's swell! You know 
what else vou can do? 

SHERIFF (belligerently). What? 

HILDY. Guess. 

SHERIFF. You Stick your nose in this 
building tomorrow and I’ll have you 
arrested! 

HILDY. It’s damn near worth staying 

SHERIFF. And ni tell you another 
thing, and you can pass it on to Wal¬ 
ter Bums! The Examiner don’t gel 
any tickets for this hanging after the 
lies they been printing! You can 
make up your story like you do every¬ 
thing else—out of whole cloth, 

HILDY. Listen, you big pail of lard! 
If I wanted to go to your God-damn 
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hanging Yd go! See? And sit in a Mc cue. Did you bring the ketch- 
box! up? 

CTJiey are crowding about wooden- 
sheriff. The hell you would! shoes.) 

HiLDY. And I d only have to tell half' bensinger. How about my plain let- 
of what I know, at that! tuce? 


SHERIFF. You don’t know anything. 

HILDY. No? Tell me, Mr. Hartman, 
vvhere’d you spend the night before 
that last hanging! At the Planter’s 
Hotel with that librarian. Room Six 
Hundred and Two. And I got two 
bell boys and a night manager to 
pro^'e it! 

SHERIFF. If I didn’t have to go and 
see that alienist I’d tell you a few 
things. C^ocits.') 

HILDY (calling after him). And if I 
were you I'd get two tickets for the 
hanging over to Walter Bums pretty 
fast, or he s liable to come over here 
and stick a firecracker in your pants! 

WILSON. Hey! Hildy! Your girl called 
up. 

HILDY (stricken). My girl? When? 
CStarts for the telephone.) 

WILSON. Just after you went out. And 

if you take my advice, you'll call her 
back. 

HILDY. Jesus! Why didn’t you tell a 
fellow! 

(wooDENSHOES re-enters with sand¬ 
wiches and a bottle of ketchup.) 

MC CUE. Yea! Sandw'iches. 

HILDY (at phone). Edgewater two- 
one-six-four. (To the rest) Was she 
mad at me? 


ENDicoTT, A hamburger for me! 
SCHWARTZ. I ordered one, didn’t I? 
KRUGER. You did not! This way, 

Woodenshoes! 

(They arc taking their sandwiches 
from WOODENSHOES — ENDICOTT 

tosses one at kruger.) 

HILDY (into phone). Hello, Peggy? 

. . . Hello. . . . (His voice be¬ 
comes romantic.) 

MC CUE. Attaboy! God, I’m starved. 

HILDY (into phone). Why, darling, 
w'hat’s the matter? 

BENSINGER. For God’s sake, I said 
gluten bread. 

HILDY (into phone). But there isn't 
anything to cry about. 

murphy. The service is getting ter¬ 
rible around here. 

HILDY (into phone). But listen, dar¬ 
ling! I had business to attand to. I’ll 
tell you all about it the minute I 
see you . . , Aw, darling, I just 

dropped in here for one second. . . . 

Because I had to. I couldn't go away 
without saying good-bye to the fek 
lows. (To the others) Will you guys 
talk or something? (Back to phone) 
But listen! Sweetheart! . . . Yes, 

I . . . Of course I handed in my 
resignation . . . Yes, I've got a taxi 
waiting . . , Right outside. 
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wooDENSHOEs(iiMCflsiiy). Go 2 asy on 
that ketchup. I'm responsible tor that. 

HiLDY (into phone). IVe got them 
right in my pocket, honey . . . 
Three on the eleven-eighteen. I’m 
bringing ’em right out, mile a min¬ 
ute. 

wooDENSHOES. She says you fellows 
have got to pay something soon. 

HILDY (into phone). Aw, darling, if 
you talk like that I’m going to go right 
out and jump in the lake. I swear I 
will, because I can’t stand it. Listen! 
(He looks around to see if it is safe 
to continue.) 

KRUGER. We’re listening. 

HILDY (trying to lower his voice. 
With his mouth pasted to the mouth¬ 
piece, the following speeches are 
gargled into phone) Darling ... I 
love you. (Appropriate music hy 
Kruger) I said ... I Jo';e you. 
(Music again.) 

SCHWARTZ. Aw, give him o break, 
Ernie. 

(kruger stops playing.) 

HILDY (into phone). That's more like 
it. 

WOODENSHOES. Are you finished with 
this? (Reaching for ketchup.) 

MC CUE (operating the bottle). No. 

HILDY (into phone). Feel better now? 
. . . Well, smile. And say some¬ 
thing . . . You know what I want 
to hear. 

SCHWARTZ (a Cinderella). Give me 
a half a one, somebody! 


ENDicoTT. Nothing doing. 

HILDY (into the phone). That’s the 
stuff. That’s better . . , Are you 
all packed? . . . Oh, swell . . . I’ll he 
right there. 

WOODENSHOES. You fcllas ought to 
pay her a little something on account. 
(Exits.) 

WILSON (answering Examiner 
phone). What do you want? 

HILDY. Listen, darling, will you wear 
that little blue straw hat? 

WILSON (into phone). Wait a min¬ 
ute—I'll see. 

HILDY (into phone). And are you all 
happy now? ... I bet you’re not 
as happy as I am. Oh, I’ll bet you 
anything you want . . . All right. . . 
All right . . . I’m on my way . . . 
Not more than fifteen minutes. 
Really this time . . . Bye. (Hangs 
up.) 

WILSON (his hand over the mouth¬ 
piece). Jesus Christ, Hildy—here’s 
Walter again! Tell him to give us a 
rest, will you? 

HILDY. Oh, hollacks! (Into phone) 
You’re just making a God-damn nui¬ 
sance of yourself! . . . What’s the 
idea of calling up all the time! . . . 
No! I’m through with newspapers! 
I don’t give a God damn what vou 
think of me! I’m leaving for New 
York tonight! Right now! This min¬ 
ute! (Hangs up. Phone rings again. 
He tears it fro7n the wall and throws 
it out the aviwdow.) 

KRUGER (calmly). Wrong number. 

MC CUB (nervotis). For God’s sake. 
Hildyl 
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SCHWARTZ out the lights'). 

You’ll get us in a hell of a jam! 

bensinger. Haven’t you got any 
sense? 

hildy (yelling out the window). 
Tell Pinky to stick that among his 
souvenirs! (To the rest) If that luna¬ 
tic calls up again tell him to put it 
in miting and mail it to Hildebrand 
Johnson, care of the VVaterbun^- 
Adams Corporation, Seven Thirty- 
fl\'e Fifth Avenue, New York 
City . . . 

MURPHY. Put it on the wall, Mike. 

ENDicorx (going to the rear wall). 
Waterbury what? 

MC CUE. Adams. 

HILDY (oipening a 'parcel and showing 
a pale pair of gloves). How do you 
like those onions? Marshall Field! 

MC CUE. Very individual. 

HILDY. Where’s my cane? 

ENDicoTT. What cane? 

HILDY (suddenly desperate). Come 
now, fellas. That ain’t funny, who’s 
got my cane? 

MURPHY (in a Central Office man¬ 
ner) Can you describe this cane? 

HILDY (frantic). Aw, for God’s sake! 
Now listen, fellas— 

KRUGER (solicitous). Are you sure 
you had it with you when you came 
into the room? 

WILSON. Was there any writing on it? 
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HILDY (diving into bensinger’s 
desk). Come on! Cut the clowning! 
Where is it? 

BENsiNGER. Keep out of my desk! Of 
all the God-damn kindergartens! 

HILDY. Jesus! I only got fifteen min¬ 
utes. Now, cut the kidding! My God, 
you fellows have got a sense of 
humor! 

MURPHY. Aw, give him his fairy 
wand! 

ENDICOTT (a Uranian for the mo¬ 
ment, he produces cane from trouser 
leg). Here it is, Gladys. 

HILDY, God! You had me worried. 
(He picks up his stiitcase. Bravura). 
Well, good-bye, you lousy wage 
slaves! When you’re crawling up fire 
escapes, and getting kicked out of 
front doors, and eating Christmas 
dinner in a one-armed joint, don't 
forget your old pal, Hildy Johnson! 

ENDICOTT. Good-bye, Yonson. 

MC CUE. So long, Hildy. 

MURPHY. Send us a postcard, you big 
stevvbum. 

KRUGER. When’ll we see you again, 

Hildy? 

HILDY. The next time you see me I’ll 
be riding in a Rolls-Royce, giving out 
interviews on success-y. 

BENSINGER. Good-bye, Hildy. 

WILSON. Good-bye. 

SCHWARTZ. Take care of yourself. 

HILDY. So long, fellows! (He strikes 
a Sidney Carton pose in the door- 
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way; starts on a hit of verse') “And as 
the road beyond unfolds—' (He is in¬ 
terrupted by a terrific fusillade of 
shots from the courtyard. A roar of 
voices comes up from the jail yard. 
For a tense second everyone is mo¬ 
tionless.) 

VOICES (in the courtyard). Get the 
not guns! Spread out, you guys! (An¬ 
other volley.) 

WILSON. There s a jail break! 

MURPHY (at window, simultane¬ 
ously). Jacobi! What’s the matter? 
What’s happened? 

VOICES (i« the jail yard). Watch the 
gate! Me’s probably trying the gate! 
(A huge siren begins to wail.) 

SCHWARTZ (out the window). Who 
got away? Who was it? 

VOICE (outside). Earl . . . Wil¬ 
liams I!! 

THE REPORTERS. Who? Who’d he 
say? Earl Williams! It was Earl Wil¬ 
liams! He got away! 

MC CUE. Holy God! Gimme that tele¬ 
phone! (He works hook frantically) 
Hurr^’! Hurr)' up! Will you? This is 
important. (Others are springing for 
the telephones as searchlights sweep 
the windorvs from the direction of 
the jail) 

SCHWARTZ. Jeez, this is gonna make 
a bum out of the Sheriff! 


(hildy stands paralyzed, his suitcase 
in his hand. There is a second rifle 
volley. Two window panes aasn 
within the room. Some plaster falls. 
Gongs sound above the siren.) 

MC CUE (screaming). Look out! 

MURPHY (out of the window). 
Where you shooting, you Ck)d-damn 
fools? For Christ’s sake! (Another 
pane goes) Look out where you’re 
aiming, will you? 

SCHWARTZ. There’s some phones in 
the state’s attorney’s office! 

KRUGER. Yeah! 

(There is a general panic at the door. 
The REPORTERS leave as if a bomb 
had broketi in a trench, hildy is left 
alone, still holding his suitcase. It 
falls. He moves back into the room, 
absently trailing a chair. Another 
shot.) 

hildy. Ahh, Jesus Christ! (He lets 
go of the chair and takes one of the 
telephones) Examiner? Gimme Wal¬ 
ter Burns! Quick! (Very calmly he 
sits on one of the long tables, his 
hack against the wall. Then, (jtiietly) 
Hello, Walter! Hildy Johnson! For¬ 
get that! Earl Williams just lammed 
out of the County Jail! Yep . . . 
yep . . . yep . . . don’t wort)’! I’m 
on the job! (There is a third volley. 
hildy sails his hat and coat into a 
comer and is removiwg his overcoat as 
the curtain falls.) 
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ACT TWO 


The Scene is the some os Act I—It is twejjiy minutes later. Searchlights 'play 
outside the windows. Jennie, the scrubwoman, is on stage, sweeping up 
broken gloss and doing a little miscellaneous cleaning, woodenshoes enters. 


wooDENSHOES. Where are all the re¬ 
porters? Out looking for him? 

JENNIE. Tliey broke all the windows, 
and pulled off a telephone. Aiiy, 
those newspaper fellows! They’re 
worse n anything. 

woodenshoes. 1 here wasn’t any ex¬ 
cuse for his escaping. This sort of 
thing couldn’t ever happen, if they 
listened to me. 

JENNIE, Oooh, they’ll catch him. 
Those big lights. 

WOODENSHOES. What good will that 
do Society? The time to catch ’em is 
while they’re little kids. That’s the 
whole basis of my crime prevention 
theory. It’s all going to be written up 
in the papers soon. 

JENNIE. Ooooh, what they print in 
the papers! I never seen anything like 
it. (She is sweeping, endicott enters 
and makes for a phone, wooden¬ 
shoes watches him.) 

woodenshoes. Has anything hap¬ 
pened, Mr. Endicott? 

endicott Onto phone'). Endicott 
calling. Gimme a rewrite man. 

WOODENSHOES. You know, this 
would be just the right time for you 


to print my theory of crime preven¬ 
tion, that you said you were going to. 
(Pulling otit a sheaf of documents.^ 

ENDICOTT (into phone, waving him 
off as if he were a horsefly). Well, 
hurry it up. 

WOODENSHOES. Now here I got the 
city split up in districts, I got them 
marked in red. 

ENDICOTT. What? For God’s sake,' 
can t you see I’m— (Into phone) 
Hello! Gill? 

WOODENSHOES. But you been promis¬ 
ing me you’d— 

ENDICOTT (snatches papers). All 
right—I’ll take it home and study it. 
Now for God’s sake stop annoying 
me—I got to w'ork! I can’t sit around 
listening to you! Get out of here and 
stop bothering me! (Back to phone) 
Ready, Gill? . . . Now, here’s the 
situation so far. 

WOODENSHOES (to jennie). Hc’s go¬ 
ing to take it home and study it. 
You’ll see it in the paper before long, 
(Eocits.) 

ENDICOTT (info phone). Right! . . . 
At ten minutes after nine Williams 
w'as taken to the Sheriff’s private of¬ 
fice to be examined by this Professoi 
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Hglehofcr, and a few minutes later he 
shot his way out . . . No—nobody 
Jnows where he got the gun. Or if 
they do they won’t tell . . - Yeah 
, . . Yeah ... He run up eight 
flights of stairs to the infiimarv, and 
got out through the skylight. I le 
must have slid down the rainpipe to 
the street . . . Yeah . . . No, I 
tell you nobody knows where he got 
it. I got hold of Jacobi, but he won’t 
talk, (murphy ejiters.') 

MURPHY (crossing to phoneX Out¬ 
side, Jennie! Outside! 

ENDicoTT. They’re throwing a drag¬ 
net around the whole North Side. 
Watching the railroads and Red 
headquarters. The Chief of Police 
has ordered out every copper on the 
force and says they’ll get Williams 
before morning. 

MURPHY (iuto phone). Hello, sweet¬ 
heart. Gi\'e me the desk, will you? 

ENDICOTT (into phoue, after a final 
look at his notes). The Crime Com¬ 
mission has offered a reward of ten 
thousand dollars for his capture . . - 
Yeah. I’m going to try to get hold of 
Eglehofer. He knows what’s hap¬ 
pened, if I can find him. Call you 
back. (Hijugs up and exits swiftly.) 

MURPHY. For Chris’ sake, Jennie! 
Every time we turn our backs you 
start that God-damn sweeping. 

JENNIE (picking up her traps). All 
right. Only it’s dirty. I get scolded. 

MURPHY (into phone). Murphy talk¬ 
ing . . . No clue yet as to Earl Wil¬ 
liams’ whereabouts. Here’s a little 
feature, though. ... A tear bomb 
. . . tear bomb . . . criminals cry 
for it . . . 


(sheriff HARTMAN appears in the 
doorway. He has been running 
arouiidy shouting a million orders, 
nervous, bewitched and sweating like 
a June bride. He is in his shirt sleeves, 
and his diamond-studded badge of of¬ 
fice is visible.) 

MURPHY (info phone). Yeh! Tear 
bomb. 

sheriff (as he enters, speaking to 
someone in the corridor). To hell 
\vith the Mayor! If he wants me lie 
knows where 1 am. 

murphy (info phone). A tear homb 
w'ent off unexpectedly in the hands of 
Sheriff Hartman’s bombing squad. 

SHERIFF (sfunned). What went off? 

murphy (info phone). The follow¬ 
ing deputy sheriffs were rushed to 
Passavant Hospital: . . . 

SHERIFF. A fine fair-weather friend 
you are! 

murphy (remorselessly, into phone). 
Philip Lustgarten . . . 

SHERIFF. After all I’ve done for you! 

MURPHY (phoning). Herman Wald 
stein . . . 

SHERIFF. Putting stuff like that in 
the papers! 

MURPHY Cpfiorting). Sidney Mats 
burg . . . 

SHERIFF. That’s gratitude for you! 
(He exits.) 

MURPHY (phoning). Henry Koo .. • 
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jbnnib (going toward door). Aint 
that terrible? 

(kruger enters and goes to a phone.) 

murphy (phoning). Abe Lefko- 

\vitz . • • 

JENNIE. All those fellows! (Exits.) 


•1 

Hospital. (Hangs up. To hildyJ 
Any dope on how he got out? 

HiLDY. From all I can get they were 
playing leap frog. 

MCCUE. How about Jacobi? Did he 
say anything to you? 


KRUGER (at his phone). Give me re¬ 
write. 

murphy (phoning). And William 
Gilhooly. Call you back. (Hangs up 
and exits.) 

KRUGER (into phone). Ready? . . . 
A man corresponding to Earl Wil¬ 
liams’ description was seen boarding 
a southbound Cottage Grove Avenue 
car at Austen Avenue by Motorman 
Julius L. Roosevelt, (mc cue en¬ 
ters) Yeah—Roosevelt. I thought it 
would make a good feature on ac¬ 
count of the name. 

MC CUE (phoning). McCue talking. 
Give me the desk. 

KRUGER (phoning). All right, I’ll go 
right after it. Call you back. (Exits.) 

MC CUE (info phone). Hello. Is that 
you, Emil? Are you ready? . . . Side¬ 
lights on the man hunt . . . Mrs. 
Irma Schlogel, fifty-five, scrublady, 
was shot in the left leg while at work 
scrubbing the eighth floor of the Wrig- 
ley Building by one of Sheriff Hart¬ 
man’s special deputies. (There is a 
fusillade of shots in the distance. 
HILDY JOHNSON enters.) 

HILDY. There goes another scrublady. 
(Goes to phone, hut starts arrang- 
ingnotes.) 

MCCUE (phoning). No, just a flesh 
wound. They took her to Passavant 


HILDY. Not a word, (mc cue goes.) 

HILDY (qtiickly picks up his receiver). 
Gimme Walter Burns. (He gets up 
and closes the door carefully: comes 
hack to his phone) Walter? Say, lis¬ 
ten. I got the whole story from Jacobi 
and I got it exclusive . . . That’s 
right, and it’s a pip. Only listen. It 
cost me two hundred and sixty bucks, 
see? . . . Just a minute—I’ll give you 
the story. I’m telling you first I had 
to give him all the money I had on 
me and it wasn’t exactly mine. Two 
hundred and sixty bucks, and I want 
it back. (Yells) Well, did you hear 
what I said about the money? . . . 
All right, then here’s your story. It's 
the jail break of your dreams . . . 
Dr. Max J. Eglehofer, a profound 
thinker from Vienna, was giving 
Williams a final sanity test in the 
Sheriff’s office—you know, sticking a 
lot of pins in him to get his reflexes. 
Then he decided to re-enact the crime 
exactly as it had taken place, so as 
to study Williams’ powers of co-ordi¬ 
nation. . . . Well, I’m coming to it, 
God damn it. Will you shut up? . . . 
Of course he had to have a gun to re¬ 
enact with. And who do you sup¬ 
pose supplied it? . . . Peter B. Hart¬ 
man . . . “B” for brains. ... I 
tell you, I'm not kidding. Hartman 
gave his gun to the Professor, the Pro¬ 
fessor gave it to Earl, and Earl shot 
the Professor right in the belly . . . 
Ain't it perfect? If the Sheriff had un¬ 
rolled a red carpet like at a Polish 
wedding and loaned Williams an urn- 
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brella, it couldn’t have been more 
ideal . . . Eglchofer? No, not bad. 
They spirited him away to Passavant 
Mospital ... No, we got it exclusive. 
Now listen, Walter. It cost me two 
hundred and sixty bucks for this 
story, and I want it back ... I had to 
give it to Jacobi before he'd cough up 
his guts. Tvvo hundred and sixty dol¬ 
lars—the money I’m going to get mar¬ 
ried on . . . Never mind about Bne 
work—I want the money . . . No, 

I tell you, I’m not going to cover any¬ 
thing else—I'm going away, (peggy 
appears in the doorway. She is a 
pretty girl of twenty. hIi-DY has his 
back to the door.) Listen, you lousy 
stiff. I just did this as a personal favor. 
Now I’m leaving town and I gave 
Jacobi every cent I got, and I want it 
back right away! . . . When will you 
send it over? . . . Well, see that you 
do or I can’t get married! ... All 
right, and tell him to run. I’ll be wait- 
right here in the press— (He 
hangs up and sees peggy. With a 
guilty start) Hello, Peggy. 

PEGGY. What was that, over the tele¬ 
phone? 


^regarded superficially, she is a very 
sweet and satisfying heroine.) 

PEGGY. You haven't done something 
foolish with that money? Our money! 

HILDY. No. No! 

PEGGY. You still have got the rest of 
it? 

HILDY. Of course. Gee, darling, you 
don’t think for a minute— 

PEGGY. I think I’d better take care of 
it from now onl 

HILDY. Now listen, honey, I can look 
after a couple of hundred dollars all 
right. . . . 

PEGGY. Hildy, if you’ve still got that 
money I want you to give it to me. 

HILDY. Now, sweetheart, it’s going to 
be perfectly all right. . . . 

PEGGY (she divines, alas, her lover s 
failing). Then you haven’t got it. 


HILDY. Nothing. 1 was just telling 
Walter Bums I was all through, that’s 

all. Hello, darling. 

(peggy, despite her youth and sim¬ 
plicity, seems overwhelmingly ma¬ 
ture in comparison to hildy. As a 
matter of fact, peggy belongs to that 
division of womanhood which dedi¬ 
cates itself to suppressing in its lov¬ 
ers or husbands the spirit of D'Ar- 
tagnan, Roland, Captain Kidd, 
Cyrano, Don Quixote, King Arthur 
or any other type of the male inno¬ 
cent and rampant. In her unconscious 
and highly noble efforts to make what 
the female world calls "a man' out of 
HILDY, PEGGY has neither the sym¬ 
pathy nor acclaim of the authors, yet 


hildy. Not—this minute, but I— 

PEGGY. You did do something with it! 

HILDY. No, no. He’s sending it right 
over—Walter, I mean. It’ll be here 
any minute. 

PEGGY (her vocabulary is reduced to 
a coal of fire). Ob, Hildy! 

HILDY (n preposterous fellow). Lis¬ 
ten, darling, I wouldn’t have had 
this happen for the world. But its 
going to be all right. Now here’s 
what happened: I was Just starting 
out to the house to get you when 
this guy Williams broke out of jail. 
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You know, the fellow thev were go¬ 
ing to hang in the morning. 

PEGGY (intolerant of the antics of 
the Cyrano sex). Yes, I know- 

HiLDY. Ah now, listen, sweetheart, 
I had to do what I did. And—and 
the same thing when it came to the 
money— (She turns away) Peggy! 
Now listen. I shouldn’t tell you this, 
but I haven’t got any secrets from 
you. Do you know how this guy 
escaped? He was down in the Sher¬ 
iff’s office when Hartman—that’s the 
Sheriff—and Eglehofer-that's this 
fellow from Vienna— 

PEGGY. Hildy! 

HILDY. Aw, now I can’t tell you if 
you won’t listen. I had to give him 
the money so he wouldn't give the 
stor)' to anybody else. Jacobi, I mean. 
That's the assistant warden. I got the 
story ex'clusive—the biggest scoop in 
years, I’ll bet. 

PEGGY. Do you know how long 
mother and I waited, out at that 
house? 
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HILDY. But a big story broke; don’t 
you remember. 

PEGGY. It’s always a big story—the 
biggest story in the world, and the 
next day everybody's forgotten it, 
even you! 

HILDY. What do you mean forgot¬ 
ten? That was the Clara Hamon 
murder—on your birthday. Now for 
God s sake, Peggy, it won’t hurt to 
wait five more minutes. The boy’s 
on his way with the money nov\'. 

PEGGY. Mothers sitting downstairs 
waiting in a taxicab. I’m just ashamed 
to face her, the way you’ve been act¬ 
ing. If she knew about that money 
-it's all we've got in the world, 

Haven’t even got a place 
to sleep in, except the train, and- 

^ wouldn’t do any¬ 
thing in the world to hurt you, Peg¬ 
gy. You make me feel like a criminal 

PEGGY. It s all that Walter Bums 

Oh, Ill be so glad when I get you 

away from him.—You simply can’t 
resist him. 


HILDY. Aw, Peggy, listen. You ain’t 
going to be mad at me for this. I 
couldn’t help it. You’d have done 
the same thing yourself. I mean, the 
biggest story in the world busting, 
and nobody on the job. 

PEGGY. I might have known it would 
happen again. 

HILDY. Aw, listen— 

PEGGY. Every time I’ve ever wanted 
you for something—on my birthday, 

^ waited 

till five in the morning— 


HILDY. For God’s sake, Peggy, I've 
told you what I think of him. I 
wouldn’t raise a finger if he was dy¬ 
ing. Honest to God. 

PEGGY. Then why did you loan him 
the money? 

HILDY. I didn’t! You see, you won\ 
listen to me, or vou’d know I didn’t 
Now, listen. T had to give the money 
to Jacobi, the assistant— 

CWOODENSHOES ushcrs in MRS. 

GRANT. MRS. GRANT is a confused 

little widow who has tried her best 

to adjust her mind to hildy as a 
son-in-law.'^ 



94 


ben HECHT and CHARLES MAC ARTHUR 

MRS. GRANT. How do you mean—tliat 

vnii aren’t PoinP? 


am. (Exits immediately^ 

HILDY. Oh, hello, Mrs. Grant- 
mother. I was just explaining to 

Peggy- 

PEGGY. Mother, I thought you were 
going to wait in the cab. 

MRS. GRANT (a qtierulous yet prac¬ 
tical soul). Well, I just came up to 
tell you the meter’s gone to two dol- 
lars. 

HILDY. YeaK, sure. But thats all 
right. . . . 

MRS. GRANT (with the wandering 
egoism of age'). I had a terrible time 
finding you. First I went into a room 
where a lot of policemen were play¬ 
ing cards. 

HILDY. Yeah—that was—now, I’ll 
tell you what we’ll do. 

MRS. GRANT. Then I met that police¬ 
man and I asked him where Mr. 
Johnson’s office was, and he brought 
me here. 

PEGGY. Now listen, mother, I think 
you’d better go downstairs and we’ll 
come as soon as we can. 

MRS. GRANT (inspecting'). You’ve 
got a big room, haven’t you? Where 
do you sit? 

HILDY. Now, I tell you what you do. 
You and Peggy go on over to the 
station and get the baggage checked 
. . . now here’s the tickets. 

PEGGY. Now, Hildv. 

HILDY. I’ll be along in fifteen min¬ 
utes—maybe sooner. 


HILDY. Of course I am. Now, I’U 

meet you at the Information Booth- 

pEGGY, Come, mother. Hildy has to 
wait here a few minutes. It’s some¬ 
thing to do with the office—he’s get¬ 
ting some money. 

MRS. GRANT (on familiar ground). 
Money? 

HILDY. Yeah—they’re sending over— 
it’s my salary. They’re sending over 
my salary. 

MRS. GRANT (the voicc of woman¬ 
kind). Your salary? At this hour? 

HILDY. They were awful busy, and 
I couldn’t disturb them very well. 

MRS. GRANT. The trouble is you’re 
too easy with people—letting them 
wait till this hour before paying you 
your salary. How do you know they’ll 
give it to you at all? 

PEGGY. Mother, well go on over. 
Hildy’ll be along. 

MRS. GRANT. Do you know what I’m 

beginning to think? 
o o 

HILDY (apprehensive). What? 

MRS. GRANT. I think you must be a 
sort of irresponsible type or you 
wouldn’t do things this way. It’s just 
occurred to me you didn’t do one 
blessed thing to help our getting 
away. 

PEGGY. Now you stop picking on my 
Hildy, mother. 

MRS. GRANT. Why, I had to sublet 
the apartment, and pack all the wed- 
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ding presents— (mc cue enters. 
Goes to fhone, with side glances at 
the others) Why, that’s work a man 
ought to do. You weren’t even there 
ic put things in the taxi—I had to 
give the man fifty cents. And now 
here you are standing here with the 
train leaving any minute— 

HiLDY. Now, mother, I never missed 
a train in my life. You run along 
with Peggy— 

MccuE (into phone). Hello. Mc- 
Cue talking. 

PEGGY. Come on, mother. We’re dis¬ 
turbing people. 

HILDY. This is my girl, Mac, and her 
mother. Mr. McCue. 

MC CUE (tipping his hat). Pleased 
to meet you. (Into phone) Here’s a 
hell of a swell feature on the man 
hunt. (To the ladies) Excuse my 
French! (Into phone) Mrs. Phoebe 
De Wolfe, eight-sixty-one and a half 
South State Street, colored, gave 
birth to a pickaninny in a patrol 
wagon, with Sheriff Hartman's spe¬ 
cial Rifle Squad acting as mid- 
\^'i^'es. 

MRS. GRANT. Mercyl 

MO CUE (pleased at having inter- 
tsted her). You oughta have seen 
em, ma’am. 

PEGGY. Come on, mother. 

HILDY. Listen, mother, you better 
run along. I’ll put my suitcase in the 
cab. 

MCCUE (phoning). Well, Phoebe 
was walking along the street when 
all of a sudden she began having 


labor pains. No! Labor pains! Didn't 
you ever have labor pains? Righto! 
She was hollering for her husband, 
who’s been missing for five months, 
when the police seen her. And Dep¬ 
uty Henry Shereson, who's a married 
man, saw what her condition was. 
So he coaxed her into the patrol 
wagon and they started a race with 
the stork for Passavant Hospital, 

HILDY (to MC CUE, as he goes out) 
If a boy comes here for me hold him. 
I'll be right back! (They are gone.) 

MC CUE (wto phone). Listen—when 
the pickaninny was born the Rifle 
Squad examined him carefully to 
see if It was Earl Williams, who 
they knew was hiding somewhere, 
(Laughs at his own joke) They 
named him Peter Hartman De 
Wolfe in honor of the Sheriff, and 
they all chipped in a dollar apiece 
on account of it being the first baby 
ever bom in a man hunt. (The 
Mayor enters) Wait a minute—here’s 
the Mayor himself. Maybe there’s 
a statement. (Under ordinary cir- 
cumstances the mayor is a bland, 
unruffled soul, full of ease and con¬ 
fidence; o. hit sttipid, walking as if 
he were on snowshoes and carrying 
an unlighted cigar with which he 
gestures as if it were a wand. The 
events of the last hour have un¬ 
hinged him. He is eager for news- 
even the worst.) 

MAYOR. Don’t pester me now, please 
I got a lot on my mind. 

MC CUE (into phone). The Mayoi 
wont say anything. (He hangs up.) 

MAYOR. Have you seen Sheriff Hart 
man? 

MC CUE. Been in and out all nighi 
your Honor . . . 
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“ , * , N ftstdicott. Yeah—tl.e Senator claims. 

Cmukphv and endicott enter.) hxdxco J 


murphy. Now listen, your Honor. 

'Ve'v#^ ^ot to have a sta emen .... f^j-get that Fm Mayor of this town 

fndicott We 20 to press in twenty and that the dignity of my office . .. 
ENDICOTT. we gu I p (hartman enters—the mayor turns 

abruptly on fiiw) Hartman! Fve 
mayor. I ^an’t help that. boys. I been looking for you. . . 

have nothing to say-not at this time. (leaping at the sheriff). 

murphy. What do you mean-‘not Whats the dope, Pinky? How did 
at this time?" Who ao you think you he get out? 

are, Abraham Lincoln? \\r\y^t was he doing in yout 

ENDICOTT. Come cn, cut the states- office? 

man stuff'W^at do you know about r ^ 

the escape? How'd hi get out? 

^ body gettin shot? 


• --- - f 

man Stuff' W^at do you know about r ^ 

the escape? How'd hi get out? 

^ body gettin shot? 

murphy. Where’d he get the gun? 

ENDICOTT. Wiiere did he get tnc 
MAYOR. Wait a minute, boys . . . gun? 

_ « . I 


Not so fast! 

ENDICOTT. Well, give us a statement 
on the election, then. 

MURPHY, ^^fflat effect s all this go¬ 
ing to have on the colored voters? 

MAYOR. Not an iota. In what way 
can an unavoidable misfortune of 
this sort influence the duty of every 
citizen, colored or othei^vise? 

MURPHY. Barney. ■ . . 

ENDICOTT. Listen here. Mayor. Is 
there a Red Menace or ain’t there? 
and how did he get out of that rub¬ 
ber jail of vours? 

MC CUE. Are you going to stand the 
gaff, Mayor? Or have you picked out 
somebody that’s responsible? 


SHERIFF (fottiHg notes on a piece of 
paper with the hope that he will 
seem busy). Just a minute, fellas. 

MURPHY. For God’s s''i % cui the 
stallin’! Who engineered the get 
au’ay? 

ENDICOTT. Was it the Reds? 

SHERIFF, Just a minute, I tell you. 
We’ve got him located! 

MURPHY, Wffio? Williams! 
ENDICOTT. Wffiere? 

MC CUE. Where is he? 

SHERirv. Out to the place where he 
used to live ... on Clark Street. •. 
Just got the tip. 


MURPHY (^innocently')* Any truth in endicott'. rdoly God! 

;he report that you’re on Trotsky's 

payroll? wc cue. Why didn t you sav »? 
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SHERIFF. The Rifle Squad ic just go¬ 
ing out, 

ENDicoTT. Where are they? 

SHERIFF. Downstairs. All the boys 
are with them. 

MURPHY. For the love of God! (mur¬ 
phy, ENDICOTT and mc cue rush 
out.) 

ENDICOTT (m the hall). Hey, there, 
Charlie! 

SHERIFF (calling into the corridor). 
Report to me, Charlie, the minute 
you get there! I’ll be in the building! 

MAYOR. Pete, I W'ant to talk to you! 

SHERIFF. I ain’t got time, Fred—hon¬ 
est. ril see you after. 

MAYOR. Pete, there’s one thing I’ve 
got to know. Did you yourself actu¬ 
ally give Williams that gun? 

SHERIFF (wailing). The Professor 
asked me for it. I didn't know what 
he wanted it for. I thought it was 
something scientific. 

MAYOR. Now listen, Fred— (kruger 
enters, whistling. Both statesmen 
become silent and self-conscious.) 

KRUGER (heading for -phone). Hello, 
your Honor. Any statement on the 
Red uprising tomorrow? 

MAYOR. What Red uprising? 

SHERIFF. There’ll be no Red upris¬ 
ing! 

KRUGER. The Senator claims the sit¬ 
uation calls for the militia. 


MAYOR. You can quote me as saying 
that anything the Senator says is a 
tissue of lies. 

KRUGER (at phone). Kruger calling. 

SHERIFF. Why aren’t you with the 
Rifle Squad? They’ve just gone out, 

KRUGER. We’ve got a man with them. 
(Into phone) Here's a red-hot state¬ 
ment from the Senator. Readv? . . . 
He says the City Hall is another 
Augean Stables . . . Augean! . . . Oh, 
for God's sake! (Turns) He don’t 
know what Augean means. 

MAYOR. The Senator don’t know 
either. 

KRUGER. Well, take the rest, any¬ 
how. (Into phone) The Senator 
claims that the Mayor and the Sher¬ 
iff have show'n themselves to be a 
couple of eight-year-olds playing with 
fire.Then this is quote: “It is a lucky 
thing for the city that next Tuesday 
is Election Day, as the citizens wall 
thus be saved the expense of im¬ 
peaching the Mayor and the Sheriff.” 
That’s all-call you back. (Hangs 
up) How' are you, Mayor? (Exits, 
whistling.) 

MAYOR (closing the door). I’ve got 
a mighty unpleasant task to perform, 
Pete— 

SHERIFF (beside himself). Now lis¬ 
ten, Fred, you’re just gonna get me 
rattled. 

MAYOR (inexorably). Tw'o years 
ago we almost lost the colored vote 
on account of that coon story you 
told at the Dixie Marching Club 
. . . Mandy and the traveling sales- 

Tn3n• • • • 
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SHERIFF. Why harp on that jww? ... 


MAYOR. Now you come along with 
another one of your moron blunders. 

, . . The worst of your whole career. 

SHERIFF (frantic^. Listen, Fred. 
Stop worrying, will you? Just do me 
a favor and stop worr^ang! I'm doing 
everything on God’s green earth! 
IVe just sworn in four hundred dep¬ 
uties! 

MAYOR. Four hundred! Do you want 
to bankrupt this administration? 

SHERIFF (pleadingly). I’m getting 
them for twelve dollars a night. 

MAYOR. Twelve dollars—! For those 
God damn uncles of yours? What do 
you think this is—Christmas Eve? 

SHERIFF (with dignity)- If you re 
talking about my brother-in-law, he*s 
worked for the city fifteen years. 

SfAvOR (bitterly). I know. Getting 
up fake tag days! . . . Pete, you’re 
through! 

SHERIFF (stwined). What do you 
mean—through? 

MAYOR. I mean im scratching your 
name off the ticket Tuesday and 
running Czemecki in your place. 
It’s nothing personal. . . . And Pete 
—it’s the only way out. It’s a sacri¬ 
fice we all ought to be glad to make. 

sfTERiFF (David to Jonathan). Fred! 

MAYOR. Now, Pete! Please don’t ap¬ 
peal to my sentimental side. . . . 

SHERIFF. I don’t know what to say. 
A thing like this almost destroys a 
man’s faith in human nature. . . . 


mayor. I wish you wouldn’t talk like 
that, Pete. . . . 

SHERIFF. Our families, Fred. My 
God, I’ve always looked on Bessie as 
my own sister. 

MAYOR (wavering and desperate^^ 

If there was any way out . . . 

SHERIFF (as a phone rings). There 
is a way out. I’ve got this Williams 
surrounded, haven t I? What more 
do you want? Now if you just give 
me a couple of hours— (Into phone) 
Hello. . . . Yes. . . . Hello! (Wildly) 
Four hundred suppers! Nothing do¬ 
ing! This is a man hunt—not a ban¬ 
quet! . . . The twelve dollars in¬ 
cludes even'thing! . . . Well, the 
hell with them! Earl Williams ain’t 
eating, is he? (He hangs np) That 
gives you an idea of what I’m up 
against! 

MAYOR (hotly). We’re up against 
a lot more than that with that nutty 
slogan you invented. “Reform the 
Reds with a rope.” (sheriff winces) 
There ain’t any God damn Reds and 
you know it! 

SHERIFF. Yeah, but why go into 
that now% Fred? 

MAYOR. Tlie slogan I had was all w'' 
needed to win—“Keep King George 
Out of Chicago!” 

SHERIFF. My God, I ain’t had a bite 
to eat since this thing happened. 

MAYOR. Pete, two hundred thou¬ 
sand colored votes are at stake! And 
w'e’ve got to hang Earl W’illiams to 
get them. 

SHERIFF. But we're going to hang 
him, Fred. He can’t get away. (A 
knock on the door.) 
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MAYOR. What do you mean he can’t 
get away! He got away, didn’t he? 
Now look here, Pete— (Knocking 
lotider) Who’s out there? . . . 

A VOICE (otttside). Is Sheriff Hart¬ 
man in there? 

SHERIFF (starts for door; relieved'). 
Ah! It’s for me! (Opens the door. A 
small man named pincus stands 
there) I’m Sheriff Hartman. Do 
you want me? 

pincus (a very colorless and unef- 
fectual person). Yes, sir. I’ve been 
looking all over for you, Sheriff. 
You’re certainly a hard fellow to find. 

MAYOR (annoyed). What do you 
want? 

pincus (taking a document from his 
pocket and proffering it to the sher¬ 
iff. He smiles in a comradely fash- 
ion). From the Governor. 

MAYOR. What’s from the Governor? 
SHERIFF. Huh? 


99 

Governor gave me his word of hon- 
or he wouldn’t interfere! Two days 
ago! 

MAYOR. And you fell for it! Holy 
God, Pete! It frightens me what I’d 
like to do to you! Wait a minute! 
Come here, you! Who else knows 
about this? 

PINCUS. They were all standing 
around when he wrote it. It was 
after they got back from fishing. 

MAYOR. Get the Governor on the 
phone, Hartman. 

PINCUS. They ain’t got a phone. 
They’re duck-shooting now. 

MAYOR. A lot of God-damn nimrods. 

SHERIFF (who has been reading the 
reprieve). Can you beat that? Read 
it! (Thrusts the paper into mayor’s 
hands) Insane, he says! (Striding 
over to the messenger) He knows 
God damn well that Earl Williams 
ain’t insane! 


PINCUS. The reprieve for Earl Wil¬ 
liams. 

SHERIFF (stunned). For who? 

PINCUS (amiably). Earl Williams. 
The reprieve. (A ghastly pause) I 
thought I’d never find you. First I 
had a helluva time getting a taxi— 

MAYOR. Wait—a minute. (Getting 
his bearings) Is this a joke or some¬ 
thing? 

PINCUS. Huh? 

SHERIFF (bursting out). It’s a mis¬ 
take—there must be a mistake! The 


PINCUS. Yeah! But I— 

SHERIFF. This reprieve is pure poli¬ 
tics and you know it! It’s an attempt 
to ruin us! 

MAYOR (reading). Dementia prae 
cox! My God! 

SHERIFF. We got to think fast be¬ 
fore those lying reporters get hold of 
this. What’ll we tell ’em? 

MAYOR. What’ll you tell ’em? I'll 
tell 5 ’ou what you can tell ’em! You 
can tell ’em your damn relatives 
were out there shooting everybody 
they see, for the hell of it! 
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SHERIFF. Now Fred, you re just ex¬ 
cited. (Phone rings; sheriff starts 
for the phone, talking as he goes') 
We aren't going to get any place, 
lowing like this. 

MAYOR. And you can tell *em the 
Republican Party is through in this 
state on account of you. 

BHERiBF (into phone)* Hello! This 
is Hartman. 

MAYOR (apoplectic)* And you can 
add as an afterthought that I want 
your resignation now. 

SHERIFF (from the phone). Sssh. 
Wait, Fred. (Excitedly, into phone) 
What? Where? . . . Where? My 
God! 

MAYOR. What is it? 


mayor (impatiently). How much 
do you make a week? What's youi 

salary? 

piNCUs (reluctantly). Forty dollars. 

SHERIFF (into phone). No—don't 
cut me off. 

MAYOR. How would you like to have 
a job for three hundred and fifty 
dollars a month? That’s almost a 
hundred dollars a week! 

PINCUS. Who? Me? 

mayor. Who the hell do you think? 
(piNCUS is a little startled; the may¬ 
or hastens to adopt a milder man¬ 
ner) Now listen. There’s a fine 
opening for a fellow like you in the 
City Sealer’s office. 

PINCUS. The what? 


SHERIFF. They got him! (Back to 
phone) Wait a minute—hold the 
wire. (To the mayor) They got Earl 
Williams sunounded ... the Rifle 
Squad has . . . in his house. 

mayor. Tell 'em to hold the wire. 

SHERIFF. I did. (Into phone) Hold 
the wire. 

mayor. Cover up that transmitter! 
(sheriff does so. mayor faces pin- 
cus) Now listen! You never arrived 
here with this—whatever it is. Get 
that? 


mayor. The City Sealer’s office! 

PINCUS. You mean here in Chicago? 

MAYOR (foaming). Yes, yes. 

SHERIFF (at phone). Well, wait a 
minute, will you? I’m in conference. 

PINCUS (a very deliherate intellect). 
No, I couldn’t do that. 

MAYOR. Why not? 

PINCUS. I couldn't work in Chicago. 
You see. I’ve got my family in Spring- 
field. 


PINCUS (blinking). Yes, T did. 

MAYOR. How much do you make a 
week? 


MAYOR (desperate). But you could 
bring ’em to Chicago! WeTi pay all 
your expenses. 


PINCUS (ivith vast thought). No, ] 
don't think so. 


PINCUS. Huh? 
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MAYOR. For God s sake, why not? 

piNCUS. I got two kids going to high 
school there, and if I changed them 
from one town to another they’d 
probably lose a grade. 

MAYOR. No, they wouldn’t—theyM 
gain one! They could go into any 
class they want to. And I guarantee 
that they’ll graduate with highest 
honors! 

PINCUS (hired). Yeah? 

MAYOR. And the Chicago school sys¬ 
tem is the best in the world. (To 
sheriff) Isn’t it? 

SHERIFF. Far and away! (Into 
phone') Hold your horses—will you, 
Mittelbaum. Hurry up, Fred! 

MAYOR. Now what do you say? 

PINCUS. What did you say this job 
was? 

MAYOR. In the City Sealer’s ofl&ce! 
PINCUS. What’s he do? 

MAYOR (jumping). Oh, for God’s 
sake! 

SHERIFF. He has charge of all the 
important documents. He puts the 
City seals on them. 

MAYOR. That’s about on a par with 
the rest of your knowledge! The 
City Sealer’s duty, my friend, is to 
see that the people of Chicago are 
not mulcted by unscrupulous butch¬ 
ers and grocers. 

SHERIFF. That’s what I meant. 

MAYOR. It’s his duty to go around 
and test their scales. 


PINCUS. Yeah? 

MAYOR. But only twice a yeai. 

PINCUS. This puts me in a hell of a 
hole. 

MAYOR. No it doesn’t. . . . (Hands 
him the reprieve) Now remember. 
You never delivered this, whatever it 
is. You got caught in the traffic or 
something. . . . Now get out of here 
and don’t let anybody see you. . . . 

PINCUS. But how do I know . . . 

MAYOR. Come in and see me in my 
office tomorrow. What’s your name? 

PINCUS. Pincus. 

MAYOR. All right, Mr. Pincus, all 
you’ve got to do is lay low and keep 
your mouth shut. Here! (He hands 
him a card) Go to this address. It’s 
a nice homey little place, and you 
can get anything you want. (He sees 
PINCUS through the door) Just tell 
’em Fred sent you. (pincus goes.) 

SHERIFF (mto phoney desperately). 
Will you wait, for God’s sake? I'll 
tell you in a minute! (He turns to 
the MAYOR with a gesture of appeal.) 

MAYOR (huskily). All right. Tell ’en> 
to shoot to kill. 

SHERIFF. What? 

MAYOR. Shoot to kill, I said. 

SHERIFF. I don’t know, Fred. There'? 
that reprieve if they ever find out. 

MAYOR. Nobody reprieved that po* 
liceman he murdered. Now do as I 
tell you. 
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SHERIFF Onto fhone^. Hello, MK- 
telbaum . . . Lisfen. (His voice is 
weak') Shoot to kill. . . . Thats the 
orders—pass the word along. . • • 
No! We don't want him! And 
hsten, Mittelbaum—hve hundred 
bucks for the guy that does the job. 

. . . Yes, I'll be righ'. out there. 
CHangs up) Well, I hope Aat’s the 
right thing to do. (There is a great 
kicking on the door.) 

HiLDY (outside). Hey! Whos in 
there? Open that door! 

MAYOR (en route to the door). For 
Gods sake take that guilty look off 
your face. And stop trembling like 
a horse. (The sheriff starts wkis' 
tling, “Ach, du Lieher Augustins” 
in what he imagines is a care-free 
manner. The mayor opens the door; 
HILDY enters.") 

HILDY. oh, it's you two! Well, what s 
the idea of locking the door? Play- 
ing post-office? (Going to phone.) 

SHERIFF (with elaborate unconcern, 
as he walks toward the door). Oh, 
hello, Hildy, 

MAYOR. Come on, Hartman, 

HILDY (into the phone). Gimme 
Walter Bums. (To the others) Was 
there a fellow in here asking for me? 

SHERIFF. Did you hear we've got 
Williams surrounded? 

HILDY. Yeah. I heard you only let 
him out so he could vote for you on 
Tuesday. 

MAYOR. Hartman! (He pulls sher¬ 
iff OMt of the room.) 

HILDY (into phone). Hello, Duffy 
. . , this is Hildy. Listen, where's 


Walter? Well, where did he go? 
God damn it, Duffy, I'm waitin' herf- 
for the boy to bring over my money 
... the two hundred and sixty dol¬ 
lars he owes me. . . , Yeah ... in 
the press room. He told me the boy 
was on his way. . . . What the hell 
are vou laughin' about? . . . Listen, 
Duffy, has that maniac started the 
money over or not? . . . No, I ain’t 
got time to come over to the office. 
I’ll miss the train. . . . Oh, for God’s 
sake! . . . that double-crossing louse! 
(He hangs up.) 

(wooDENSHOES enters.) 

wooDENSHOES. The trouble is, no 
body’s using the right psychology. 
Now you lake this aspect of the sit¬ 
uation: you got a man named Earl 
Williams who has escaped . , . 

HILDY (seizing at a straw). Have you 
got two hundred and sixty dollars 
on you? 

WOODENSHOES. What? 

HILDY. Have you got two hundred 
and sixty dollars? 

v/ooDENSHOES. No, but I got a way 
of making it, and more. I know how 
we can get ten thousand dollars, if 
you’ll just listen. (Pointing his finger 
at HILDY in the manner of a man 
letting the cat out of the hag) Ser- 
chay la femme! 

HILDY. What? 

WOODENSHOES (inexorahly—foT him) - 

Who is it that's been defend- 
in' this feller Williams right alonr- 
WTio is it that was hangin' ai junc' 
his room just before the escape hap 
pened? 

HILDY. O, for God’s sake! I ain't ^ 
time, Woodenshoes. I got to get 
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hundred and sixty dollars in the next 
five minutes! 

WOODENSHOES. It’s gonna take longer 

than five minutes. I know where 
Earl Williams is! 

HiLDY. He’s out at Clark and Fuller¬ 
ton, getting his head blown off. But 
that d'^n’t get me any money. 

wooDE^■^?HOEs. Earl Williams is 
with that girl, Mollie Malloy! That's 
where he is! 

HiLDY Cdes'pairing). Can you imag¬ 
ine—this time tomorrow I’d have 
been a gentleman, (diamond louie 
enters, hildy leaps for him) Thank 
God! Have you got the dough? 

LOUIE. Huh? 

WOODENSHOES. She sent him a lot of 
roses, didn’t she? 

HILDY. God damn it— the hell with 
your roses. Gimme the dough. I’m 
in a hell of a hurry, Louie. 

LOUIE. What are you talkin’ about? 

WOODENSHOES. I’ll bctcha'^'m right. 
(Epdts.) 

HILDY. Listen, Louie! Do you mean 
to say Walter didn’t give you the 
dough he owes me? 

LOUIE. Walter’s pretty sore. You bet¬ 
ter come over and see him. 

HILDY. But that’s all settled! Walter 
and I are like this! (He illustrates 
with two twined fingers) I just did 
a swell favor for him—scooped the 
whole town! We’re pals again! I’m 
telhng you. 
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LOUIE. He just told me be sure and 
get you, you know what I mean? 

HILDY (frantically). I tell you that’s 
fixed! By God, Louie, do you think 
rd try to put something over on you? 

LOUIE. What do you mean fixed? 
He wants to talk to you. I been 
looking all over— 

HILDY. But I did talk to him! Every¬ 
thing’s all right! I swear to you! 

LOUIE (weakening). Jesus, Hildy, 
I don’t know. 

HILDY. Certainly! My God, he wants 
me to go! Now listen, Louie—you’ve 
always got a lot of money—will you 
help me out? This two hundred and 
sixty bucks—Walter’s sending a boy 
with it, but I can’t wait! I gotta catch 
a train, see? Now— 

LOUIE. What two hundred and sixty 
bucks? 

HILDY. The money I spent on the 
story! He's sending it over, but I 
want you to take that and give me 
the money now! 

LOUIE. Oh! You want two hundred 
and sixty dollars—wow. 

HILDY. YES! 

LOUIE. Well, that’s a lot of money, 
you know what I mean? 

HILDY. You can get it from Waken 
I’ll give you my I. O. U. 

LOUIE. Lis’en, Hildy, I’d like to help 
you out. But I’ve been stung on so 
many I. O. U.’s lately that I made 
myself a promise. 
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HiLDY. But this ain’t an 1. O. U. . . • 
It’s money cornin’ to me from the 

paper! 

LOUIE. What have you got to show 
for it? 

HILDY. Louie, listen! My whole fu¬ 
ture is dependent on this. My girls 
waitin’ at the train. I’ve just got fif¬ 
teen minutes to get there. If you 11 
help me out, I swear . . . Honest to 
Ood . • . 


HILDY. All right, give me the dough. 
(diamond LOUIE takes the paper 
that HILDY has written out and reads 
it very carefully, folds it, puts it in 
his pocket and then proceeds to 
count out the money, as hildy k 
looking for his hat and coat.') 

LOUIE. Here you are. (hildy grabs 
the money and begins to count it) 
Well, good-bye and good luck. I’ll 
look you up in New York—if there's 
anything wrong with this, (louie 
exits.) 


LOUIE (interrupting). Two hundred 
and sixty dollars . . . thats a big 
gamble! 


hildy. It’s no gamble at all. I’ll wnte 
out a note to Walter sayin* for him 
to give you the money he owes me. 


LOUIE. Well, I’ll tell you what J’ll do 
with you. I’ll take a chance. 


HILDY (ns he writes out note). That’s 
the stuff!—You’re a white man, 
Louie, you’re a real white man. God 
-I kneu' I could depend on you- 


LOuiE. I teil you what I’ll do. I’ll give 
you a hundred and fifty dollars for 
the debt. (Hildy stares at him.) 


HILDY. That’s just takin* advantage, 

Louie. 


LOUIE. That’s the best I can do. 


HILDY. Well, Christ! I lose almost 
a hundred bucks by that. 


LOUIE. All right. (Pttts money hack 
in his pocket) Have it your own 
way. 


HILDY. Make it two hundred. 


HILDY (counting the money). Ten, 
twenty, thir^, thirty-five, forty-five 
— (Gets confused; starts again) Ten, 
twenty, thirt)’, forty, forty-five, fifty- 
five— (In trouble again; he gives up) 
The hell with it. Myway, I get out 
of this lousy place. They can take 
their story now and— (hildy pock¬ 
ets the money and starts hurriedly 
to pick up his parcels, including his 
old felt hat in a paper hag. As he 
starts for the door he is arrested hy 
a sojind at the window. The sound 
is caused hy earl williams falling 
through the xvindow into the room. 
MR. WILLIAMS is c little harmless- 
looking man with a mustache. He 
is coatless and is shod with death- 
house sneakers. He carries a large 
gun. He is on the verge of collapse 
and holds on to a chair for support. 
He talks in an exhausted voice, 
HILDY, at the sight of him, drops his 
packages and stands riveted.) 

EARL. They’re after me with search 
lights . . . 

HILDY. Put— put down that gun! 

EARL (supporting himself). It ain’t 
loaded. I fired all the bullets already. 


LOUIE. One hundred and fifty! 


HILDY, Holy God Almightyl 


» • # 
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EARL Cweakly—handing hildy the 
gun'). I surrender. ... I couldn’t 
hang off that roof any longer. 

HILDY. Holy God!— Get away from 
that window, (earl obeys, hildy 
strides to the door and locks it. He 
comes hack and stands staring at 
EARL and scratches his head) Well, 
for God’s sake . . . 

EARL. I’m not afraid to die. I was 
, tellin’ the fella that when he handed 
me the gun. 

HILDY. Shut up a second! (He locks 
the door.) 

EARL (hahhling on). Wakin* me up 
in the middle of the night . . . talk¬ 
ing to me about things they don’t 
understand. Callin’ me a Bolshevik. 

I ain’t a Bolshevik. I’m an anarch¬ 
ist. (hildy is fulling do-wn the 
blinds and putting out the lights) 
It’s got nothin’ to do with bombs. 
It’s the one philosophy that guaran¬ 
tees every man freedom. (Weakly) 
All those poor people being crushed 
by the System. And the ^ys that 
were killed in the war. And in the 
slums—all those slaves to a crust of 
bread—I can hear 'em cryin’— 

HILDY. Be quiet! The hell with that. 
Shut up! . . . will you? (He is hunt¬ 
ing for a hiding place.) 

EARL. Go on . , . take me back and 
hang me ... I done my best. . . . 
(He crumples and falls to the floor. 
HILDY stands for a second, desper¬ 
ate. His eye falls on the toilet door. 
He considers, picks up williams 
and hurriedly dumps him inside the 
toilet. He closes the door and springs 
for the telephone.) 

HILDY (into phone). Hello. . . , 
Gimme Walter Bums, quick! (Sec¬ 


ond phone rings, hildy hesitatest 
then answers it, propping first re- 
ceiver between ear and shoulder) 
^ Hello! . . . Hello! . . . Oh, hello, 
Peggy. . . . Listen, for God’s sake 
have a heart, will you? Something 
terrific has happened! (Into first 
phone) Walter? Hildy . . . No, the 
hell with that. Listen—come right 
over here. . . . Come over here right 
away. . . . Wait a minute, (hzto 
second phone) For God’s sake, Peg¬ 
gy, quit bawling me out, will you? 
I'm in a hell of a jam! (Back to Wal¬ 
ter) Walter! Get this—I only want 
to say it once. ... I got Earl Wil¬ 
liams. ... Yes! ♦.. Here in the press 
room! . . . Honest to God! . . . For 
God’s sake, hurr)^! I need you. . . . 

I will. (Hangs up. Into peggy’s 
phone again) Listen, darling, this 
is the biggest thing that ever hap¬ 
pened. . . . Now, wait! Don’t cry. 
Wait till I tell you. (Lowers his 
voice) I just captured Earl Williams! 
(In an intense whisper) Earl Wil¬ 
liams . . . the murderer! I got him. 

. . . For God’s sake, don’t tell any¬ 
body. . , . Aw, Peggy . . . Peggy . . . 

I can’t. ... I can’t now! . . . Good 
Lord! Don’t you realize ... 7 know, 
but Peggy . . . (She has hung up) 
Hello, Peggy . . . Peggy! (hildy 
han'gs up the phone dejectedly. Dur¬ 
ing the last few speeches, there has. 
been a knocking on the door, hildy 
glares apprehensively and holds him¬ 
self ready for fight. He moves to the 
door, and as he approaches it, cries) 
Who is it? (There is no ans^v&r. 
hildy opens the door cautimisly. 
MOLLiE bounds in like a wildcat. He 
seizes her and wrestles with her) 

Wait a minute! What the hell do 
you want? 

MOLLIE (wildly). Where they gone? 
You know where they are. 



Io6 BEN HECHT AND CHARLES MAC ARTHUR 


hildy. Get outa here, Mollie! 

MOLLiE. They got him surrounded. 
They’re gonna shoot him—like a dog. 

HiLDV. Listen! They’re lookin for 
you, too! If you’re smart, you’ll get 
outa here. 

MOLLIE. For God’s sake, tell me 
where they’ve gone. I ain't afraid of 
them, the yella murderers . . . 

HiLDY. I’ll tell you where they are. 
Tliey’re out at Clark Street! That’s 
where they are! Clark and Fuller¬ 
ton! 

MOLLIE. Where? Where? . . . (The 
foilet door opens and eaj\l wil¬ 
liams appears, dazed and blinking. 
MOLLIE sees him) Oh! (A knock on 
the outer door is heard.) 

«ILDY (with a desperate look at the 
ioor). Oh, for Christ’s—I . . . Sh—! 
(With a desperate gesture for si¬ 
lence, and tiptoeing towards door) 

Who is it? 

wooDENSHOBS (outside). It’s me. 

iaiLDY. What do you want, Wood- 
mshoes? 

wooDENSHOES (outside). I got some 
important information for you . . . 
clue . . . 

HILDY. I’ll be right with you. I’m 
making a person^ call. . . . (Turn¬ 
ing to the two, tensely) Get back in 
there! (Indicating toilet.) 

MOLLIE. What’s this ... a double 

^TOSS? 

FiLDY. Damn it! I’m trying to save 

him. « • • 


WOODENSHOBS (outside). This is 
very important. 

MOLLIE (to earl). What are you 
doing here? 

HILDY (to mollie). Keep him quiet! 
It’s a cop! (On his way to the door) 
I’ll get rid of him , . . (He opens the 
door cautiously and steps quickly 
into the hall, leaving his arm behind 
him, his hand on the inside knob of 
the door. Loud and friendly) Hello, 
Woodenshoes! What’s on your mind? 
(During the ensuing scene a hardly 
audible conversation takes place be¬ 
tween HILDY and WOODENSHOES. 

hildy’s shoulder is visible in the 
door.) 

EARi.. Thank you for those roses ... 

MOLLIE. How did you get here? 
Does anybody know? 

EARL. I came down the rainpipe. 1 
didn’t mean to shoot him. I don’t 
know what happened. 

MOLLIE. But what are you going to 
do? You can’t stay here! They’ll get 
you! 

EARL. I don’t care any more. 

MOLLIE. You’ve got to hide! You’ve 
got to hide somewhere! The rats! 

EARL. No. Don’t do anything. I’m 
ready to go. I don’t care. It's better 
to die for a cause than the way most 
people die—for no reason. 

MOLLIE. You won’t die. They’ll 
never get you. 

EARL. I ain’t important. It’s human¬ 
ity that’s important, like I told you. 
Humanity is a wonderful thin^ 
Mollie. 
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MOLLiE. No, it ain’t. They’re just 
dirty murderers. Look what they 
done to you . . . and to me . . . 

EARL. That's because they don’t 
know any better. 

MOLLIE. You’re too good for ’em . . . 
that’s why. 

EARL. You’re good, too. 

MOLLIE (with wonder'). Me? 

EARL. Yeah, I think you're wonder¬ 
ful. ... I wrote out a statement to¬ 
day and left it with Mr- Jacobi, so 
that when I was dead people would 
understand what I meant. There was 
a lot about you in it. I said you were 
the most beautiful character I ever 
met. 

MOLLIE (blinking and dazed). Yeah? 

HiLDY (entering, indicating toilet). 
Get back in there! The fellows are 
coming down the hall now! (He 
locks the door.) 

MOLLIE. They’ll find him there! 

HILDY. Well, there isn’t any place 
else. (He looks helplessly around the 
room; at that moment someone tries 
the door knob.) 

MOLLIE. There’s somebody! 

HILDY. Sssh! 

ENDicorr (outside). Who locked 
the door? 

HILDY. Coming right away, Mike. 
(Whispers to mollie) He's got to 
go in there! 

BNDicoTY (outside). Well, for God’s 
sake, hurry. 


MOLLIE. Oh, my God! 

HILDY. Wait a minute! I got an idea! 
(Springs and opens the desk) Can 
you get in this desk? 

WILSON (outside). What the hell’s 
going on in there? (Starts to pound 
on door.) 

EARL. What good’ll it do? 

HILDY. We’ll get you out in ten min¬ 
utes. 

WILSON (outside). Open jip there, 
will you? 

HILDY. All right, all right. God 
damn it! 

EARL. Please, don’t talk like that in 
front of her. 

MOLLIE (to earl). Go on! Please! 
Please! 

earl. They’ll find me, anyhow. 
(More pounding.) 

HILDY. All right. I’m coming! (To 

earl) Keep dead quiet. Don’t even 
breathe. 

MOLLIE. I’ll be right here. I won’^ 
leave you. 

ENDICOTT (outside, shouting). Hey. 
what the Cx)d-damn hell? 

HILDY. Keep your shirt on! (He 
opens the door) What are you try¬ 
ing to do! Kick down the building? 
(endicott and wilson enter. Head 
for phones at back.) 

ENDICOTT. Kind of exclusive, ain’t 
you? (Sees mollie) Oh! (Elabo 
rately) I beg your pardon. 
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WILSON. City desk, please! What’s hildy (on edge). He always Kad 
the idea or locking the door? 


lead in his pants 


HILDY. I was inter\'iewing her. 
ENDicoTT (flt 'phone'). Gimme the 

city desk. . . • What was he doing 
to her? 

WILSON. With the blinds down. 
(murphy enters.) 

MURPHY. Where the hell you been, 
Hildy? There’s the damnedest Hal¬ 
lowe’en going on-the whole police 
force standing on its ear. (At phone) 
Murphy talking. Gimme the desk. 

WILSON (into phone). Wilson speak- 
ing. No luck yet on Williams. Call 
you back! 

(kruger enters.) 

KRUGER. God, I never was so tired 

in my life. 

hildy. Any news? 

MURPHY (into phone). This is Mur¬ 
phy. . . . Well, they surrourjded the 
house, only Williams wasn’t there. 


MC CUE (at his phone), McCue 
talking. Gimme the desk. 

KRUGER (phoning). This is Kruger, 
out with Hartman s deputies. . . . 
Yeah?. ... I’m in the drug store at 
Clark and Fullerton. Well, call me 
back if you don’t believe me. (Hangs 

up.) 

MCCUE (into phone). That so? Ill 
check on it. (Hangs up) There’s 
something doing at Harrison Street 
Station. (Into phone) Gimme Hai^ 
risen 2500 . Hurry it, will you please? 

KRUGER (to MOLLIB, who tS ttl th( 

smvel chair in front of the desk). 
What’s the idea, Mollie? Can t you 
flop somewhere else? 

MURPHY. Yeah, parking her fanny 
in here like it was a cathouse. (Takes 
a sniff of the air) Fleur de Eoosie, 
she’s got on. 

KRUGER (neighing Ithe a horse). 
Makes me passionate! 


KRUGER. Gimme a rewrite man. 

(mc CUE enters.) 

MC CUE (entering). Jesus, what a 
chasel 

murphy (into phone). Wait a min¬ 
ute. They shot somebody, anyhow. 
Here you are! Ready? Herman 
Schulte, the SherifF’s brother-in-law. 
He was leading the squad through 
the house and was looking under a 
bed when Deputy John F. Watson 
came in the room and mistook him 
for Earl. Shot him right in the pants. 
Yeah. A hull’s eye. Right. (Hangs 
up.) 


MURPHY. Go on, Mollie, put it some¬ 
where else. Go out and stink up 
Clark Street. 

MOLLIE (nervous and twitching). 

You lay off me! 

MC CUE. Look out—she’ll start hawl- 
ing again. (Into phone) 111 hold 
the wire. Only don’t forget me. 

hildy. Let her alone, fellas. She’s 
not doing anything. 

MURPHY (to hildy). What the hell 
are you two so chummy about? 
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bndicott. Yeah, they were locked in 
here together when we come along. 

WILSON. Wouldn’t open the door. 

MC CUE. You’ll be out of training 
for your honeymoon—playing pi¬ 
nochle with this baby. 

MURPHY. I thought you were going 
to catch a train. 

KRUGER. He was running around 
here ten minutes ago with his pants 
on fire about going to New York. 

ENDicoTT. Told us he was interview¬ 
ing her. 

MURPHY. 'tVhat are you trying to do? 
Scoop us^ 

HiLDY. Tm waiting here for Walter. 
He’s coming over with some dough. 

MC CUE (^^honing^, Hello, Sarge. 
McCue, I hear you got a tip on Wil¬ 
liams. 

WILSON. Look, she’s got the shakes. 
What the hell you making faces 
about? 

ENDICOTT (singing childishly'). She’s 
jealous because Hildy’s going to be 
married. 

HILDY. Go on— Show ’em you can 
smile through your tears. Relax. 

MOLLiE. You let me alone—all of 
you. (scHWARTZ entcTs.) 

MC CUE (into 'phone). Yeah! What’s 
the address! 

SCHWARTZ. Hello, fellas. What the 
hell, Hildv? You still here? 


ENDICOTT. Yeah, and trying to hang 
something on us, if you ask me 
What’s the low-down, Hildy? 

SCHWARTZ. Who the hell nulled 
these shades down? 

MC CUE Churning from phor7j). f ley! 
this looks good. An old lady just 
called up the detective bureau and 
claims Williams is hiding under hei 
piazza. 

ENDICOTT. Tell her to stand up. 

MURPHY. Who you got there? 

MC CUE. The Captain. 

MURPHY. Let me talk to him. (Tak¬ 
ing the phone) Hello, Turkey. . . . 
How’s your gussie mollie? . . . 1 
hear this guy Williams is hiding ir\ 
your mustache. . . . Yeah? Well, get 
your nose out of the way. (Hangs 
up. Points to mollie’s crossed and 
highly visible legs) Oooh! Lookitl 
Pike’s Peak! 

MC CUE. Listen, fellows, that sounds 
like a pretty good tip. What do you 
say? 

HILDY. If you boys want to get out 
I’ll cover this end for you. 

ENDICOTT. Aw, the hell with chasing 
around any more. I spent a dollai 
forty on taxis already. 

KRUGER (flat on his hack). Don't 
let’s do any more going out. 

SCHWARTZ (who has gone tu the 
window). If you ask me, I got a 
hunch Williams ain’t anywhere they 
been looking for him. 

WILSON. How do you mean? 
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pipe and crawl into any one of these 
windows on this side. • . » 


SCHWARTZ. Well, I just been talk¬ 
ing to Jacobi about that roof hes 
supposed to have jumped off of. 
Look! Now there’s that skylight he 

got out of. 

ENDicoTT. \\diere'? 

mccue Qooking owO* Jesus, how 
could he get from there to the 

ground? 

C> 

SCHWARTZ. That’s just the point. 
Jacobi’s gone up there with a couple 
of cops to look over the whole roof. 

mccue (leaning out). I tell you 
what he could have done, though. 
Look! He could have jumped over 
to this roof. That’s only about four 
feet. 

ENDICOTT. Yeah, he could have done 
that, all right. 

KRUGER (u'^earily'). Im pretending 
there ain’t no Earl Williams. 

SCHWARTZ. And that’s why Im tell- 
ing you guys that I don t think this 
guy Williams is anywhere they been 
looking for him. I got a stinking 
hunch he’s right in this building. 

HiLDY (derisive). Hanging around 
like a duck in a shootin’ gallery, I 
suppose! You’re a lot of bright 
guys. , . . 

Mc CUE (sfil/ looking). It’d be easy, 
once he got on this roof. . . . 

HILDY (ividi nervous hiiority). Hey 
—Sherlock Holmes, what correspond- 
mce school did you graduate from? 

SCHWARTZ, what’s the matter wdth 

that? He could come down the lain- 


KRUGER. Well if the story’s going to 
walk right in the window—I 

HILDY. The master minds at work! 
Why don’t you guys go home—he'll 
probably call on you. . . . 

(bensinger enters and approaches 
his desk, mollie, sitting in his chair, 
is hidden from him at the moment 
hy one or two of the reporters.) 

bensinger. Hello, Hildy. Thought 
you were going to New York, (hildy 
has sprung into action with bensin- 
ger’s entrance, eensinger sees mol¬ 
lie) For God*s sake, what’s she do- 
ina in my chair? (mollie springs 
up) Is that the only place you can 
sit? That’s my property and I don’t 
want anybody using it! 

HILDY (leaning against the closed 
desk). Nobody’s using it, Roy. Ev¬ 
erything’s all right. 

bensinger (anxiously). Any of you 
fellows got some aspirin? 

ENDICOTT. No, sweetheart, but I 
got some nice cyanide. 

bensinger (sitting down). Cut the 
kidding, fellows. I tell you I’m sick. 

SCHWARTZ. How about a good truss? 
I’ll sell it to you cheap. 

HILDY. What’s the matter, Roy? Off 
your feed? 

bensinger. If I haven’t got a good 
case of grippe coming, I miss my 
guess. (Reaching for desk cover) 
Cet out of the way, will you? 

HILDY (not moving). I hope you 
didn’t get it off me. 
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BBNSiNGBR. I got it off somebody. 
Ever)'body using my phone all the 
time—it’s a wonder I ain’t caught 
anything worse. CPushing hildy 
slightlyO Look out, I got to get my 
cup. 

HILDY Qdouhling up as if with a vio¬ 
lent cramp'). Wait a minute, will 
you? 


BENSiNGER. That ain’t funny! 

KRUGER. For God’s sake, Roy, can’t 
you see he’s kidding you. (hildy fol¬ 
lowing BENSINGER, scizcs him.') 

BENSINGER. Let go of nic! You may 
have something contagious! If you’re 
sick go to a hospital! (hildy coughs 
in his face) For the love of God! 


BENSINGER Cftightened). What’s the murphy. It’s no worse than a bad 
matter? cold, Roy. 


HILDY Cfaintly). I don’t know, oh— 
BENSINGER. Don’t you feel all right? 

HILDY. No. (Coughs violently in 
bensinger’s face.) 

BENSINGER. Don’t do that! 

HILDY (weakly). Do what? 

BENSINGER. Cough on a guy! Jesus! 

HILDY. Well, I don’t know what’s 
the matter. I suddenly got a pain 
right— (Vaguely indicates his throat) 
and a kind of rash on my chest. 
(Opening his shirt.) 

BENSINGER (recoUing). What? 
You’ve probably got some disease! 

MURPHY. Sure! He’s got the pazooza! 

HILDY (advancing on bensinger, 
tries to take his hand). Feel! Ain’t 
that fever? 

BENSINGER (retreating from the 
desk). Hey, cut it out! It may be 
diphtheria! 

HILDY. I woke up this morning, and 
had yellow spots all over my stomach. 


HILDY (opening his mouth). Can 
you see anything in there? Aaah! 

BENSINGER. Listen, fellows! You ain’t 
got any sense, letting him hang 
around here. We’ll all catch it, what¬ 
ever it is! (They all laugh) All right, 
laugh! But I'm going to get this place 
fumigated! 

MURPHY. The hell you are! 

BENSINGER (fiirtously). The hell I 
ain’t. We got to breathe this air. I’m 
gonna get Doc Springer and clean 
this whole place up! You God-damn 
maniacs. (Exits, hildy leans weakly 
up against the desk and latighs hys¬ 
terically.) 

endicott. What’s the idea, Hildy? 
Now he’ll be burning sulphur for 
a week like last time. . . . 

MC CUE. Yeah, you’re leavin’, but 
we gotta work here, with all them 
stink pots. . . . What a sense of 
humor you got. 

SCHWARTZ. Now look here. What 
about Williams? Let’s get the cops 
and search the building. What do 
you say? 

endicott. I could use that reward. 
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^^uRPHy. What the hell could you 
do with ten grand? . . . 

EvoicoTT. You could havc a girl in 
every room at the Sherman Hotel 
tor that. . . . 

MURPHY. You’d never get past the 
basement. 

MC CUE. It would be funny if we 
found him right here in the build- 
ing. 

SCHWARTZ. What do you say? Should 
we get the cops? 

MURPHY. Call up Lieut. Callahan, 
Mac. Tell him we got a hot tip. 

xHLDY. Wait! What do you want 
to call the cops for? Suppose he is 
in the building. They’ll grab all the 
reward and you guys won’t get a 
smell. 

5CHWARTZ. Huh? 

WILSON. Tliat’s right. 

HiLDY. Listen! Each of us take a floor 
and whoever finds him, we split it 
up. What do yo”. say? 

WILSON. That’s not a bad idea. 

KRUGER. I’ll stay here. 

HILDY. Two grand apiece! Why we 
could retire for life! You could pay 
off all those loan sharks, Jimmie, and 
ha\ e enough left to stay stinko for¬ 
ever! 

MC CUB. I don't know, getting my 
can blown off. 

HILDY. What else is it good for? . , . 
Besides, he can’t hurt anybody. . • . 


What do you say? Do you want to 
try it? 

MRS. GRANT Renters, in a very right¬ 
eous mood). Well! 

HILDY (stricken). Now—now, listen, 

mother— 

MRS. GRANT. Don’t you mother me! 
If you’ve got anything to say for your¬ 
self you come downstairs and say it 
to Peggy. 

HILDY. Listen, mother, tell Peggy 
ni be downstairs in five minutes, 
will you? Will you go down and tell 
her that? 

MRS. GRANT. No, Sir— I don’t move 
out of here without you. 

HILDY. Listen, mother, you don’t 
understand. Now I told Peggy— 

MRS. GRANT. I know what you told 
her! A lot of gibberish about a mur¬ 
derer! 

HILDY. No— no! 

MRS. GRANT. I don’t Care if you did 
catch him, you come with me this 
minute! 

THE REPORTERS. I knew Something 

stunk around here. Who savs he 
caught him? What’s going on. What 
do you mean caught a murderer? 
etc. (In the midst of this habel, 
wooDENSHOES cntc^s; stands listen- 
ing.) 

HILDY. No, No! I don’t know what 
she’s talking about! I didn’t t^ll her 
any such thing. 

MRS. GRANT. YcS, YOU did! 
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mollib. He never told her that! 

HiLDY. I said I was trying to catch 
one, that's all! You got it balled up, 
mother! 

MURPHY (to mollie). What do ycnt 
know about it;" How do you know 
he didn't? 

MOLLIE. Let go of my arm! 

ENDicoTT. Hildy and that tart were 
in here together! 

wooDENSHOEs. Yah! Yah! She’s the 
one that knows! Ask herl 

MURPHY Cwheeling on him). What 
do you mean she knows? 

WOODENSHOES. Serchay la femme! 
(To mollie) Where's Earl Wil¬ 
liams? 

MOLLIE. How the hell should I 
know? 

WOODENSHOES. Where have you got 
him hid? 

MURPHY (viciously). Who you hold¬ 
ing out on, Hildy? Come clean, or 
God damn it, we'll knock it out of 
you! (The reporters surround 

HILDY menacingly.) 

mo cue, Veah. What the hell! Sock 
him, Jimmie! 

ENDICOTT. You dirty double-crosser. 

MOLLIE (wildly). Wait! You God 
damn stool pigeons! He don’t know 
where Earl Williams is. I’m the one 
that knows. 

ENDICOTT. What do you mean you 

know? (The reporters turn on 

MOLLIE.) 


WOODENSHOES. Where is he? 

MOLLIE. Go find out, you lousy heels 
You don’t think I’m gonna tell! 

WOODENSHOES. You’ll tell all right! 
We’ll make you . . . 

MOLLIE (slowly hacking toward the 
door). Yeah? . . . Yeah . . . the hell 

I uall. 

HILDY (who has remained riveted 
to the desk). Let her alone . . . she’s 
goofy! (mollie lunges suddenly for 
the door.) 

THE REPORTERS. Look OUt! . . . 

Close that door . . . For Chris' 
sake! Don’t let her get away. (She is 
headed off at the door.) 

Mc CUE. You ain't gettin' out o' here 
Mollie. 

ENDICOTT. Now whcrc is he? In the 
building? 

MC CUE. Where you hidin’ him? 

MOLLIE. I ain’t gonna squeal! I ain’t 
gonna squeal! 

MURPHY (a'p'proaching her slowly). 
Come on, you lousy tart! Before we 
kick your teeth out! 

ENDICOTT. D’ye want us to call the 
cops and give you the boots? 

MURPHY. Go on, Woodenshoes. Slap 
it out of her! 

WOODENSHOES (reaching for her). 
Come on now. \^ere is he before I 
hurt vou? 

MOLLIE (tearing away from him, 
wild and blubbering). Take your 
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hands off me, you God-damn kidney 
foot! (S/ie sjiCJtches at a chair and 
swings it at the slowly advancing 
circle of men) Let me alone or I’ll 
knock your God-damn heads off. . . • 

ENDicoTT. Put down that chair! 

SCHWARTZ. Get around—get on the 
side of her. 

MOLLIE (backing away, swinging 
her chair). No you don tl You has- 
tards! Keep away from me! 

KRUGER. Grab her, 

MOLLIE (with a last wild look at the 
circling foe). You’ll never get it out 
of me. . . . (S/ie hurls the chair at 
their heads and screams) I’ll never 
tell! Never! (S/ie leaps for the open 
window and disappears. Her scream 
of terror and exidtation is heard as 
she d'-ops through the darkness to 
the around. The REPORTERS stand 

O 

riveted for an instant, powerless be¬ 
fore the tragedy. Then they rush for- 
ivard. An assortment of owed and 
astonished oaths rise from them. 
They lean out of the window. 
wooDENSHOES the Theorist stands 
sick at heart. His body is doubled up 
with pain for a moment. Through 
the babble of cries his voice comes 
thickly.) 

wooDENSHOES. Oh! I \iever thought 
she'd do that! ThaPs terrible. . . . 

MRS. GRANT (coniing out of a 
trance). Take me out oF here! Take 
me out of here! Oh, my God! 
(^he collapses in a chair.') 

THE REPORTERS C^f the window"). 
■She ain’t killed. . . . No. . . . She*s 
moving- . . . Get the cops, Wooden- 
ihocs. . . . Come on fellas. . . . 


HiLDY. Holy God—the poor kid . , , 
the poor kid. (Voices come from the 
jail yard—“Hey Carl. . . . Get a doc¬ 
tor/ What the hell! Who is it? What 
happened?’' etc. The reporters 
rush out to get to mollie. hildy 
stands dazed, looking out of the win¬ 
dow. MRS. GRANT WOflMS through kCT 
hands. As the vibrations subside a 
newcomer is standing in the door. 
This is MR. WALTER BURNS, the 

Managing Editor. Beneath a dapper 
and very citizen-like exterior lurks a 
hobgoblin, perhaps the Devil him¬ 
self. But if MR. BURNS is the Devil 
he is a very naif one. He is a Devil 
with neither point nor purpose to 
him—an undignified Devil hatched 
for a bourgeois Hallowe'en. In less 
hyperbolic language MR. burns is 
that product of thoughtless, pointless, 
nerve-drumming unmorality that is 
the Boss Journalist—the licensed 
eavesdropper, trouble maker, homh- 
inator and Town Snitch, misnamed 
The Press. At this moment mr. 
BURNS, in the discharge of his high 
calling, stands in the door, nerveless 
and meditative as a child, his mind 
open to such troubles as he can find 
or create.) 

HILDY (seeing him). Walter! My 
God—did you see that? 

WALTER (c^uietly). Yes. Where is 
he? 

HILDY. She jumped out of the win¬ 
dow. 

WALTER. I know. . . . \Vhere is he, 
I said? 

HILDY (looking out of the urindow). 
She’s moving! Thank God she ain't 
killed herself! 

WALTER. Come to, Hildy! Where 
have you got Williams? 
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matter'). Huh? Hes—hes in the 
desk. (As WALTER goes to desk) 
Thank God she ain’t dead, (waltbr 
opens desk a crack.) 

EARL (muffled). Let me out, I can’t 
stand it! 

WALTER. Keep quiet! You’re sitting 
pretty, 

MRS. GRANT (staring at the Editor). 
What’s the matter? 

WALTER (he wheels). Who the hell 
is that? 

HILDY. It’s my girl’s mother. 

MRS. GRANT. What are you doing? 
Oh, my God! 

WALTER. Shut up! 

MRS. GRANT. I Won’t shut Up! That 
girl killed herself. Oh! You’re doing 
something MTong. What’s in there? 

(diamond LOUIE appears in the door¬ 
way.) 

HILDY. Now, mother, please! 

WALTER. Take her out of here, will 
you? 

MRS. GRANT, What did you say? 

HILDY. Now look here, Walter— 

WALTER. Louie, take this lady over 
to Polack Mike's, and lock her up. 

See that she don t talk to anyone on 
the way! 

MRS. GRANT, What’s that? What’s 
that? 
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HILDY (startled). Aw, now, Walter, 
you can’t do that! 

LOUIE (calls). Hey, Tony! 

MRS, GRANT. Don’t you touch me! 

WALTER. Tell ’em it’s a case of 
delirium tremens. 

LOUIE. Tony, give me a hand with 
this lady. 

HILDY (helplessly). Listen, Walter, 
this’ll get me in a hell of a jam. . . . 
(To MRS. GRANT who, a hand over 
her mouthy is being dragged off, her 
heels trailing) Now don’t worry, 
mothej’, this is only temporary. . . . 
Honest to God, Walter . . . 

MRS. GRANT (vaguely heard). Peggy, 
Peggy! Ch, my God! (Exit TONY, 

LOUIE and MRS. GRANT. HILDY Starts 

out.) 

WALTER (grabs his arm). Where the 
hell do you think you're going? 

HILDY. Let go of me! I gotta get my 

girl! She’s downstairs in a cab all 
alone. 

WALTER. Your girl! Good God, what 
are you? Some puking college boy' 
Why, in time of war you could be 
shot for what you’re doing-for less 
than you’re doing! 

HILDY. To hell with you—there’s 
your story-locked up in that desk! 
Smear it all over the front page- 
Earl Williams caught by the Ex' 
aminer—and take all the credit. 

I covered your story and I covered 
It God damn right. . . , Now I’m 
gettin’ out. , . . 
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WALTER, You drooling saphead . . . 
What do you mean—a story? You've 
got the whole city by the seat of the 
pants! 


WALTER. Why, they’ll be naming 
streets after you. Johnson Street! You 
and I and the Senator are going to 
run this town. . . . Do you under¬ 
stand that? 


HiLDY. I know all about that, but... 

WALTER. You know hell—You got 
the brains of a pancake. . . . Listen, 
Hildy, if I didn’t have your interests 
at heart would I be wastin’ time now 
arguin’ with you! You’ve done some¬ 
thin’ big—you've stepped into a new 
class . . . 

HILDY QD^Artagnan never gave 
Richelieu an ear more startled or 
more innocent). Huh? 

WALTER. Listen, we’ll make such 
monkeys out of these ward heelers 
that nobody will vote for them— 
not even their wives. 

HILDY. Expose ’em, huh . . . 

WALTER. Expose ’em! Crucify ’em! 
We’re gonna keep Williams under 
cover till morning so’s the Examiner 
can break the stor)^ exclusive. . . . 
Then we’ll let the Senator in on the 
capture—share the glory with him. 

HILDY, I see—I see! (Blinking and 
warming uf.) 

WALTER. You’ve kicked over the 
whole City Hall like an applecart. 
You’ve got the Mayor and Hartman 
back against a wall. You've put one 
administration out and another in. 
. . . This ain’t a newspaper story- 
it’s a career. And you standin’ there 
bellyachin’ about some girl. . . . 


HILDY. Yeah. . . . Yeah! But—wait 
a minute—we can’t leave Williams 
here.. .. One of those reporters’ll... 

WALTER. We’re going to take him 
over to my private office right away. 

. . . Where’s :he Examiner phone? 

HILDY. That one. The red one. How 
the hell you gonna do it? They’ll see 
him! 

WALTER. Not if he’s inside the desk. 
We’ll carry the desk over. (Into 
'phone') Hello! Examiner. Give me 
Duffy. ... I’d have had him there 
now if you hadn’t give me such an 
argument. 

HILDY. You can’t take that out. It’s 
crawling 'Aith cops outside. 

WALTER. We’ll lower it out of the 
window with pulleys. Quit stallin’. 
(To hildy) Hildy! Get that machine 
and start pounding out a lead, will 
you. . . . Come on—snap into it. . . . 

HILDY. How much you want on 
it? . . , 

WALTER, All the words you got. . ., 

HILDY. Where the hell is there some 
paper? 

WALTER (into phone). Hello. . . . 
Hello! 


HILDY, Jesus, I— I wasn’t figuring it 
that w'ay, I guess. We’ll be the white- 
haired twys, won’t we? 


HILDY (moving for bbnsinger’s 
desk). Can I call the Mayor an ani¬ 
mal at bay? 
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WALTER. Call him a nigger if you 
want to! Come on! Come on! 

HiLDY. How about that time he had 
his house painted by the fire depart¬ 
ment. 

4 

WALTER. Give him the works. . . 
(Into fhone') Hello, Duffy. Get set! 
We got the biggest story in the world. 
Earl Williams caught by the Ex¬ 
aminer . . . exclusive. . , . (^hildy 
has opened the drawers of ben- 
singer s desk, and in a frantic search 
for paper is tossing play manuscripts, 
syringes, patent medicines and old 
socks in the air.) 


WALTER. Listen, Miss, you can't 
come in here! (Into pho-Ae) T o hell 
with the Chinese earthquake! . , . 
What's that? 

hildy. Listen, darling— 

PEGGY. \^^ere's mother? 

WALTER (into phone). I don't care 
if there’s a million dead. 

HILDY, regg\\ I got to ask you to do 
something! A big favor! 

PEGGY. You’re not coming! 


WALTER (continuing into phone). 
Duffy! Send down word to Butch 
McGuirk I want ten huskies from 
the circulation department to !am 
right over here-press room criminal 
courts building. That’s what I said 
-Butch McGuirk. (To hildy) He’ll 
get that desk out-nothin’ ever 
stopped those boys yet. Childy has 
unearthed a ftdl package of ben- 
singer’s personal stationery. He now 
picks up the typewriter) What if 
they start shootin'? 

WALTER. Fine! (Into phone) Now 
listen, Duffy. I want you to tear out 
the whole front page. . . . That’s 
^vhat I said—the whole front page 

. . out . . . (Into phone). Johnson’s 
Avriting the lead. . . . 

(PEGGY enters—a desperate and stri¬ 
dent antagonist.) 


WALTER (into phone). What? I don’t 
bear you. 

HILDY. Now don’t get sore and fly 
off the handle, darling. What hap¬ 
pened was— 

PEGGY. You’re not! Are you? Tell 
me, Hildy! Tell me the truth! 

WALTER (into phone). Take all 
those Miss America pictures off Page 
6 . Wait a minute, Duffy. (Turns) 
Now look here, little girl— 

PEGGY (wheels on Walter). You’re 
doing this to him! He was going and 
you stopped him! 

HILDY. Something terrific’s hap¬ 
pened, Peggy! Wait till I tell you! i 
couldn’t— 


PEGGY. Hildy! 

WALTER, What the hell do you want? 
PEGGY. Hildy! 

HILDY (holding the typewriter in 
his arms. Dazed). What? 


WALTER. You’ll tell her nothing! 
She s a woman, you damn fool! 

PEGGY. Well, I’m not going to let 
you do it! You’re coming right now! 
With me! 

WALTER. Holy God! 
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hiidy But it’s the biggest chance Walter (.into yhone). No! Leave 

of my hfe. Now listen darlings the rooster story alone-that s human 

^ interest! 


WALTER (frenzied). Shut up, will 
you? 

PEGGY. You don t want to inany me! 

That’s all! 

HILDY (putting down the type¬ 
writer). That ain’t true! Just be¬ 
cause you won’t listen you’re saying 
I don’t love you when you know I’d 
cut off my hands for you! I’d do any¬ 
thing in the world for you! Any¬ 
thing! 

WALTER (into phone). Hello, DufFy! 
What? . . . What’s that? ... To hell 
with the League oF Nations! Spike 
it! 


PEGGY. You’re just a heartless selfish 
animal without any feelings! (To 
WALTER) And you’re worse! It’s all 
your fault and if you think I’m go¬ 
ing to put up with it— 


WALTER. Shut up, will you? . . . 
(Into phone) DufFy, let me talk to 

Butch— 


HILDY. Shut up, will you? Yeah! 
That’s what I am! A bum! Without 
any feelings! And that’s all I want 
to be! 


WALTER (into phone). Get a hold 
o’ Butch as fast as you can. 


PEGGY. You never intended to be 
decent and live like a human being! 
You were lying all the time! 

HiLvr:. Peggy, don’t keep saying that! 

WALTER (into phone). What’s that? 
U^at? 

PEGGY. Lying! That’s what you were! 
Just lying! 

HILDY (his tortured male spirit takes 
refuge in hysteria). All right! If 
that’s what you think! 

WALTER (sliowfitig at the lovers). H. 
Sebastian God! I’m trying to concen¬ 
trate! 

PEGGY, I see what you are now! 
You’re just a bum! Like him— (I«di- 
catcs Walter) and all the rest! 

HILDY. Sure! That’s what I am! 


PEGGY. You never did love me or you 
couldn’t talk to me like that! (The 
desk top opens slowly and earl wil¬ 
liams sticks his head out.) 

WALTER (screaming across the 
room). Get back in there—you God¬ 
damn turtle . . . (The desk top 
falls, the fugitive disappears within 
and PEGGY, her heartbreak audible 
in her sobs, moves blindly toward 
the door.) 

HILDY (sitting before his typewriter 
calls after her, his voice torme^ited 
but his egoism intact). If you want 
me you’ll have to take me as I am in¬ 
stead of trying to turn me into some 
lah de dah with a cane! I’m no 
stuffed shirt writing peanut ads. , . . 
God damn it—I’m a newspaper man. 

. . . (pEGGY exits, her sobs filling 
the room and corridor.) 

WALTER. Shut up! (I«to plionc as 
the curtain is falling) Hello, Duffy! 
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The edition gone in yet? . . . Well 
don’t. . . . Never mind the mail 
trains. . . . You ain’t working for the 
advertising department. . . . The hell 
with Marshall Field’s! ! Stick on this 
wire! 
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HiLDY (/ms Started typing. The click 
of the keys stops suddenly and he rips 
the piece of copy paper from the 
machine. He is not quite himself— 
he has made an error in his lead). . .. 
God damn it- 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 


The same scene five minutes later, hildy is typing furiously, waiter is 
■pacing up and down. He finally picks up the receiver, which has been stand- 
mg on the table. Into phone, with moderate excitement. 


WALTER. Duffy. . . . Duffy! (To 
hildy) God damn it! I told him to 
stay on that phone. If I had a few 
people who did what they were told 
I could get something accomplished. 
... I bet he never told ’em to take 
taxis. . . . Butch and the gang are 
probably walking over here. . . . 
(Looking out of the window) Oh, for 
Chris sake . . . Now the moon's 
out! (hildy types on. Walter skit¬ 
ters to the desk and taps three times. 
EARL taps hack three times from 
within.) Fine! Three taps is me! 
Don’t forget! . . . You’re sitting 
pretty now. Got enough air? (He 
raises the roll top an inch or two and 
fans air in with his hand) Is that 
better? (CZosiwg the desk and going 
to phone) Lam into ’em, Hildy! Be¬ 
low the belt! Every punch! (Into 
phone, with great sarcasm) Hello! 

... Duffy! Where the hell you been? 
Well, the hell with your diabetes! 
You stick on this phone! Listen, did 
you impress it on Butch to take a 
taxi—that every minute counts? 
Who’s he bringing with him? What 


do you mean, you don’t know? But 
you told Butch it was life and death, 
huh? All right, stick on the wire! 
(Putting down receiver) Duffy’s 
getting old. . . . Well, Butch is on the 
way, Hildy. All we got to do is hold 
out for fifteen minutes. . . . 

HILDY (over his typing). The boys'll 
be back. They’ll be coming in to 
phone. 

WALTER. I’ll handle them. It's that 
three-toed Sheriff Fm worrying 
about. If he starts sticking his snoot 
into this . . . (Cudgeling his hrain) 

I wonder if we could arrest him for 
anything? (hildy has never ceased 
his typing) Did you ever get the 
dope on that stenographer he se- 
duced? 

HILDY (over his shoulder). That was 
the coroner. 

WALTER. Haven’t we got awything 
on him—besides graft? 



120 


BEN HECHT AND CHARLES MAC ARTHUR 


HiLDY (^thotightfully'). He’s got an 
idiot kid in the asylum. 

WALTER ^depressed'). I don’t see how 
vve can use that against him. ^Bright' 
ening') Wait a minute! Idiot kid. 
Idiot kid. , . . (He meditator, then 
Sighs') No, that’s impractical.. . (Ap- 
proaching hildy) What’s your lead? 

HiLDY (with aiithorly pride). “While 
hundreds of Sheriff Hartman s paid 
gunmen stalked through Chicago 
shooting innocent bystanders, spread¬ 
ing their reign of terror, Earl Wil¬ 
liams was lurking less than twenty 
yards from the Sheriff’s office where 
« * • 

WALTER. That’s lousy! Aren't you 
going to mention the Examiner? 
Don't we take any credit? 

HILDY, I’m putting that in the sec¬ 
ond paragraph. . . . 

WALTER. Who the hell’s going to 
read the second paragraph? Ten years 
I’ve been telling you how to write 
a newspaper story—My God, have I 
got to do ever)Thing? Get the story? 
Write the story} . . . 

HILDY. Listen, you bastard! I can 
blow better newspaper stories out of 
my nose than you can write! 

WALTER (cackling). '"While hun¬ 
dreds of paid gunmen are out tak¬ 
ing a walk . . .” God, that stinks! 
y^ou ought to go back to chasing pic¬ 
tures! 

HILDY. Yeah? 

WALTER. You were good at that! 

HILDY. You ungrateful bastard! Who 
wrote the Fitzgerald confession? 


Who wrote Ruth Randall's diarv? 
How about the Dayton flood? Ever, 
the telegraph operator was crying! 

WALTER. All right, make me cry 
now! (Inlo phone) Duffy! Listen, 
Duffy. What’s the name of that re¬ 
ligious editor of ours? The fellow 
with the dirty collar? Sipper what? 
Well, tell the Reverend Sipperly I 
want to see him right aw'ay! . . . (To 
hildy) Do you know what I’m gonna 
do? 

HILDY. Shut up, or I’ll throw this 
typewriter at your head! 

WALTER (happily). I’m going to get 
the Reverend Sipperly to make up a 
prayer for the City of Chicago- 
right across the top of the paper! . . . 
“Our Father Who art in Heaven— 
There were four hundred and 
twenty-one murders in Chicago last 
year!” All in religious lingo, see? 
Eight columns Old English Bold¬ 
face! The God-damnedest prayer you 
ever heard. . . . (Awed at his own 
resourcefulness) Christ, what an 
idea! 

HILDY. You better pray that this desk 
uHll float out of the window over to 
the paper. 

WALTER. Wait a minute, Hildy. . . . 
(The Pentecostal fire upon him) 
Wait, wait! ... I got an inspiration! 
Now take this down, just as I say it! 
(He yanks a page from the type- 
writer.) 

HILDY (leaping). Some dav vouTe 
going to do that, Walter, and I'm 
gonna belt you in the jaw , . . ! You 
God-damn Know-it-all! 

WALTER (chanting). Here's your 
lead: ‘Tlie Chicago Examiner again 
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rode to the rescue of the city last 
night in the darkest hour of her his¬ 
tory! (Lowering his voice') Earl 
Williams—Earl Williams, the Bol¬ 
shevik Tiger, who leaped snarling 
from the gallows upon the flanks of 
the city, was captured . . , 


WALTER (^hlocking his -path). Quite 
a coincidence, my running into you 
tonight. , . . Isn't it, Hildy? 

HiLDY. Yeah. 

BENsmcER. How do you mean? 


HILDY. I got you! I got you! , . . 

WALTER. Go on from therel (hildy 
is hurriedly putting another sheet 
into the machine as the door knob is 
rattled. A pause.) 

hildy. What do you want to do? 

bensinger's voice (outside). 
What’s the idea of locking that door? 

hildy. That’s Bensinger. That’s his 
desk. 

WALTER. What’s his name again? 
(The door knob is rattled violently.) 

HILDY. Bensinger. Reporter for the 
Tribune. . . . Covers the building. 

bensinger’s voice. Open this door, 
wiW you? Who’s in there? 

WALTER. I’ll handle him! The Trib¬ 
une, eh? Watch me. (He opens the 
door. Bensinger appears.) 


bensinger (entering). Ain’t you got 
any more sense than to . . . (Secs 
WALTER. Is overcome at this visita¬ 
tion) Oh, hello, Mr. Bums. , . . 
Why, quite an honor, having you 
come over here. 


WALTER. I was having a little chat 
about you just this afternoon—with 
Mr. Duffy. 

bensinger. Is that so? (Essaying a 
pleasantry) Nothing detrimental, i 
Hope, 

WALTER. I should say not! That was 
one swell story you had in the paper 
this morning. 

bensinger (deeply moved). Well, 
I'm glad you think so, Mr. Burns 
Did you care for the poem? 

WALTER. The poem? . . . The poem 

was great! I got a big kick out of 
that. 


bensinger (blinking at these swee\ 

words). Did you like the endingr 
(He recites) 


. . . And all is well, outside his cell 
But in his heart he hears 

The hangman calling and the oallows 
falling 

And his white-haired mother’s 
tears . . 


WALTER (overcowie). Heartbreak¬ 
ing! Isn t it, Hildy? Bensinger, how 
would you like to work for me? 


BENSINGER. What! 


WALTER (casually). 
singer. 


Hell©, Ben- 


BENsiNGER. Excusc me. I just want 
to— (Starts for the desk.) 


WALTER. I mean it. We need some¬ 
body like you. All we got now is a 
lot of low'brows and legmen. Like 
Johnson, here. (Pushing bensinger 
from the desk) I tell you what 
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you do. Go over and talk to EHiffy 
now. I just had him on the phone. 
You’ll catch him if you hurry. 

BENSiNGER. You mean seriously, Mr. 
Burns? 

WALTER. I’ll show you how serious 
I am. . . - CClinging to bensinger’s 
'pants, he takes him to the phone. 
Into phone) Duffy! I’m sending Ben- 
singer over to see you. (To ben- 
sincer) Mar\'in, isn’t it? 

BENSINGER. No. Roy. Roy V. 

WALTER. Funny I should forget that! 
(Into phone) Roy Bensinger, the 
poet. Put him right on the staff! 

BENSINGER. Right away, you mean? 

WALTER (mfo phone). Never mind 
what doing . . . He’ll tell you. No, 
I’ll talk salary with him right here. 
(To roy) How much you getting 
on the Tribune, Roy? 

BENSINGER. Scventy-five. 

WALTER. Bensinger, I’ll give you a 
hundred and a by-line. (Into phone) 
He’s to get a hundred and a by-line, 
Duffy. Tell the cashier. Let him have 
ever)Thing he wants. He can use the 
big desk in the comer. (To ben¬ 
singer, dropping receiver) Now 
hustle right over to the office and 
tell Duffy I’ve—I’ve assigned vou to 
uTite the human interest side of the 
man hunt. I want it from the point 
of view of the escaped man. (Act¬ 
ing it nut) He hides, cowering . . . 
afraid of every light, of every sound 
. . . hears footsteps ... his heart go¬ 
ing like that . . . And all the time 
they’re closing in . . . get the sense 
of an animal at bay! 


BENSINGER. Sort of a Jack London 

style? 

WALTER. Exactly. Now you ain't got 
a minute to lose. Hop right over to 
the office. 

BENSINGER. Well, I don’t know about 
quitting the Tribune that way, Mr. 
Bums. It’s not quite ethical. . . . 

WALTER. What did they ever do for 
you? . . . They’ve never considered 
your interests—that is, from what I 
hear. . • * 

BENSINGER. Well, between you and 
me they have given me a pretty rot¬ 
ten deal. Tlie way they handle my 
copy’s a shame—just butcher it. 

WALTER. Your copy will be sacred 
on the Examiner. I guarantee that 
personally.... (He edges bensinger 
toward the door.) 

BENSINGER (the artist). You can’t 
lop off the end of a story and get the 
same effect. The whole feeling goes 

• • • 

WALTER. Of course. Now I want a 
real Bensinger story tomorrow morn¬ 
ing, with a crackerjack poem on the 
side. (He has him nearly to the 
door.) 

BENSINGER (indicating his desk). I 
got my rhyming dictionary in . . . 

WALTER. It don’t have to rhyme! 
Now duck! 

BENSINGER. Gee, I’m terribly grate¬ 
ful, Mr. Bums. (Pausing in the door¬ 
way) Do you suppose there might 
be an opening some time as foreign 
correspondent? I parlay a little 
French, you know. 
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WALTER (shaking hands with him 
and pushing him ouO- That’ll all 
depend on your self. I’ll keep you 
in mind. 

BENSINGER (ow liis way to Garcia'). 
Well, au revoir, mon capitaine! 

WALTER (fiever at a loss in any 
language). Bon jour! (walter closes 
the door and skips to the phone. Into 
phone) Duffy! Listen. Now get this! 
A God damn Tribune sneak is com¬ 
ing over to get a job. Yeah, Ben- 
singer, the fellow I told you about. 
Now listen, handle him with kid 
glo^•es and tell him to get busy writ¬ 
ing poetry. No . . . no! We don't 
want him. But wait till he oets 
through. Then tell him his poetry 
stinks and kick him down the stairs. 

. . . (Lars receiver down. To 
hildy) His white-haired mother’s 
tears! (Picks up hildy's copy) Come 
on, Hildy, tear into it! Don’t sit 
there like a frozen robin! 

hildy (coming out of the ether). 
You’ve just bitched up my whole 
life! That’s what you've done! 

WALTER (oblivious to this mood). 
Listen, Hildy. \Ve ought to have our 
plans all set when Butch gets here. 
All we can look for out of that guy 
is pure, peasant strength ... A 
mental blank. (Sentimentally) But 
he'd go through hell for me! 

HILDY. \^ffiat a fine horse’s bustle I 
turned out to be! 

WALTER (as before). The window’s 
out. . . . We’ll have him pick it up 
and walk right out of the building 
with it. With ten guys it’ll be a 
cinch. 

HILDY. She was the most wonder¬ 
ful girl rU ever know . . . (walter 


looks at him in horror and disgust) 
She had spirit, brains, looks . . . 
everything! 

WALTER. Who the hell you talking 
about? 

HILDY, My girl! God damn it! \\To 
do you think? 

WALTER. What are you going to do? 
Start mumbling about your girl 7 iow? 
\ou got a story to write! 

HILDY. I practically told her to go to 
hell—like she was some waitress! 

WALTER. You acted like a man foi 
the first time in your life! Novv, 
don’t start crawling no^v! 

HILDY. 111 never love anybody else 
again! They don’t come like that 
twice in a man’s life. 

WALTER. You'll sleep it off. Now 
listen, Hildy. I got enough on my 
mind! 

HILDY. When she w'as sick in the 
hospital and you sent me on that wild 
goose chase all over Kentucky for 
three weeks she never c^'en com 
plained. . . . 

WALTER. Ha, ha. Sick in the hos 
pital! 

HILDY. Damn it, she was! She nearlv 
died! ^ 

WALTER. I see. She didn’t complain, 
but she just nearly died! That's all! 

HILDY (almost to himself). I would 
have been on the train now ... I 
would have been . . . 

WALTER (confidentially). Listen, 
Hildy. 1 was in love once—with 
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my third wife. I treated her white- 
let her have a maid and everything! 

I was sweet to her! 

HiLDY. Who cares about your God 
damned wife? 

WALTER. I trusted her. Then 1 let 
her meet a certain party on the Trib¬ 
une and what happened? One night 
I came home unexpectedly—I let my¬ 
self in through the bathroom win¬ 
dow—and there they were! In bed. 

HILDY. I don’t w'ant to hear about 
your troubles. I got enough. . . . 

WALTER (intemtpting ecstatically'). 
'I'he \ery next morning, what do I 
find in the Tribune, all over the front 
page? My traction storyy I d been sav¬ 
ins for two months! 

HILDY You know a lot about women! 
You and vour God damn stable of 
tarts! You never met a decent woman! 
You wouldn’t know what to do with 
a pure girl! . . . 

WALTER Cowlishly). Oh, yes I 

w'ould! 

HILDY. You take that back! 

WALTER (^deciding to reason with his 
young friend). What do you think 
ivomcn are? Flowers? Take that dame 
that shot the dentist! And Mrs. Ver- 
milva! Husband comes home all worn 
out, hungrv', takes a spoonful of soup 
and falls dead! Arsenic! And Mrs. 
Petras! Burning her husband up in 
a furnace! When vouVe been in this 
business as long as I have you’ll know 
what women arc! Murderers! Bor- 
gias! 

HILDY. My God, I’m a sap' Falling 
for vour line of crap . . . ' Naming 
•■treets after me! 


WALTER. Now, listen, Hildy. You’ve 
had 1 good rest. Get back on the 
story. That's all you got to do. . . . 
(Hands him a 'pocket flask) Here. 
You’re just nervmus. . . . 

HXLDY. rU take that! . . . ( Goes to 

the water cooler. Pouring) I’ll get 

stewed tonight, and I’m gonna stay 

stewed for the rest of my life! Yeah, 

I'll be a newspaperman! Right in 

vour class! (The door knob is tried.) 

✓ 

WALTER (whispering). Shut up' 

HILDY. On my pratt in a monkey 
cage! 

WALTER. Shut up, you fathead! 
(hildy drinks. The knocking con¬ 
tinues. WALTER approaches the 
door) If that's Bensinger again, we’ll 
crown him and throw him in the can 
for keeps! (To the door) Who is it? 

DIAMOND LOUIE (outsidc). Hcllo, 

Boss. . . . 

WALTER. It’s Louie. . . . (He opens 
the door, dumond louie appears, 
hearing some evidence of a mishap 
His hat is crushed, face bruised, 
clothes torn. Walter sees this with 
alarm) My God, what’s the matter! 

HILDY (frantically), Where’s the old 
lady? 

WALTER. What did you do with h^r? 

HILDY. What the hell happened? 

WALTER. You been in a fight? 

LOUIE (still out of breath). Down 
Wentworth Avenue. We were going 
si.xty-five miles an horn, you knov' 
what I mean? 
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WALTER. Take the mush out of your 
mouth! 

HiLDY. Where’s the old ladyl 


LOUIE Orolding his head'). ] don't 
think she’s talking much, you know 
what I mean! (He winks reassur 
iiigly.) 


LOUIE. I’m telling you! We run 
smack into a police patrol. You know 
what I mean? We broke it in half! 

HILDY. My God! Was she hurt? 

WALTER. W^ere is she? Tell me! 

HILDY. For God’s sake, Louie! . . . 


HILDY. My God! Was she killed? 

WALTER (hopefully). Was she? DiJ 
you notice? 

LOUIE. Say, with that alky rap and 
the bank job and the big blow on my 
hip! I should stick around asking 
questions from a lot of cops! 


LOUIE. I nv telling you. Can you 
imagine bumping into a load of cops? 
They come rolling out like oranges! 

HILDY (seizing him). What did you 
do with her, God damn you! 


WALTER. What became of her, I'm 
asking you! 


HILDY (overcome). Oh, my God! 
Dead! That finishes me! . . . 

WALTER. Listen, Hildy. That s Fate. 
What will be, will be! 


HILDY (wdldly). What am I going 
to say to Peggy, for God’s sake^ 
What’ll I tell her? . . . 


LOUIE. Search me! When I come to 
I was running down Thirty-fifth 
Street! Get me? 

HILDY. You were with her! You were 
in the cah, weren’t you! 

LOUIE (exposing his bruised scalp). 
Was I! Tony got knocked cold! 

WALTER. You God-damn butter-fin¬ 
gers! I give you an old lady to take 
somewhere and you hand her over 
to the cops! 

LOUIE. What do you mean, I hand 
her? The patrol wagon was on the 
wrong side of the street! 

WALTER (bitterly). Oh, my God! 

She’s probably squawking her head 

off in some police station! Now every¬ 
thing is fine. 


WALTER. You’re never going to sc( 
her again. Snap out of it! Would vow 
rather have the old dame Jraggin-.* 
the whole police force in here? . . 

HILDY. I killed her! I did it! Oh, n,v 
God, what can I do now? How can T 
ever face her? . . . 

WALTER (becoming the entire l or- 

eign Legion). Listen, Hildy, if it was 
my own mother, I'd carry on, you 
know I would! 

HILDY. You God-damn murdf-ring 
bastard! ° 

WALTER (crescendo). No matte.' how 
I felt! If my heart was breaking! I’d 
carry on! For the paper! 

HILDY (to Louie'). Where v^as itV 
I 11 go out! 
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'vALTiZR. You stay here! I’ll find out 
everything! (Into ■phoned Duffy! . . • 
just a minute. . . . (To louie) 

\\'here was it? 


HILDY (into phone). Hello, Eddie. 
Hildy Johnson. Was there an old 
lady brought in from an auto smash- 

up? . . . 


LOUIE. Wentworth and Thirty- 
fourth . . . near the comer . . . 

WALTER (into phone). Call up the 
Thirty-fifth Street station and ask 
Nick Gallagher if he s got a report on 
any old lady that was in a smash-up 
at Thirty-fourth and Wentworth. . . • 
(To hildy) What’s her name? 

HILDY (brokenly). Mrs. Amelia 
Grant. 

WALTER (iwfo phone). Millie Grant. 
About . . . fifty-seven? (With an 
enquiring look at hildy) Refined. 
White hair. Blue eyes. Black cotton 
stockings. She was wearing rubbers. 
(To hildy, pleased) How’s that for 
noticing? 

hildy (grabbing a phone). Gimme 
an outside wire. 

WALTER. Never mind. We’ll get the 
dope right here ... in two minutes! 
(Another phone rings.) 

HILDY (into phone). Gimme Went¬ 
worth, Four, five, five, seven! . . . 

WALTER (answering the other tele¬ 
phone in guarded tones). Hello. 
Hello. Who? (Wildly) Hello, Butch! 
Where are you 11 

HILDY (into phone). Passavant Hos¬ 
pital? Gimme the Receiving Room, 
will you? 

WALTER. Hotel? You mean you're in 
a hotel? What are you doing there! 
Ain^t you even started? I 


WALTER (panic). Oh, for . . , 

(ScrefljMi«g) H. Sebastian God! 
Butch! Listen, it’s a matter of life 
and death. Butch! Listen! 

HILDY (into phone). Nobody? (Jig¬ 
gles hook) Archer three one two 

four. . . . 

WALTER (into phone). I can't heat 
you! You got who? Speak up! A 
what? III... Holy God, you can’t 
stop for a dame now! 

HILDY (into phone). Is this the Get 
man Deaconess Hospital? 

WALTER (howling). I don't care if 
you’ve been trying to make her for 
six years! Now, listen, Butch! Our 
whole lives are at stake! Are you go¬ 
ing to let some blonde pushover ruin 
everything? . . . What do you mean 
—an hour? It’ll be too late in an 
hour! 

HILDY (into phone). Hello, Max. 
Hildy Johnson. Was there an old 
lady . . . 

WALTER. Butch!! I’d put my arm in 
the fire for you up to here! (Indicates 
up to where) I’d go through hell for 
you! Now you ain't gonna double 
cross me. . , . She does? All right— 
put her on the wire. I'll talk to her. 

, . . Hello! . . . Oh, hello, Madam! 
Now listen here, you God-damn bum 
. .. You can’t keep Butch away from 
his duty! . . . What! What! If... 
What kind of language is that! Hello, 
hello . . . (Turning to louie hang- • 
ing up the telephone) That tub of 
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guts! Lousy whore-headed flannel 
mouth! (Into 'phone') DufFy! (To 
hildy) ril kill ’em—both of them! 
ril butter this town with their brains! 
(Into phone) DufFy! (To the world) 
Mousing around with some big 
blonde Annie! That's co-operation! 
(Screaming into Examiner phone) 
DufFy! ... 

HILDY (to WALTER) Shut Up, will 
ou? (Into phone) You sure! No- 


WALTER (a howl), DufFy! (Throw- 
ing the receiver to the desk) I ought 
to know better than hire anybody 
with a disease! (To louib, panting) 
Louie! It's up to you! 

LOUIE (loyally). Anything you want, 
boss. 

WALTER. Beat it out and get me hold 
of some guys, will you? 

LOUIE. Who do you want? 

WALTER (trembling). I want any¬ 
body with hair on their chests! Get 
them off the streets-anywhere! Offer 
them anything-only get them! (Con- 
pdenttally) Listen, Louie. We got to 
get this desk out of here! 
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WALTER (yelling after him). Don't 

bump into anything! (He locks the 
door,) 

HILDY (emotionally, into phone). 
Calumet two one hundred . . . 

WALTER. That lousy immigrant’ll flop 
on me! I know it. (Bitterly) Can you 
imagine Butch laying up with some 
whisker at the Revere House! At a 
time like this! Listen, Hildy . . . 
(Confidentially) If Louie don’t come 
back in five minutes, we’ll get it out 
alone! There s millions of ways! We 
can start a fire and get the firemen to 
carry it out in the confusion! . . . 

HILDY. Do anything you damn 
please! . . . (Into phone) Ring 
that number, will you? 

WALTER (very excited). We don't 
even have to do tha^ We’ll get the 
Chicago Historical Society to claim it 
as an antique. We can move it out in 
a decent normal manner ourselves! 
Just the two of us! 

HILDY. I don t give a God damn what 
you do! 

WALTER. Come on. Hildy! Come here 
and see if we can move it! 



LOUIE (surveys the desk calmly). Is 
it important? 

WALTER. Is it important! I ! Louie, 
you’re the best friend I got. I’d go 
through hell for you and I know you 
won t fail me. Get me enough peo- 
jde to move it! Do you understand 
that? Now, beat it! And remember. 
I’m relying on you! 

^uiE (departing). You know me. 
The shirt ofiF my back. 


hildy (into phone). Hello! Hello! 

Is this the Lying-in Hospital? Did 

you have an auto accident in the last 
hour? 

WALTER. Will you come here? 

HILDY Qinto phone'). Oh, I see. I ber- 
your pardon. 

WALTER. Right when I’m sun 

rounded, with my hack against the 

wa I, you ain’t going to lie down on 
me! 



T28 ben HECHT and CHARLES MAC ARTHUR 


triLDY phone hooh'). 

I'm going to lay down on you and 
spit in your eye, you murderer! 

IvALTER. Scared, huh? Yellow run¬ 
ning out of your collar! 

HiLDY. I don’t care what you think! 
I'm going to find my girl’s mother! 
(Madly jiggling the hook') Oh, for 
God’s sake! 

WALTER. Your girl! You and Butch 
McGuirk! Woman lovers! 

HILDY (hfmgs up phone with a 

bang). Gud damn it! I’m going to 
go oi(f and find her! (Stfirts for door. 
At that instant there comes a loud 
knock.) 

WALTER. \\^o’s that? Don't open 
that! 

niLDY. The hell I won’t! I’m going to 
the morgue! To . . . look! . . . 
(He flings the door open. The 
SHERIFF, accompanied by fieo Depu¬ 
ties —carl and FRANK— surrounded 
by MC CUE, KRUGER and murphy, 
bar his exit.) 

/HE REPORTERS. Oh, there he is! Say 
i liidy! Wait a second, etc. (hildy is 
struggling past them. The sheriff 
grabs him.) 

SHERIFF. Just a minute, Johnson! 

hildy. Let go of me! What the hell’s 
the idea? 

THE REPORTERS. What's your hurry? 
We want to see you! etc. 

HILDY Take your God damn paws off 
me! 

SHERIFF. Hold him, boys! 


WALTER (to the sheriff). Who the 
hell do you think you are, breaking 
in here like this? 

sheriff. You canY bluff me, Bums! 

I don’t care who you are or what 
paper you’re editor of! 

HILDY. God damn it! Let me go! 
(Hysterically) Let me go, fellas! 
Something’s happened to my girVs 
mother! 

SHERIFF. Hang on to him! 

THE REPORTERS. Wc luiOW whal 

you’re up to! Going out to get Wil¬ 
liams, probably! ’The door was 
locked! He and Mollie were talking! 
'They know where he is! etc, 

HILDY (retreating hack into the room 
before hartman and his deputies). 
Listen, guvs! I don't know anything, 

I tell you! There’s been an accident— 

I just been calling up the hospitals! 

I was just going out to the morgue to 
see if she was there! Now . 

SHERIFF. Johnson, there’s something 
vet}', very peculiar going on. . . , 

HiiDY. Listen, Pinky! You can send 
somebody with me if you want to! If 
you don’t believe me! 

SHERIFF. I wasn’t bom yesterday, 
Johnson. Now the boys tell me you 
and Mollie . . . 

HILDY. Nobody’s trying to put any' 
thing over on you! Now, I’m getting 
out of here and you can’t stop me! 

MURPHY. You’re not going any 
where! He’s got the story sewed up, 
Pete! He and his God damn boss. 
That’s why he’s here! 
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WALTER CjniTring'). If you've got any 
accusations to make, Hartman, make 
them in the proper manner! Other- 

^vise ril have to ask you to get out! (resisting). That's ntinel . . . 
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SHERIFF. Gimme that! (Takes tlu 

g«w.) 


SHERIFF Q'po'p-eyed'). You'll ask me 
to what? 

WALTER, ril ask you to get out. 

SHERIFF Cto his deputies'). Close that 
door! Don't let anybody in or out! 

MURPHY. Come on, Pinky! Give him 
a little third degree! 

SHERIFF. Johnson, I'm going to the 
bottom of this! Now then, come 
clean! What do you know about Wil¬ 
liams? Are you going to talk or aren't 
you? 

HILDY. What the hell do 1 know 
about Williams? 

SHERIFF. All right, boys! Take him 
along. I got ways of making him talk. 
(hildy struggles.) 


murphy, Jesse James, huh! The drug 
store cowboy! 


Mc CUE. He’s been going to the 
movies. Two-gun Johnson! 


KRUGER. The terror of Wilson Ave¬ 
nue beach! 

SHERIFF (Jrozew, looking at the gun). 
Where did you get this? 


HILDY. 1 got a right to carry a gun 
if I want to. 


SHERIFF. Not this gun! 

WALTER (easily). I can explain that, 

Hartman. He was having some 

trouble with the Durkin story and 1 

gave it to him . , . to defend him¬ 
self! 


HILDY. Look out, you . . . ! 

MC CUE. What s the use of fighting, 
Hildy? (the reporters swarm 
around hildy. Shouts of '7 got him." 
No, you don’t!" “Hey, what you do¬ 
ing?" “Paste him!" "Aw, Hildy! 
What the hell!" etc. hildy’s voice 
rises out of the din.) 

hildy. Say what the hell's the idea? 

THE deputies. He's got a gun on 
him! Look out! He's got a gun! He's 
got a gun! 

HILDY. No, you don't! Hey, Walter! 
WALTER. What is it? Here! 


SHERIFF. Oh, you did! . , . Well, 
that’s very, very interesting! This 
happens to be the gun that Earl 
Williams shot his way out with! 

THE REPORTERS. What? What’s that? 
etc. 

WALTER (to HARTMAN). Are you try¬ 
ing to make me out a liar? 

SHERIFF Cwildly). I know my own 
gun, don’t I? 

MURPHY (Jaitterly to hildy). Gettinf- 
married, huh! ** 

KRUGER. Maybe Williams was 
gonna be his best man. 



130 


ben HECHT and CHARLES MAC ARTHUR 


SHERIFF C^retnhling'), Where is he? 

Where you got him? 

WALTER (^sympathetically')' You re 
barking up the wrong tree, Hartman. 

SHERIFF. I’ll give you three minutes 
to tell me where he is! 

HiLDY. He went over to the hospital 
to call on Professor Eglehofer! 

SHERIFF. What! ! 1 

HILDY. With a bag of marshmal¬ 
lows. 

(The SHERIFF stands silent, a gypsy; 
t/icTi streaks wildly for the toilet and 
\hrows open the door.') 

i»'ALTER. Take a magazine along. 

tHE REPORTERS. Come on, Hildy. 
Where is he? That’s a hell of a 
trick, Hildy. I thought we were 
Triends! etc. 

SHERIFF (ritshing hack from the 

toilet). By God, I'll show you! 

THE REPORTERS. Look here, Pete! 
What about Mr. Bums? Ask the 
Master Mind! Yeah. What’s he do¬ 
ing over here? etc. 

SHERIFF (grabbing Walter's arm). 
Speak up, Bums! What do you know 
about this? 

WALTER (gently hut firmly disen- 
gaging his arm). Listen Hartman . .. 

MURPHY. The hell with that! Where 

is he? 

WALTER (continuing). The Ex¬ 
aminer is not obstructing justice or 
aiding criminals. You ought to know 
that! 


CARL (pointing to the Examiner 
phone). Look! Somebody was talk¬ 
ing on there! The receiver is offl 
(mc CUE jumps for the phone.) 

MC CUE, I’ll find out who it is . . , 

SHERIFF (also jumping). Leave that 
alone! Im in charge here! 

hildy. Walter, listen! If I don’t get 
out of here . . . 

SHERIFF. Quiet, everybody! ITi han¬ 
dle ibis. It may be Earl Williams. 

HILDY. Tell him to come on over. 

SHERIFF. Sssh! (Into phone, swaU 
lowing, then elaborately disguising 
his voice) Hello, Earl! 

WALTER (smiling). Scotland Yard. 

SHERIFF (to MC CUE, m fl wkisper). 
Trace this call—quick! (mc cue 
jumps for another phone) Yes, this 
is Walter. 

MC CUE (into another phone). Trace 
the call on twenty-one! In a hurry! 

SHERIFF (into Examiner phone), 
WTiat? You gotta do what? Who is 
this? !! 1 

WALTER. You’re talking to the Ex¬ 
aminer, Hawkshaw! 

(The SHERIFF wheels.) 

MC CUE. That’s right, Sheriff! 

SHERIFF. Johnson, you’re under ar¬ 
rest! You too, Bums! 

WALTER (calmly, ivitkout moving 
from his post at the desk). Who's un¬ 
der arrest? . , . Listen, you pimple- 
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headed German spy, do you realize 
what you're doing? 

SHERIFF. Well see about this. Get 
the Mayor, Carl! Ask him to come 
over here! (As carl goes to the tele¬ 
phone the door opens and mrs. 
GRANT, disheveled, with her hat over 
one ear, enters with two policemen.^ 


I3I 

MRS. GRANT (tO WALTER^. YoU 

know you did! You told them to take 
me out of here! 

SHERIFF. What about this. Bums! 
Kidnapping, eh? 

WALTER Cfonnd-eyed'). It’s beyond 
me. Who is this woman? 


FIRST POLICEMAN (entering). . . . 
In here, Madam? 

HiLDY (leaping forward. 

Mother! 



MRS. GRANT Oh! Oh, what a thing 
to say! I was standing right there . . . 
after the girl jumped out of that 
window! 


MRS. GRANT (tO POLICEMAN). That 

man there! With the gray necktie! 
(She points accusingly at Walter.) 

HILDY (hugging her). Mother! Oh, 
my God, I'm glad to see you! Are you 
all right? Tell me! (mrs. grant in¬ 
dignantly shakes hildy off.) 

SHERIFF. What s the idea here? 


policeman. This lady claims she 
was kidnapped! 

SHERIFF. What? ! ! 

MRS. GRANT. They dragged me all 
the way down the stairs—I tried to 
get help and they began to pinch me 
—I'm black and blue all over! Then 
they ran into another automobile and 
I was nearly killed! . . . 

SHERIFF. Just a minute! What did 
this man have to do with it, lady? 
(He points at Walter.) 


SHERIFF. Did you get the Mayor? 
Was he in? 

A deputy. He's coming over. 
WALTER (fO MRS. GRANt). Now, 

Madam, be honest, if you were out 
joy-riding-drunk! ... and got in 
some scrape . . . why don't you admit 

it instead of accusing innocent peo¬ 
ple! ^ 

MRS. GRANT (beginning to doubt her 
senses). You ruffian! You unprinci 
pled man! How dare you say a thing 


HILDY. Please, mother! He's just 
crazy! Don’t! . . . 


MRS. GRANT. HI tell you Something 
more, officer! I'll tell you why they 
did it! '' 


WALTER (fidgeting). Come 
Sheriff. We’ve got to get bail. 


on, 


MRS. GRANT. He was the one in 
charge of everything! He told them 
to kidnap me! 

WALTER (amazed). Are you refer¬ 
ring to me. Madam? 


MRS. GRANT (continuing crescendo). 
I was in here and they had some 

kmd of a murderer-hiding him' 
(This is a bombshell The room i^ 
electrified by the old lady’s announce¬ 
ment.) 
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SHERIFF. Hiding him! Hiding him! 


In here? 

MURPHY. Hiding him where? 

HILDV. Mother! 

THE REPORTERS. Where was he? 

Where did they have him? etc. 

WALTER Civith siiperh indignation). 
Madam, you’re a God damn liar! 
(To emphasize his Tighteousness 
WALTER pounds on the desk three 
times— and then stands horrified. He 
remembers, too late, the signal.) 

THE REPORTERS. For God’s Sake, tell 
us where he was! Did they tell you 
where? Tell us! etc. 

SHERIFF. Shut up, everybody! Now! 
Where was he? Tell me, where he 
was! 

MRS. GRANT. Well, I was sitting 
right in this chair. 

(Three ans^vering knocks come from 
WILLIAMS. The SHERIFF leaps as if 
the desk had bitten him.) 

SHERIFF (^whispering). What was 
that? 

THE REPORTERS. My God, he’s in the 
desk! For the love of Christ! Holy 
God, he’s in there! etc. 

SHERIFF. Aha! I thought so! Stand 
back, everybody! 

DEPUTY, Look out, Sheriff! He may 
shoot! 

SHERIFF. Get your guns out! (The 
police all take out guns.) 

aiLDY. ne s harmless, for God’s sakel 


SHERIFF. Don’t take any chancesl 
Shoot through the desk! 

HiLDY. He can’t hurt anybody! You 
got his gun! 

MRS. GRANT (panic-stricken). Oh, 
dear! Oh, dear! 

WALTER (to MRS. GRANT). YoU gtay- 
haired old Judas! 

MRS. GRANT. Let me out! Let me out 
of here! (Streaks for the door; exits. 
THE REPORTERS are going for the 
telephones.) 

MURPHY (into phone). City desk! 

Quick! 

SHERIFF (to policemen). Gosc the 
door. You stand there. You cover the 
windows. (Indicates with hh gun.j 

MURPHY. Look out where you’re 
pointing that gun, Pinky! 

Mc CUB (into phone). Gimme Emil. 

KRUGER (into phone). Gimme the 
city desk. 

MURPHY. Hold the wire! I’ve got a 
flash for you. 

WALTER (to hildy). Call Duffy. 

SHERIFF. No, you don’t! 

WALTER. Do you Want us to get 
scooped? 

MC CUE (into phone). Emil? Hang 
on for a second. 

SHERIFF. Now then! Everybody aim 
right at the centre. And when I say 
three— 
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HiLDY. God damn it! Thats mur¬ 
der! 

SHERIFF. Carl! Frank! One of you 
get on each side of the desk. Take 
hold of the cover. Now then! We 
got you covered, Williams—don’t 
try to move. Nowt Everj'body quiet 
and ready for any emergency. I’m 
going to count three. 

MURPHY ('phoning in the silence'). 
I'll have it in a minute . . . 

SHERIFF. One! . . . 

KRUGER, flight away now! 

SHERIFF. Two! . , . ^DIAMOND 

LOUIE enters, accompanied hy three 
people he has picked up in the street. 
One is a hoy in short pants, the sec¬ 
ond is a sailor, the third is a seedy 
old man of the Trader Horn type.) 

POLICEMAN (at the door, opposing 
them). What do you want? (Wal¬ 
ter waves violently, iouie and his 
assistants disappear.) 

SHERIFF (^vheeling). WOio was that? 

WALTER (white with rage). Double 
crossing Sicilian! 

SHERIFF. Shut up! 

^UGER (into phone). Keep holding 

SHERIFF. Now then! Keep everybody 
out of here! I want quiet! . , , 
There’s a dozen guns on you, Wil¬ 
liams! You can’t escape! Do you sur¬ 
render or not? 

V/Ai TER (into phone). DuflFy! 

SHERIFF. Are you ready, boys? 


CARL. Yah. . , . 

SHERIFF. All right. Now everybody 
aim right at the centre. (Looking 
around) Are you all ready? (To the 
men at the desk) You boys? (From 
the DEPUTIES comes a whispered 
'‘Yes.'') Ready back there? (This to 
the 'men at the door and windows.' 
they give quick nods in reply) All 
right. Now then—up with it. (carl 
and FRANK raise the cover. The 
SHERIFF wflifs a discreet distance un¬ 
til he sees there is no danger, wil¬ 
liams is cowering in the desk, his 
hands over his face. The sheriff 
rushes on him, jahhing his gun into 
him.) 

williams (a wail). Go on—shoot 
me! 

sheriff. Got you, Williams! 

the police and deputies. Grab 
him the re! TTiat’s him! That’s him! 
Don’t let him shoot! Stick ’em up, 
you! Clout him! Give him the boots! 
Hold his arm! (Throuzh this the 
reporters are telephoning in. As 
they talk, the police drag the scream¬ 
ing little anarchist out. The sheriff 
follows them.) 

MURPHY (into phone). Earl Wil¬ 
liams was just captured in the press 
room o’ the Criminal Courts Building 
hiding in a desk. 

MCCUE (into phone). The Sheriff 
just caught Williams in a roll top 
right here in the room. 

KRUGER (into phone). Just nabbed 
Williams hiding in a desk. Criminal 
Court press room. 

MCCUE (into phone). Williams put 
up a desperate struggle but the police 
overpowered him. 
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MURPHY Onto fhoneX Williams they, Fred? (Referring to <he hand' 
tried to shoot it out with the cops but cuffs.') 


his gun wouidn t work. 

KRUGER phone). Williams was 

unconscious when they opened the 
desk . . . 

WALTER (into phone). DufFyl The 
Examiner just turned Earl Williams 
over to the Sheriff . . . 

(The SHERIFF rushes hack.) 

SHERIFF (indicating Walter and 
HiLDv). Just a minute! Put the cuffs 
on those two! (The police obey) 
Harboring a fugitive from justice! 

murphy (into phone). A well 
dressed society woman tipped off the 
cops. Call you back in a minute . . . 

KRUGER (into phone). An old sweet¬ 
heart of Williams double crossed him 
. . Call you back . . . 

MC CUE (into phone). More in a 
minute. 

THE REPORTERS, ^^fflere’s that old 

lady? Hey madam! . . . Wait a min¬ 
ute! . . Where’s the old dame? 

(They exit in a hurry.) 

SHERIFF (into phone). Hello, girlie! 
Cimme Jacobi! Quick! . . . 

WALTER. Hartman . . . you’re go¬ 
ing to wish for the rest of your life 
you'd never been bom! 

(The MAYOR enters.) 

MAYOR. Fine work, Pete! You Cer¬ 
tainly delivered the goods! I'm proud 
of you! 

SHERIFF (over his shoulder as he 
vhones). Look kind of natural, don’t 


MAYOR (happily). A sight fot sore 
eyes! Well, it looks like you boys 
stepped in something up to your 
neck! 

HiLDY Cto His Honor). Go onJ 
Laugh! You big tub of guts! 

MAYOR. That’s pretty, isn’t it? Aid¬ 
ing an escaped criminal, huh? 

SHERIFF (rolling in catnip). And a 
little charge of kidnapping I’m look¬ 
ing into! (Into phone) That’s the 
jail! There must be somebody over 
there! 

MAYOR. Well! Looks like about ten 
years apiece for you birds. 

WALTER. Does it? Well, whenevei 
you think you’ve got the Examiner 
licked, that’s a good time to get out 
of town. 

HILDY. On a hand car. 

MAYOR. Whistling in the dark, eh? 
Well, it isn’t going to help you. 
You’re through. 

WALTER, Yeah? The last man that 
told me that was Barney Schmidt 
... a week before he cut his throat. 

MAYOR. Is that so? 

WALTER. And remember George T. 
Yorke, blowing his head off with a 
shot-gun? We've been in worse jams 
than this—haven’t we, HilJy? But 
something seems to watch over the 
E.vaminer. (He raises his eyebrows.) 

HILDY. Yeah. WHien that minister 
sued us—remember? False arrest^' 
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WALTER. Oh, yes , . . (Coolly to 

the mayor) The Reverend J. B. 
Godolphin sued the Examiner once 
^or . . . a hundred thousand dol¬ 
lars. It seems that we’d called him a 
fairy. Well, the day of the trial came 
and the Reverend was on his way to 
court . . . 

HiLDY. With all his lawyers and 
medical witnesses. 

WALTER (orgiastic^. Drowned hy 
God! Drowned in the river! With 
their automobile, their affidavits and 
their God-damn law books! And I got 
the same feeling right now that I had 
five minutes before that accident! 

MAYOR. Your luck ain’t with you 
now. 

SHERIFF (into telephone^, Jacobi? 
... I caught him. Williams. 
Singlehanded. . . . Yeah. They're 
bringing him right over. Notify 
eveiy'body. We’re going to proceed 
with the hanging per schedule, 
(Wiggles telephone for another call) 

WALTER (to the mayor). You’re go¬ 
ing to be in office for exactly two 
days more and then we’re pulling 
your big nose out of the feed bag 
and setting you out on your fat can! 

SHERIFF. Give me the state’s attor¬ 
ney’s office. 

HILDY. And when you’re walking up 
and down North Avenue with blue 
eyeglasses selling lead pencils, we’re 
not going to forget you, either! 


THE SHERIFF. Well, I’ll tell vou what 

you’ll be doing. Making Drooms in 

the state penitentiary. . . , (Into 

phone) Hello, Pyrstalski? This is 

Hartman. Come riHit over to mv of- 

✓ 

fice, will you? I’ve just arrested a 
couple of important birds. I want 
you to take their confessions. (Hangs 
up.) 

WALTER (seizing the Examiner 
phone). Duffy! Get Clarence Har¬ 
row! !! ! 

MAYOR. Get anybody you want! All 
the Darrows in the world aren’t go 
ing to help you! 

WALTER. Schmidt, Yorke, Godol- 
phin. . . . You’re next, Fred. 

MAYOR. The power of the press, huh? 
Well, it don’t scare me! Not an iota! 

SHERIFF. It's a big windbag! That’s 
all it is! Take 'em along, Carl! 

WALTER. Bigger men than you have 
found out what it is! Presidents! Yer 
. . . and Kings! 

(piNCus, the governor's messengei, 
reels in, stewed.) 

PINCUS (woozy). Here’s your re 


MAYOR (seeing him, in panic). Get 
out of here! 

PINCUS. You can’t bribe me! 

SHERIFF. Get out of here, you! 


SHERIFF (merrily). We’re going to pincus. I won’t! Here’s youi 
be selling lead pencils, eh? reprieve! 


MAYOR. Don’t even answer him. 


HILDY. "WTiat’s that? 
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piNCUS, I don’t want to be City 

S jaiei'. 

Who is this man? 

SHERIFF Qrenzied'), Throw him out, 
t'ranl;! 

[iiLDY (seizing pincus with his free 

h. ind). Who vvas bribing you? (wal- 
TER also seizes pincus, already be¬ 
ing jmlled out of shape.^ 

PINCUS. Tliey wouldn’t take it! . . . 

MAYOR. You're insane! 

iVAi.TER. WYiat did I tell you? An 
\inseen power. What's your name? 

PINCUS. Indng Pincus! 

MAYOR. You drunken idiot! Arrest 
him! The idea of coming in here with 
a conk-and-bull story like that. 

SHERIFF. It's a frameup! Tliat’s what 
It is! Some imposter! 

hilDY. Wait a minute! (To the 
TEPUTiEs) Let go there! 

WALTER. Murder, huh? 

HiLDY. Hanging an innocent man to 
win an election! 

SHERIFF. That’s a lie! 

i. rAYOR. I never saw him before in my 
life! 

WALTER (fo pincus). did you 

deliver this first? 

HILDY. Who did you talk to? 

PINCUS. They started right in brib¬ 
ing mel 


HILDY. Who's “they”? 

PINCUS (indicating the M.iTOR and 
sheriff). Them! 

MAYOR. That’s absurd on the face 
of it, Mr. Bums! He's talking like a 
child! 

WALTER (really impressed'). An un¬ 
seen power. 

MAYOR. Certainly! He's insane or 
drunk or something! Why, if this 
unfortunate man Williams has really 
been reprieved, I personally am 
tickled to death! Aren't you, Pete? 

HILDY. Go on, you'd kill your mother 
to get elected! 

MAYOR (shocked). That's a hell of a 
thing to say, Johnson, about any¬ 
body! Now, look here, Walter, you're 
an intelligent man , . . 

WAITER (stoppin* the mayor). 
Just a minute. ("1 0 pincus) All 
right, Mr. Pincus. Let's have your 
story. 

PINCUS. Well, Yve been married for 

nineteen years . . . 

WALTER. Skip all that. 

MAYOR (loudly). Take those hand¬ 
cuffs off the boys, Pete. That wasn't 
at all necessary. , . , 

SHERIFF (springing to obey). I was 
just going to. . . . 

MAYOR. I can’t tell you how badly 
I feel about this, Walter. There was 
no c.xcuse for Hartman flying off the 
handle. 

SHERIFF (busy with the handcuffs), 
I was only doing my duty. There 
wasn't anything personal intended. 
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HiLDY. You guys had better quit poli¬ 
tics and take in washing. (They are 
set free.') 

MAYOR. SherifF. . . . (He is looking 
over the reprieve) This document is 
authentic! Earl Williams, thank God, 
has been reprieved, and the com¬ 
monwealth of Chicago has been 
spared the painful necessity of shed¬ 
ding blood. 

WALTER. Save that for the Tribune. 

MAYOR (to piNcus). What did you 
say your name was—Pincus? 

PINCUS. That’s right. (Shows a 
locket) Here’s a picture of the wife. 

MAYOR (trapped). A very fine-look¬ 
ing woman. 

PINCUS (mysteriously angered). 
She’s good enough for me. 

(pEGGY ENTERS.) 

HILDY. ril bet she is. 

MAYOR. A real character. 

PEGGY. Hildy, what’s the matter? 
What are they going to do? Mother 
said— 

HILDY (seeing her). Peggj', don’t 
bawl me out now. 

WALTER. Nobody’s going to do any¬ 
thing to anybody. 

MAYOR, Of course not. My good 
friend Walter Bums and I under¬ 
stand each other perfectly, I tmst. 

SHERIFF (eager). And so do 1. 

MAYOR. So do you what, you God 
damn hoodoo! And now, Mr. Pincus, 
if you’ll come vdth us we’ll take you 
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over to the Warden’s office and de¬ 
liver that reprieve. 

PEGGY. But Hildy, mother said that 
they’d arrested you . . . 

PINCUS (being escorted out by the 
mayor). If I was to go home and tell 
my wife — 

MAYOR. The hell with you wife! 

PINCUS (drunkenly loyal to his 
mate). She loves me. (Exit pincus 
and the mayor.) 

sheriff (pattses. His eyes lower. He 
speaks wiitningly). By the way, 
Walter . . . We were going to have 
a little feed after the hanging . . , 
a sort of buffet breakfast. . . . 

mayor (calling from the corridor). 
Hartman! 

SHERIFF (nervously). I’m coming, 
Fred. (Coyly, as Walter stares) 
What do you say we eat it now? . . . 
Hmm? (Still the dead pan from Wal¬ 
ter) Delicious ham . . . and some 
of iVIrs. Hartman’s own preserves. . . 

mayor (lottdly from the hall). Iiart- 
man! ! ! 

(The sheriff sighs. A plaintive 
shrug indicates that he has a great 
deal to contend with. He leaves.) 

WALTER (dreamily). Wait till those 

two Greeks read the Examiner to 
morrow! (Back to life) Hildy, IT 
tell you what I want you to do. 

hildy. What? 

WALTER. I want you to get this guy 
Pincus over to the office tomorrow— 
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HiLDY, Nothing doing, Walter. Tm 
all washed up. I mean it this time, 
Walter. 

PEGGY. Oh, Hildy, if I only thought 
you did. 

HILDY. Listen, Peggy,—if Pm not tell¬ 
ing you the absolute truth may God 
strike me dead right now. I’m going 
to New York with you to-night—if 
you gi\ c me this one last chance! Pll 
cut out drinking and swearing and 
e\’er)'thing connected with the God¬ 
damn newspaper business. I wont 
even read a newspaper. 

WALTER. Listen, Hildy, I got an 
idea . . . 

HILDY (to WALTER). Thcie’s nothing 
you can say can make me change my 
mind. This time Pm through, and I 
‘fjiean it. I know I don’t deseir^e you, 
Peggv. Pve done evers’thing in the 
world to prove that, I guess. 

PEGGY. Hildy, please! Don’t say 
things like that. 

D 

HILDY. Pve gotta hell of a nerve to 
ask you to marry me. Pm a prize pack- 
aoe, all right. But if vou’ll take me, 
here I am. 

PEGGY. Darling, don’t talk that way. 
i want you just the way you are. 
(Anyway peggv ivin flhvfli's reniem- 
her that she said this and always for¬ 
get that she didn't mean it.) 

WALTER, God, Hildy, I didn’t know 
it was anything like this. Why didn’t 
you say something? Pd be the last 
person in the world to want to come 
between you and your happiness. 


WALTER. You ought to know tKat. 

. . . (As HILDY continues to hlink) 

I love you, you crazy Swede! (To 
peggy) You’re getting a great guy, 
Peggy. 

HILDY. Never mind the Valentines. 
Goodbye, you lousy bohunk. (They 
shake hands.') 

WALTER. You're a gieat newspaper¬ 
man, Hildy. Pm sorry to see you go. 
Damn sorry. 

HILDY. Well, if I ever come hack to 
the business . . . (To peggy) 
Which I won’t ... (To Walter, 
his arm around peggy) There's only 
one man Pd work for. You know that, 
don’t you? 

WALTER. Pd kill you if you ever 
worked for anybody else. 

HILDY. Hear that, Peggy? That’s my 
diploma, (He hesitates) Well, Wal¬ 
ter ... I don’t know what to say 
. . . except Pm going to miss you 
like hell. 

WALTER. Same here, son. 

HILDY (to peggy). Twclve vcais 
we’ve been knocking around to¬ 
gether . . . before you were bom, 
... (To WALTER, his face lighting 
up) Remember the time we hid the 
missing heiress in the sauerkraut fac¬ 
tory? 

WALTER. Do I! (To peggy) Ckt Kim 
to tell you some time about how we 
stole Old Lady Ha^erty’s stomach 
... off the coroner s physician. We 
proved she was poisoned. . . . 

hildy (iaitghing). We had to hide 
for a week! 


HILDY (staggered). What? 


PEGGY. Darling 
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hildy Qhack to life'). What? hili^y. Ah, forget it, Walter. (He, 


PEGGY. You don't want to go to New 
York . ■ down deep. 

hildy. Aw . . . what do you mean? 
I was just talking. (With a nervous 
laugh) rd feel worse if I stayed, I 
guess. . . . 

PEGGY. Hildy, if I thought you were 
going to be unhappy—I mean, if you 
really wanted to— ^Firmly) No. No. 
It’s your chance to have a home and 
be a human being—and I’m going to 
make you take it. 

W'ALTER (to peggy). Why, I 
wouldn’t let him stay. . . . Go on, 
Hildy, before I make you city editor. 

HILDY (starting). Hurr)' up, Peggy. 

He means it. 

WALTER (as PEGGY follows). Any ob¬ 
jection to my kissing the bride? 

HILDY (stopping). It’s O.K. with me. 
(He looks at peggy. She smiles) Go 
ahead, Mrs. Johnson. 

WALTER (removing his hat and kiss¬ 
ing her chastely). Thank you. , . . 
What time does your train go? 

PEGGY. There’s another one at 
twelve-forty. (To hildy) We came 
awfully near going without you. 

WALTER. New York Central, eh? (To 
hildy) I wish there was time to get 
you a little wedding present . . . but 
it’s awful short notice. 

PEGGY (straining to he gone). Thank 
you, Mr. Bums, but Hildy’s all the 
wedding present I want. . . . (Laugh¬ 
ing a little) If I’ve really got him. 


too, is leavwg.) 

WALTER. Hold on! I want you to 
ha\-e something to remember me by. 
You can’t just leave like this. . . . 
(Thoughtfully reaching for his 
watch) And I know what it’s going 
to be. . . . (Produces the watch.) 

HILDY (embarrassed). Aw, Jesus, no, 
Walter! You make me feel like a fairy 
or something! 

WALTER (with affected hrusqueness). 
Shut up! You’re going to take it, I tell 
you! It was a present from the Big 
Chief himself! And if you’ll look in¬ 
side . . . (Opening the watch) 
You’ll find a little inscription: “To 
the Best Newspaperman I know.” 

. . . When you get to New York, 
you can scratch out my name and put 
yours in its place, if you want to. . . . 

HILDY. You know I wouldn't do 
that. . . . 

WALTER. Here. . . . (Giving him 
the watch.) 

HILDY. Aw, Walter! It’s too good for 
me! I can’t take it! 

WALTER. You got to! (To PEGGY) 
Make him! 

PEGGY. Go on, Hildy ... if Mr. 
Bums w'ants you to. You don’t want 
to hurt his feelings. . , . 

(hildy takes it. walter pats him on 
the shoulder, his face averted.) 

HILDY (a lump in his throat). Well, 
this is the first and last thing I evei 
got from a newspaper. . . . 

PEGGY. Goodbye, Mr. Burns. ... I 
always had a queer opinion of you. 
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Mr. Bums. I still think you’re a lit¬ 
tle peculiar, but you’re all right . . . 
underneath. I mean I think vou re a 
peach. 

WALTER {winningly'). So are you! 
You look just like a little flower! 

HiLDY (wshermg peggy out). Good¬ 
bye, you big baboon. . . . 

PEGGY. Goodbye. . . . (They exit.') 


WALTER (calling after, leaning 
against the door). Goodbye, Johnson! 
Be good to yourself ... and the little 
girl. . . . 


hildy’s voice. The same to you and 
many of them! 


(WALTER waits till HILDY and peggy 
are out of sight and earshot, then 
closes the door. He walks slowly to 
the telephone. The receiver is still 
off the hook, the obedient duefy 
still on the other end. Walter hesi¬ 
tates sentimentally, the receiver in his 
hand. Then he heaves a huge S'gfl 
and speaks.) 

WALTER. Duffy! . . . (He sounds 
a hit tired) Listen. I want you to 
send a wire to the Chief of Police of 
La Porte, Indiana. . . . That’s right. 
. . . Tell him to meet the twelve- 
forty out of Chicago . . . New York 
Central.. . and arrest Hildy Johnson 
and brine him back here. . . . Wire 
him a full description. . . . The son 
of a bitch stole my watch! 


CURTAIN 


This epilogue is one of apology. 

When we applied ourselves to write a newspaper play we had in mind a 
piece of work which would reflect our intellectual disdain of and superiority 
to the Newspaper. 

What we finally turned out, as the reader may verify if he will, is a roman¬ 
tic and rather doting tale of our old friends—the reporters of Chicago. 

It developed in writing this play that our contempt for the institjition of 
the Press was a bogus attitude; that we looked hack on the Local Room where 
we had spent half our lives as a veritable fairyland—and that we were both 
full of a nostalgia for the houncmg days of our servitude. 

The same uncontrollable sentimentality operated in our treatment of Chi¬ 
cago which, as 7nuck as any of our characters, is the hero of our play. 

The iniquities, double dealings, chicaneries and immoralities which, as 
ex-Chicagoans, we knew so well, returned to us in a 7nist called the Good 
Old Days, a7id our delight in our ynemories wotdd «ot he denied. 

As a result The Front Page, despite its oaths and realis 77 is is a Valentine 
thrown to the past, i Ballad (to us) ftill of Heimweh aud Love. 

So it remams for more stem a«d It7tcompro7nising wtellects than ours to 
write of the true Significa7ice of the Press. Therefore oitr apology to such 
homhinators, radicals, Utopians and Schoengeisten who inight read this worfe 
expecting intellectual mayhem. 

In writing it we found we were not so much dramatists or intellectuals as 
two reporters in exile. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


77ie Green Pastures is an attempt to present certain aspects of a living religion 
in the terms of its believers. The religion is that of thousands of Negroes in 
the deep South. With terrific spiritual hunger and the greatest humility 
these untutored black Christians—many of whom cannot even read the 
book which is the treasure house of their faith-have adapted the contents 
of the Bible to the consistencies of their ever\'day lives. 

Unburdened by the differences of more educated theologians, they accept 
the Old Testament as a chronicle of wonders which happened to people 
like themselves in vague but actual places, and of rules of conduct, true 
acceptance of which will lead them to a tangible, three-dimensional Heaven. 
In this Heaven, if one has been bom in a district where fish frys are popular, 
the angels do have magnificent fish fr^'S through an eternity somewhat 
resembling a series of earthly holidays. The Lord Jehovah will be the 
promised comforter, a just but compassionate patriarch, the summation of 
all the virtues His follower has obsen^ed in the human beings about him. The 
Lord may look like the Reverend Mr. Dubois, as our Sunday School teacher 
speculates in the plav, or he may resemble another believer’s own grand¬ 
father. In any event, His face will be familiar to the one who has come for 
his reward. 

The author is indebted to Mr. Roark Bradford, whose retelling of several 
of the Old Testament stories in OV Man Adam an' His Chillun first stimu¬ 
lated his interest in this point of view. 

One need not blame a hazy memory of the Bible for the failure to recall 
the characters of Hezdrel, Zeba and others in the play* They are the author’s 
apocr\'pha, but be believes persons much like them have figured in the 
meditations of some of the old Negro preachers, whose simple faith he has 
tried to translate into a play* 
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PART ONE 

SCENE 1 


A comer in a Negro church. 

Ten children and an elderly preacher. 

The costumes are those that might he seen in any lower Louisiana toion at 

Sun^y-School time. As the curtain rises, mr. deshee, the preacher, is read- 

ing from a Bible. The children are listening with varied degrees of interest. 

Three or four are wide-eyed in their attention. Two or three are obviously 

ptizzled, hut interested, and the smallest ones are engaged in more physical 

concerns. One is playing with a little doll, and another runs his finger on all 
the angles of his chair. 


deshee. “An’ Adam lived a hundred 
and thirty years, an’ begat a son in 
his own likeness, after his image; an’ 
called his name Seth. An' de days 
of Adam, after he had begotten Seth, 
were eight hundred years; an’ he 
begat sons an’ daughters; an’ all de 
days dat Adam lived were nine hun¬ 
dred an’ thirty years; an’ he died. An* 
Seth lived a hundred an’ five years 
an’ begat Enos; an’ Seth lived after 
he begat Enos eight hundred an’ 
seven years and begat sons and 
daughters. An’ all de days of Seth 
were nine hundred and twelve years; 
an’ he died.” An’ it go on like dat 
till we come to Enoch an’ de book 
say: "An’ Enoch lived sixty an’ five 
years and begat Methuselah.” Den 
it say: “An’ all de days of Methuse¬ 
lah were nine hund’ed an’ sixty an* 
nine years an he died.” An’ dat was 
de oldest man dat ever was. Dat’s 
why we call ol’ Mr. Gurney’s mam- 
tny ol Mrs. Methuselah, caize she’s 
so oT. Den a little later it tell about 
another member of de fam’lv. His 
name was Noah. Maybe some of you 
know about him already. I’m gonter 
tell you all about him next Sunday. 


Anyway dat’s de meat an’ substance 
of de first five chapters of Genesis. 
Now, how you think you gonter like 
de Bible? 

MYRTLE. I think it’s jest wonderful, 
Mr. Deshee. I cain’t understand any 
of it. 

FIRST BOY. Why did dey live so long, 

Mr. Deshee? 

DESHEE. Why? Caize dat was de way 
God felt. ^ 

SECOND BOY. Dat made Adam a way 
back. 

DESHEE. Yes, he certainly ’way back 
by de time Noah come along. Want 
to ask me any mo’ questions? 

SECOND BOY. What de worl’ look like 
when de Lawd begin, Mr. Deshee? 

DESHEE. How yo’ mean what it look 
like? 

MYRTLE. Carlisle mean who was in 
N’Orleans den. 
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D£SHEB. Dey wasn't nobody in N’Or- 
leans on count dey wasn't any N’Or- 
leans. Dat's de whole idea I tol' you 
at de end of de first Chapter. Yo' got 
to git yo' minds fixed. Dey wasnt 
any Rampart Street. Dey wasn't any 
Canal Street. Dey wasn't any Louisi¬ 
ana. Dey wasn't nothin' on de earth 
at all caize fo' de reason dey wasn't 
any earth. 

MYRTLE. Yes, but what Carlisle 
wanter know is— 


expects us to figure out a few things 
for ourselves. We know that at one 
time dey wasn't anything except 
Heaven, we don't know jest where 
it was but we know it was dere. May¬ 
be it w'as everywhere. Den one day 
de Lawd got the idea he’d like to 
make some places. He made de sun 
and de moon, de stars. An' he made 
de earth. 

MYRTLE. Who was atoun' den, noth¬ 
in' but angels? 


DESHEE (interrupting and address¬ 
ing little hoy who has been playing 
with his chair and paying no at¬ 
tention'), Now Randolph, if you 
don't listen, how yo' gonter grow up 
and be a good man? Yo’ wanter grow 
up an' be a transgressor? 

LITTLE BOY (frightened). No. 

DESHEE. You tell yo' mammy yo' sis- 
Iter got to come wid you next time. 
She kin git de things done in time 
to bring you to de school. You con¬ 
tent yo'self. (The little boy 
straightens up in his chair) Now, 
what do Carlisle want to know? 

CARLISLE. How he decide he want 
de worl' to be right yere and how 
he git de idea he wanted it? 

myrtle. Caize de Book say, don't it, 
Mr. Deshee? 


DESHEE. I suppose SO. 

FIRST boy. What was de angels doin' 
up dere? 

DESHEE. I suppose dey jest flev/' 
aroun' and had a good time. Dev 
wasn't no sin, so dey musta had a 
good time. 

FIRST boy. Did dey have picnics? 

DESHEE. Sho, dey had the nicest kind 
of picnics. Dey probably had fish 
frys, wid b'iled custard and ten cent 
seegars for de adults. God gives us 
humans lotsa ideas about havin' good 
times. Maybe dey were things he'd 
seen de angels do. Yes, sir, I bet dey 
had a fish fry every week. 

MYRTLE. Did dey have Sunday 

School, too? 


DESHEE. De Book say, but at de same 
time dat’s a good question, I remem¬ 
ber when I was a little boy de same 
thing recurred to me. An’ ol' Mr. 
Dubois, he was a wonderful preach¬ 
er at New Hope Chapel over in East 
Gretna, he said: ^‘De answer is dat 
de Book ain’t got time to go into all 
de details." And he was right. You 
know sometimes I think de Lawd 


DESHEE. Yes, dey musta had Sunday 
School for de cherubs. 

MYRTLE. What did C^od look like, 

Mr. Deshee? 

DESHEE. Well, nobody knows exact¬ 
ly what God looked like. But when 
I was a little boy I used to imagine 
dat he looked like de Reverend Du- 
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bois. He was de finest lookin^ oV 
man I ever knew. Yes, I used to bet 
de Lawd looked exactly like Mr. Du¬ 
bois in de days when he walked de 
earth in de shape of a natchel man. 

MYRTLE. When was dat, Mr. De- 
shee? 

DESHEE. Why, when he was gettin* 
things started down heah. When He 
talked to Adam and Eve and Noah 
and Moses and all dem. He made 
mighty men in dem days. But aldo 
dey was awful mighty dey always 
knew dat He was heyond dem all. 
Pretty near one o’clock, time fo’ you 
chillun to go home to dinner, but 
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before I let you go I wan’ you to go 
over wid me de main facts of de first 
lesson. What’s de name of de book? 

CHILDREN. Genesis. 

DESHEE. Dat’s right. And what’s de 
other name? 

CHILDREN. First Book of Moses. 

DESHEE. Dat’s right. And dis yere's 
Chapter One. (The lights begin to 
dim) “In de beginnin’ God created 
de heaven an’ de earth. An’ de earth 
was widout form an’ void. An’ de 
darkness was upon de face of de 


SCENE II 


In the darkness many voices are heard singing “Rise, Shine, Give God The 
Glory/' They sing it gaily and rapidly. The lights go up as the second verse 
ends. The chorus is being sung diminuendo by a mixed company of angels. 
That is they are angels in that they wear brightly colored robes and have 
wings protruding from their backs. Otherwise they look and act like a com¬ 
pany of happy Negroes at a fish fry. The scene itself is a pre-Creation Heaven 
with compromises. In the distance is an unbroken stretch of blue sky. Com¬ 
panionable varicolored clouds billow down to the floor of the stage and roll 
overhead to the branches of a live oak tree which is up left. The tree is leafy 
and dripping with Spanish moss, and with the clouds makes a frame for the 
scene. In the cool shade of the tree are the usual appurtenances of a fish fry: 
a large kettle of hot fat set on two small parallel logs, with a fire going under¬ 
neath, and a large rustic table formed by driving four stakes into the ground 
and placing planJiS on top of the small connecting boards. On the table are 
piles of biscuits and corn bread and the cooked fish in dishpans. There are 
one or two fairly large cedar or crock ^"churns” containing boiled custard, 
which looks like milk. There is a gourd dipper beside the churns and several 
glasses and cup^ of variotis sizes and shapes from which the custard is drunk. 

The principal singers are marching two by two in a small area at the right 
of the stage. Two mammy angels are attending to the frying beside the 
kettle. Behind the table a man a^gel is skinning fish and passing them to 
the cooks. Another is ladling out the custard. A mammy angel is ptitting 
fish on bread for a brood of cherubs, and during the first scene they seat them¬ 
selves on a grassy bank uvstage. Another mammy angel is clapping her 
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hands disapprovingly and heckoning a laughing BOY cherub down from a 
cloud a little out of her reach. Another mammy angel is solicitously slap¬ 
ping the hack of a girl cherub who has a la^ge fish sandwich in her hand and 
a bone in her throat. There is much movement about the table, and during 
the frst few minutes several individuals go up to the table to help themselves 
to the food and drink. Many of the women angels wear hats and a few of the 
men are smoking cigars. A large boxful is on the table. There is much laugh¬ 
ter and chatter as the music softens, hut continues, during the early part of 
the action. The following short scenes are played almost simultaneously. 


i^iRST COOK (flt kettle; calling off). 
Hurry up, Cajey. Dis yere fat’s cry- 
in’ fo’ mo’ feesh. 

4 VOICE (off stage"). We coming fas* 
ive kin. Dey got to be ketched, ain’t 
dey? We cain’t say, “C’m’on, little 
fish. C’m’on an’ git fried,” kin we? 

SECOND COOK (cit table). De trouble 
is de mens is all worm fishin’. 

FIRST MAN ANGEL (at table). Whut 
dif’runce do it make? Yo’ all de time 
got to make out like somebody’s doin’ 
somethin’ de wrong way. 

SECOND COOK (near table). I s’pose 
you got de perfec’ w'ay fo’ makin’ 
bait. 

FIRST MAN ANGEL. I ain’t sayin* dat. 

I is sayin’ what’s wrong wid worm 
fishin*. 

SECOND COOK. Whut’s wrong wid 

worm fishin’? Ever’thing, dat’s all. 
Dey’s only one good way fo’ cat- 
fishin’, an’ dat’s minny fishin*. Any¬ 
body know dat. 

FIRST MAN ANGEL. Well, it jest SO 

happen dat minny fishin’ is de dog- 
gondest fool way of fishin* dey is. 
Ifou kin try minny fishin’ ’til de cows 
come home an* all you catch’ll be de 
backache. De trouble wid you, sister, 


is you jest got minny fishin’ on de 
brain. 

SECOND COOK. Go right On, loud 
mouf. You tell me de news. My, my! 
You jest de wisest person in de worl’- 
First you, den de Lawd God. 

FIRST MAN ANGEL (to the custard 
ladler). You cain't tell dem nothin*. 
(Walks away to the custard churn) 
Does you try to 'splain some simple 
fac* dey git man-deaf. 

FIRST MAMMY ANGEL (tO CHERUB 

on the cloud). Now, you heerd me. 
(The CHERUB assumes several mock¬ 
ing poses, as she speaks) You fly 
down yere. You wanter be put down 
in de sin book? (She goes to the ta¬ 
ble, gets a drink for herself and points 
out the CHERUB to one of the men 
behind the table) Dat baby must 
got imp blood in him he so vexin’. 
(She returns to her position under 
the cloud) You want me to fly up 
dere an’ slap you down? Now, I tol’ 
you (The cherub starts to come 
down.) 

STOUT angel (to the cherub with 
a hone in her throat). I tol* you you 
was too little fo* catfish. What you 
wanter git a bone in yo* froat fo’? 
(She slaps the cherub’s hack.) 

slender angel (leisurely earing a 
sandvHch as she watches the back> 
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shp'ping^. What de trouble \vid Leo- 

netta? 

STOUT ANGEL. She got a catfish bone 
down her froat. (To the cherub) 
Doggone, I tol’ you to eat grinnel 
instead. 


15V 

SLENDER ANGEL. Ycs, ma'am. Why 

is dat, Mis' Jenny? 

STOUT ANGEL. I sposc it’s caizc de 
La^vd he don' 'low us 'sociatin' wid 
de devil any mo' so dat dey cain' be 
no mo' sinnin'. 


SLENDER ANGEL. Ef’n she do git all 
dat et, she gonter have de bellyache. 

STOUT ANGEL. Ain’t I tol' her dat? 
(To cherub) Come on now; let go 
dat bone, (She slaps cherub’s back 
again. The hone is dislodged and the 
cherub grins her relief) Dat’s good. 

slender ANGEL (cotnfortingly). 
Now she all right. 

STOUT ANGEL. Go on an' play wid 
yo' cousins. (The cherub joins the 
cherubs sitting on the embank¬ 
ment. The concurrency of scenes 
ends here) I ain’t see you lately, Lily. 
How you been? 

SLENDER ANGEL. Me, I’m fine. I 
been visitin' my mammy. She waitin' 
on de welcome table over by de 
throne of grace. 

STOUT ANGEL. She always was pret¬ 
ty holy. 

SLENDER ANGEL. Yes, ma'am. She 
like it dere. I guess de Lawd's took 
quite a fancy to her. 

STOUT ANGEL. Well, dat's natural, 
I declare yo' mammy one of de finest 
lady angels I know. 

SLENDER ANGEL. She claim you de 
best one she know. 


SLENDER ANGEL. Po' ol’ Satan. 
Whutevah become of him? 

STOUT ANGEL. De Lawd put him 
some place I s’pose. 

SLENDER ANGEL. But dey ain't an) 
place but Heaven, is dey? 

STOUT ANGEL. Dc Lawd could maku 
a place, couldn’t he? 

SLENDER ANGEL. Dat's de truth. 
Dey’s one thing confuses me though. 

STOUT ANGEL. What’s dat? 

SLENDER ANGEL. I do a great deal of 
travelin' an' I ain't never come 
across any place but Heaven any 
where. So if de Lawd kick Satan out 
of Heaven jest whereat did he go? 
Dat’s my question. 

STOUT ANGEL. You bettah let de 
Lawd keep his own secrets, Lily. De 
way things is goin' now dey ain’t 
been no sinnin' since dey give dat 
scamp a kick in de pants. Nowadays 
Heaven’s free of sin an' if a lady 
wants a little constitutional she kin 



insulted. 

SLENDER ANGEL. I was jest a baby 
when Satan leP. I don’t even 'mem¬ 
ber w'hat he look like. 


STOUT ANGEL. Well, when you come 
right down to it, I suppose we is all 
pretty near perfec'. 


STOUT ANGEL. He was jest right fo 
a devil. (An archangel enters. 
is older than the others and wears a 
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white heard. His clothing is much 
darker than that of the others and 
his wings a trifle more imposing') 
Good moanin’, Archangel. 

(Others say good morning.) 

ARCHANGEL. Good moVun', folks. I 
wonder kin I interrup* de fish fry an' 
give out de Sunday-school cyards^ 
(Cries of '"Suttingly!” ^'Mah good' 
ness, yes*'—etc. The marching choir 
stops) You kin keep singin’ if you 
want to. Why don’ you sing 'When 
de Saints Come Marchin’ In?” Seem 
to me I ain’ heard dat lately. (The 
CHOIR begins "When the Saints 
Come Marching In," rather softly, 
hut does not resume marching. The 
ARCHANGEL looks off left) All light, 
bring ’em yere. (A prim-looking 

WOMAN TEACHER-ANGEL enters, 

shepherding ten boy and girl 
CHERUBS. The TEACHER Carries ten 
herihhoned diplomas, which she 
gives to the archangel. The ch ir- 
UBS are dressed in stiffly starched 
white suits and dresses, the little 
girls hax'ing enormous ribbons at the 
hacks of their dresses and smaller ones 
in their hair and on the tips of their 
xvings. They line up in front of the 
archangel and receive the atten' 
tion of the rest of the company. The 
choir sings through the ceremony) 
Now, den, cherubs, why is you yere? 

CHILDREN. Because we so good. 

archangel. Dat's right. Now who 
de big boss? 

children. Our dear Lawd. 

archangel. Dat’s right. When you 
all grow up what you gonter be? 

children. Holy angels at de throne 
of grace. 


ARCHANGEL. Dat's right. Now, you 
passed yo’ ’xaminations and it gives 
me great pleasure to hand out de 
cyards for de whole class. Gineeva 
Chaproe. (The first girl cherub 
goes to him and gets her diploma. 
The CHOIR sings loudly and resumes 
marching, as the archangel calls 
out another name—and presents di 
plomas) Corey Moulter. Csecond 
GIRL cherub gets her diploma) 
Nootzie Winebush. (third girl 
cherub) Harriet Prancy. (fourth 
girl cherub) I guess you is Bro- 
zain Stew’t. (He gives the fifth 

GIRL CHERUB the paper. Each of the 
presentations has been accompanied 
by hand-clapping from the bystand¬ 
ers) Now you boys know yo’ own 
names. Suppose you come yere and 
help me git dese ’sorted right? 

(boy cherubs gather about him and 
receive their diplomas. The little 
GIRLS have scattered about the stage, 
joining groups of the adult angels. 
The angel gabriel enters. He is big¬ 
ger and more elaborately winged 
than even the archangel, but he is 
also much younger and beardless. 
His costume is less conventional 
than that of the other men, resem¬ 
bling more the Gabriel of the Dore 
drawings. His appearance causes a 
flutter among the others. They stop 
their chattering with the children. 
The choir stops as three or fottr 
audible whispers of "Gabriel/” are 
heard. In a moment the heavenly 
company is all attention.) 

GABRIEL (lifting his hand). Gang¬ 
way! Gangway for de Lawd God 
Jehovah! 

(There is a reverent JiHsh as god 
enters. He is the tallest and biggest 
of them all. He wears a white shirt 
with a white boxv tie, a long Prince 
Albert coat of black alpaca, black 
trousers and congress gaiters. He 
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looks at the assemhlage. There is a 
^ause. He speaks in a rich, hass 
voice.') 

GOD. Is you been baptized? 

OTHERS Cchayiting). Certainly, Lawd. 

GOD. Is you been baptized? 

OTHERS. Certainly, Lawd. 

GOD C'^ith the beginning of musical 
notation). Is you been baptized? 

OTHERS (now half singing). Cer¬ 
tainly, Lawd. Certainly, certainly, 
certainly, Lawd. (They sing the last 
two verses with equivalent part divi¬ 
sion.) 

Is you been redeemed? 

Certainly, Lawd. 

Is you been redeemed? 

Certainly, Lawd. 

Is you been redeemed? 

Certainly, Lawd. Certainly, cer¬ 
tainly, certainly, Lawd. 

Do you bow mighty low? 

Certainly, Lawd. 

Do you bow mighty low? 

Certainly, Lawd. 

Do you bow mighty low? 

Certainly, Lawd. Certainly, cer¬ 
tainly, certainly, Lawd. 

(As the last response ends all heads 
are bowed, god looks at them for a 
moment; then lifts His hand.) 

GOD. Let de fish fry proceed. 
(everyone rises. The angels relax 
and resume their inaudible conversa¬ 
tions. The activity behind the table 
and about the cauldron is resumed. 
Some of the choir members cross to 
the table and get sandwiches and 
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cups of the boiled custard. Three oj 
fotir of the children in the Sitndav 
School class and the little girl 
who had the bone in her throat affec 
tionately group themselves about 
GOD fls he speaks with the arch¬ 
angel. He pats their heads, they 
hang to his coat-tails, etc.) 

ARCHANGEL. Good mo’nin’, Lawd. 

god. Good mo^nin*. Deacon. You 
lookin* pretty spry. 

ARCHANGEL. I cain" complain. Wc 
jest been givin' our cyards to de chil* 
lun. 

GOD. Dat s good. 

(A small CHERUB, his feet braced 
against one of god’s shoes, is using 
god’s coat tail as a trapeze. One oj 
the COOKS offers a fish sandwich 
which god politely declines.) 

FIRST MAMMY ANGEL. Now, yOU 

leave go de Lawd’s coat, Herman. 
You heah me? 

GOD. Dat’s all right, sister. He jest 
playin’. 

FIRST MAMMY ANGEL. He playin’ toe 
rough. 

(god picks up the cherub anc 
spanks him good-naturedly. The 
cherub squeals with delight and 
runs to his mother, gabriel ad¬ 
vances to GOD with a glass of the 
custard.) 

GABRIEL. Little b’iled custud, Lawd? 

GOD. Thank you very kindly. Dis 
looks nice. 

custard maker (offering a box). 
Ten cent seegar. Lawd? 
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GOD (taking it). Thank you, thank 
you. How de fish fry goin'? (Ad Uh. 
cries of *'0, K, Lawd,’' *'Fine an 
dandy, LciW," "De best one yit. 
Laved!' etc. To the choir) How 
you shouters gittin’ Dn? 

CHOIR LEADER. Wc been marchin* 
and singin’ de whole mo’nin*. 

GOD. I heard you. You gettin’ better 
ail de time. You gittin' as good as 
de one at de throne. Why don' you 
give MS one dem ol’ time jump-ups? 

CHOIR LEADER. Anythin' you say, 

F-awd. (To the others') “So High!" 
(The CHOIR begins to sing “So High 
Yoti Cant Get Over It." They sing 
softly, but do not march. An angel 
offers his cigar to GOD from which 
He can light His oww.) 

GOD. No, thanks. Fm gonter save dis 
a bit. (He puts the cigar in his pock’ 
et and listens to the singers a mo¬ 
ment. Then he sips his custard. 
After a second sip, a look of displeas¬ 
ure comes on his face.) 

GABRIEL. What’s de matter, Lawd? 

GOD (sipping again). I ain’t jest sure, 
yit. Dey’s somethin’ 'bout dis cus¬ 
tard. (Takes another sip.) 

CUSTARD MAKER. Ain’t it all right, 

Lawd? 


know what it is. It needs jest a little 
bit mo’ firmament. 

CUSTARD MAKER. Dey’s firmament 
in it, Lawd. 

GOD. Maybe, but it ain’ enough, 

CUSTARD MAKER, It’s all we had, 

Lawd. Dey ain’t a drap in de jug. 

GOD. Dat’s all right. I’ll jest r’ar back 
an' pass a miracle, (choir stops sing¬ 
ing) Let it be some firmament! An’ 
when I say let it be some firmament, 
I don’t want jest a little bitty dab o' 
firmament caize I’m sick an’ tired 
of runnin’ out of it when we need 
it. Let it be a whole mess of firma¬ 
ment! (The stage has become misty 
until GOD and the heavenly company 
are obscured. As he finishes the 
speech there is a burst of thunder. 
As the stage grows darker) Dat’s de 
way I like it. 

(Miirwnrs frmn the others: "Dat's a 
lot of firmament." “My, dat is firma¬ 
ment!" "Look to me like he's created 
rain" etc.) 

FIRST MAMMY ANGEL (when the 

stage is dark). Now, look Lawd, dat’s 
too much firmament. De cherubs is 
gettin’ all wet. 

SECOND MAMMY ANGEL, Look at my 
Carlotta, Lawd. She’s soaked to de 
skin. Dat’s plenty too much firma* 
ment. 


GOD. It don’t seem seasoned jest 
right. You make it? 

CUSTARD MAKER. YcS, Lawd. I put 
everythin* in it like I alius do. It’s 
supposed to be perfec’. 


GOD. Well, ’co’se w'e don’t want de 
chillun to ketch cold. Can’t you 
dreen it off? 

GABRIEL. Dey’s no place to dreen it, 
Lawd. 


GOD. Yeah. I kin taste de eggs and first mammy angel. Why don’t we 
de cream and de sugar. (Suddenly) I jest take de babies home, Lawd? 
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GOD. No, I don wanta bust up de 
fish fry. You angels keep quiet an* 
ril pass another miracle. Dat s al¬ 
ways de trouble wid miracles. When 
you pass one you always gotta r’ar 
back an* pass another. (There is a 
hush') Let dere be a place to dreen 
off dis firmament. Let dere be moun¬ 
tains an’ valleys an' let dere be 
oceans an* lakes. An’ let dere be riv¬ 
ers an* bayous to dreen it off in, too. 

As a matter of fac’ let dere be de 
earth. An* when dat’s done let dere 
be de sun, an' let it come out an’ 
dry my cherubs* wings. 

(Tlie lights go up until the stage is 
bathed in sunlight On the embank¬ 
ment upstage there is now a waist- 
high un-oiight-iron railing such as one 
sees on the galleries of houses in the 
French quarter of New Orleans. The 
CHERUBS are being examined by 
their parents and there is an ad lib. 
murmur of, all right, honey?'' 

‘You feel better now, Albert?" "Now 
you all dry, Vangy?" until the arch¬ 
angel, who has been gazing in awe 
at the railing, drowns them out) 

ARCHANGEL. Look yerc! 

(There is a rush to the embankment 
accompanied by exclamations, "My 
goodness!" "What's dis?" "I declahl" 
etc. GABRIEL towers above the group 
on the middle of the embankment 
GOD is wrapped in thought, facing 
the audience. The choir resumes 
singing "So High You Can't Get 
Over }t" softly. The babbling at the 
balustrade dies away as the people 
lean over the railing, gabriel tMrws 
and faces god indicating the earth 
hehw the railing with his left hand.) 

GABRIEL. Do you See it, Lawd? 

./ ’ 

GOD (quietly, without turning his 
head upstage). Yes, Gabriel. 
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GABRIEL. Looks mighty nice, Lavvd. 

GOD. Yes. 

(gabriel turns and looks over the 
railing.) 

GABRIEL (gazing down). Yes, suh. 
Dat’d make mighty nice farming 
country. Jest look at dat South forty 
over dere. You ain't going to let dat 
o to waste, is you, Lawd? Dat would 
e a pity an* a shame. 

GOD (not turning). It’s a good earth. 
(god turns, room is made for him 
beside gabriel on the embank- 
ment) Yes. I ought to have some¬ 
body to enjoy it. (He turns, facing 
the audience. The others, save for 
the CHOIR who are lined up in two 
rows of six on an angle up right, 
continue to look over the embank¬ 
ment) Gabriel! (god steps down 
frotn the embankment two paces.) 

GABRIEL (joining him). Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. Gabriel, I’m goin’ down dere 

GABRIEL. Yes, Law'd. 

GOD. I want you to be my w'orking 
boss yere while I’m gone. 

GABRIEL. Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. You know dat matter of dem 
two stars? 

GABRIEL. Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. Git dat fixed up! You know dat 
sparrow dat fell a little while ago? 
Tend to dat, too. 

GABRIEL. Yes, Lawd, 

god. I guess dat’s about all. I’ll be 
back Saddy, (To the CHom) Quiet, 
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angels. (The CHom stops singing. 
Those on the embankment circle 
down stage. GOD goes to embank¬ 
ment. Turns and faces the company') 
I'm gonter pass one more miracle. 
You all gonter help me an’ not make 
a soun’ caize it’s one of de most im- 
p^^tant miracles of all. QNobody 


moves. GOD turns, facing the sky and 
raises his arms above his head) Let 
there be man. 

(There is growing roll of thunder as 
stage grows dark. The choir bursts 
into *'HallelujahT and continues 
until the lights go up on the next 
scene.) 


SCENE III 


Enclosing the stage is a heterogeneous cluster of cottonwood, camphor, live 
oak and sycamore trees, yaupon and turkey-berry hushes, with their purple 
and red berries, sprays of fern-like indigo fiera and splashes of various houisi- 
ana flowers. In the middle of the stage, disclosed when the mistiness at rise 
grows into warm sunlight, stands ADAM. He is a puzzled man of 30, of 
medium height, dressed in the clothing of the average field hand. He is 
bare-headed. In the distance can he heard the choir continuing ’^Bright 
Martsions Above.*’ A bird begins to sing, adam smiles and turns to look at the 
sojirce of this novel sound. He senses his strength and raises his forearms, 
his fists clenched. With his left hand he carefully touches the muscles of his 
upper right arm. He smiles again, realizing his power. He looks at his feet 
which are stretched wide apart. He stamps once or twice and now almost 
laughs in his enjoyment. Other birds begin trilling and ADAM glances up 
joyfully toward the foliage, god enters. 


GOD. Good mo’nin’, Son. 

ADAM (with a little awe). Good 
mo'nin’, Lawd. 

Gor What’s yo’ name, Son? 

ADAM. Adam. 

GOD. Adam which? 

ADAM (frankly, after a moment’s 
puzzled groping). Jest Adam, Lawd. 

GOD. Well, Adam, how dey treatin’ 
you? How things goin’? 

ADAM. Well, Lawd, you know it’s 
kind of a new line of wukk. 


GOD. You'll soon get de hang of it. 
You know yo’ kind of a new style 
with me. 

ADAM. Oh, I guess I'm gonter make 
out all right soon as I learn de ropes. 

GOD. Yes, I guess you wiW. Yo* a 
nice job. 

ADAM. Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. Dey’s jest one little thing de 
matter you. Did you notice it? 

ADAM. Well, now you mentioned it, 
Lawd. I kind of thought dey was 
somethin' wrong. 
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GOD. Yes suh, you ain't quite right. 
Adam, you need a family. De reason 
for dat is in yo’ heart you is a family 
man. ( Flicking the ash off his cigar) 
I’d say dat was de main trouble at 
de moment. 

ADAM (stniling). Yes sir. (His smile 
fades and he is puzzled again) At de 
same time—dey s one thing puzzlin' 
me, Lawd. Could I ask you a ques¬ 
tion? 
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of experiment wid me an' I ain't sho’ 
whether you could make it. You two 
jest enjoy yoself. Drink de watei 
from de little brooks an' de wine 
from de grapes an' de berries, an' 
eat de food dat's hangin' for you in 
de trees. (He pauses, startled hy a 
painful thought) Dat is, in all but 
one tree. (He pauses. Then, not 
looking at them) You know what 1 
mean, my children? 


GOD. Why, certainly, Adam. 

ADAM. Lawd, jest what is a family? 


ADAM and EVE. Yes, Lawd. [They 
slowly turn their heads left, toward 
the branches of an off-stage tree. 
Then they look hack at god.) 


GOD. I’m gonter show you. (Indi¬ 
cates a spot) Jest lie dowm dere, 


Adam. Make out you was goin' to 
slumber. 


ADAM. Thank you, Lawd. 
EVE. Thank you, Lawd. 


ADAM (gently). Yes, Lawd. (He lies 
down. GOD stands beside him and as 
he raises his arms above his head the 
lights go down. In the darkness god 
speaks.) 

GOD. Eve. (Lights go up. eve is 
standing beside adam. She is about 
hrenty-six, and quite pretty. She is 
dressed like a country girl. Her ging¬ 
ham dress is quite new and dean. 
GOD is now at the other side of the 
stage, looking at them critically, eve 
looks at ADAM in timid wonder and 
slowly turns her head until she meets 
the glance of god. adam stands be¬ 
side eve. They gaze at each other 
for a moment, god smiles) Now you 
all right, Eve. (adam and eve face 
him) Now ril tell you what I’m 
gonter do. I'm gonter put you in 
charge here. I’m gonter give vou de 
run of dis whole garden. E^'e. vou 
take care of dis man an' Adam you 
take care of dis woman. You belong 
to each other. I don' want vou to try 
to do too much caize yo' both kind 


GOD. I gotter be gittin' along now. 
I got a hund'ed thousan' things to 
do 'fo' you take you' nex' breath. 
Enjoy yo’selves— (god exits.) 
(adaai and eve stand looking after 
Him for a moment, then each looks 
down and watches their hands meet 
and clasp. After a moment they lift 
their heads slowly until they are 
again gazing at the tree.) 

EVE. Adam. 

ADAIU (looking at the tree, almost in 
terror). What? 

EVE (softly as she too continues to 
look at the tree). Adam. 

(The CHOIR begins singing ‘‘I'urn 
You Round'' and as the lights go 
down the choir co7ttinues until 
there is blackness. The choir sud¬ 
denly slops. The following scene is 
played in the darkness.) 

MR. DESHEE's voice. Now, I s’pOSC 
you chillun know what happened 

4 
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iher God made Adam 'n Eve. Do 


you? 

FIRST GIRLS VOICE. I ItllOW, Ml* 

Deshee. 

MR. deshee’s voice. Jcst a minute, 
Randolph. Didn't I tell you you got¬ 
ta tell yo’ mammy let yo' sister bring 
you. Carlisle, take way dat truck he’s 
eatin’. You sit by him, see kin you 
keep him quiet. Now, den, Myrtle, 
what happened? 

FIRST girl's voice. Why, den dey 
ate de fo’bidden fruit and den dey 
got driv’ out de garden. 

MR. deshee’s voice. An' den what 
happened? 

FIRST girl's voice. Dcn dey felt ver' 
bad. 

MR. deshee’s voice. I don’ mean 
how dey feel, I mean how dey do. 
Do dey have any children or any¬ 
thing like dat? 


FIRST girl's voice. Oh, yes, suh, 
dey have Cain ’n’ Abel. 

MR. deshee's voice. Dat’s right, dey 
have Cain an' Abel. 

boy’s voice. Dat was a long time 
after dey got married, wasn’t it, Mr. 
Deshee? hly mammy say it was a 
hund’ed years. 

MR. deshee’s voice. Well, nobody 
kin be so sure. As I toV you befo' dey 
was jest heginnin' to be able to tell 
de time an’ nobody was any too sure 
’bout anythin’ even den. So de bes’ 
thing to do is jest realize dat de thing 
happened an’ don't bother ’bout 
how many years it was. Jest remem¬ 
ber what I told you about it gittin 
dark when you go to sleep an’ it bein’ 
light when you wake up. Dat's de 
way time went by in dem days. One 
thing we do know an’ dat was dis 
boy Cain was a mean rascal. 

(The lights go up on the next scene.) 


SCENE IV 


A roadside. , i /■ i j j t> l 

CAIN, a husky young Negro, stands over the body of the dead abel. Both 

are dressed as laborers, gain is looking at the body in awe, a rock in His right 
hand, god enters. 


GOD. Cain, look what you done to 
Abel. 

3 AIN. Lawd, I was min’in' my own 
business and he come monkeyin' 
aroun’ wit’ me. I was wmkkin' in de 
fiel' an’ he ivas sittin’ in de shade of 
de tree. He say “Me, I'd be skeered 
to git out in dis hot sun. I be 'fraid 


my brains git cooked. Co’se you ain’t 
got no brains so you ain’t in no dan¬ 
ger.” An’ so I up and flang de rock, 
if it miss ’im all right, an’ if it hit 
’im, all right. Dat’s de way I feel. 

GOD. All right, but I’m yere to tell 
vou dat’s called a crime. When de 
new ^ndge is done talkin’ to you 
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you’ll be draggin’ a ball and chain de 
rest of yo’ life. 

CAIN. Well, what’d he want to come 
monkeyin’ aroun’ me fo’ den? I was 
jest plowin’, min’in’ my own busi¬ 
ness, and not payin’ him no min’, 
and yere he come makin’ me de fool. 
I’d bust anybody what make me de 
fool. 

GOD. Well, I ain’t sayin’ you right an’ 
I ain’t sayin’ you wrong. But I do 
say was I you I’d jest git myself down 
de road ’til I was clean out of de 
county. An’ you better take an’ git 
married an’ settle down an’ raise 


some chillun. Dey ain’t nothin’ to 
make a man fo’git his troubles like 
raisin' a family. Now, you better git. 

CAIN. Yessuh. CcAiN walks off.) 

(cod watches him from the forestage 
and as the lights begin to dim looks 
off. The CHOIR begins '*Rnn, Sinner, 
Hun.") 

GOD. Adam an’ Eve, you better try 
again. You better have Seth an’ a 
lot mo’ chillun. 

(There is darkness. The choir con¬ 
tinues until the lights go up on the 
next scene.) 


SCENE V 


CAm ts discovered walking on an unseen treadmill. A middle distance of trees, 

htllstdes and shrubbery passes him on an upper treadmill Behind is the blue 

sky He stops under the branches of a tree to look at a sign on a fence railing. 

Only half the tree is visible on the stage. The sign reads, "Nod Parish 
County Line. 


CAIN (sitting down with a sigh of 
relief under the tree). At las’! Phew! 
(Wipes his forehead with a handker¬ 
chief) Feels like I been walkin’ fo’ty 
years. (He looks back) Well, dey 
cain git me now. Now I kin raise a 
fam’Iy. (An idea occurs to him, and 
stiddenly he begins looking right 
and left) Well, I'll be hit by a mule! 
Knock me down for a trustin' baby! 
Where I gonter git dat fam’Iy? Dat 
preacher fooled me. (He is quite de¬ 
jected) Doggone! 

gain’s girl (off-stage). Hello, 
Country Boy! 

CcAiN glances up to the off-stage 
branches of the tree.) 


CAIN. Hey-ho, Good lookin’! Which 
way is it to town? 

gain’s girl (off-stage). What you 
tryin’ to do? You tryin’ to mash me? 
I be doggone if it ain’t gittin’ so a 
gal cain’t hardly leave de house ’out 
some of dese fast men ain’ passin’ 
remarks at her. 

CAIN. I ain* passin’ remarks. 

CAINS GIRL (off-stage). If I thought 
you was tryin’ to mash me, I’d call 
de police an’ git you tooken to de first 
precinct. 

CAIN. Look yere, gal, I ast you a 
Question, an’ if you don’ answer me 
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I’m eonter "bend you cross my pants gain’s girl. Where you boun 
an’ bum you up. Beautiful? 


gain’s girl Coff-^tage'). I’m cornin’ 
down. 

(gain takes his eyes from the tree.) 


CAIN. I'm jest seein’ de country. I 
thought I might settle down yere fo* 
a spell. You live wit’ yo’ people? 


CAIN. Yes, an’ you better hurry. 
(gain’s girl enters. Sbe is as large 
as CAIN, wickedly pretty, and some¬ 
what flashily dressed. She smiles at 

CAIN.) 

gain’s girl. I bet you kin handle a 
gal mean wid dem big stout arms of 
your’n. I sho’ would hate to git you 
mad at me, Country Boy. 

CAIN (smiling). Come yere. (She 
goes a little closer to him) Don’t be 
’fraid, I ain’ so mean. 

gain’s girl. You got two bad-lookin’ 
eyes. I bet yo’ hot coffee ’mong de 
vomen folks. 


gain’s girl. Co’se I does. 

CAIN. S’pose dey’d like to take in a 
boarder? 

gain’s girl. Be nice if dey would, 
wouldn’t it? 

CAIN. I think so. You got a beau? 

gain’s girl. Huh-uhl 

CAIN C^miliiig'). You has now. 

gain’s girl. I guess—I guess if you 
w anted to kiss me an* I tried to stop 
vou, you could pretty nearly crush 
me wit’ dem stout arms. 


CAIN. I ain’ never find out. What 
w'as you doin’ in dat tree? 

gain’s girl. Jest coolin' myself in de 
element. 


CAIN. You wouldn’t try too much, 
would you? 

gain’s girl. Maybe for a little while. 
gain. An’ den what? 


CAIN. Is you a Nod Parish gal? 

gain’s girl. Bo’n an’ bred. 

GAIN. You know yo’ kinda pretty. 

gain’s girl. Who tol’ you dat? 

CAIN. Dese yere two bad eyes of 
mine. 

gain’s girl. T bet you say dat to 
everybody all de w'av down de road. 

CAIN. Cornin’ down dat road I didnt 
talk to nobody. 


gain’s girl. Why don’ we wait an* 
see? 

CAIN. When \vould dat be? 

gain’s girl. Tonight. After supper. 
Think you kin walk a little further 
now, City Boy? 

CAIN. Yeh, I ain’t so weary now. 
(She takes his hand.') 

gain’s girl. What yo’ name? (Takes 
his arm.) 


CAIN. Cain. 
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CAINS GIRL. Den I’m Cam^s Gal. 
Come on, honey, an’ meet de folks. 
(They exit. The choir is heard 
singing ‘To« Better Mind," as god 
enters, god watches the vanished 
CAIN and his girW) 


i6i 

GOD (after shaking his head'). Bad 
business. I don’ like de wav things is 
goin’ fltall. 

(The stage is darkened. The choir 
continues singing until the lights go 
up on the next scene,) 


SCENE VI 


GODS private office in Heaven. It is a small room, framed hy tableau curtains. 
A large window up center looks out on the sky. There is a battered roll-top 
desk. On the wall next to the window is a framed religious oleograph with a 
calendar attached to it underneath. A door is at the left. A hat rack is on the 
wall above the door. There are two or three cheap pine chairs beside the 
window, and beyond the door. In front of the desk is an old swivel armchair 
which creaks every time god leans back in it. The desk is open and various 
papers are stuck in the pigeonholes. Writing implements, etc. are on the 
desk. On a shelf above the desk is a row of law books. A cuspidor is near 
the desk, and a waste basket by it. The general atmosphere is that of the 
office of a Negro lawyer in a Touisiana town. As the lights go up god takes c 
fresh cigar from a box on the desk and begins puffing it without bothering to 
light it. There is no comment on this minor miracle from gabriel who is 

sitting in one of the chairs with a pencil and several papers in his hand. The 
singing becomes pianissimo. 


GABRIEL (looking at the papers^. 

I guess dat’s about all de im¬ 
portant business dis momin*, Lawd. 

GOD. How ^bout dat cherub over to 
Archangel Montgomery’s housed 

GABRIEL. Where do dey live, Lawd? 
(The singing stops.) 

GOD. Dat little two-story gold house, 
over by de pearly gates. 

GABRIEL. Oh, dat Montgomery. I 
thought you was referrin’ to de ol’ 
gentleman. Oh, yeh. (He sorts 
through the papers and finds one he 
is looking for) Yere ’tis. (Reads) 


^Cherub Christina Montgomery; 
wings is moltin’ out of season an' 
nobody knows what to do.” 

GOD. Well, now, take keer of dat. 
You gotter be more careful, Gabe. 

GABRIEL. Yes, Lawd. (Folds the pa¬ 
pers and puts them in a pocket, god 
turns to his desk, takes another puff 
or two of the cigar, and with a pen¬ 
cil, begins checking off items on a 
sheet of paper before him. His hack 
is turned toward gabriel. gabriel 
takes his trumpet from the hut rack 
and burnishes it with his robe. He 
then wets his lips and puts the 
mouthpiece to his mouth.) 
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GOD ^without tUTning around'). 
Now, watch yo^self, Gabriel. 

GABRIEL. I wasn’t goin to blow, 
Lawd. I jest do dat every now an’ 
den so I can keep de feel of it. (He 
leans trumpet against the wall, god 
picks up the papers and sxvirtgs his 
chair around toward gabriel.) 

GOD. What’s dis yere about de moon? 

GABRIEL (suddenly remembering). 
Oh! Dc moon people say it’s begin- 
nin’ to melt a little, on count caize 
de sun’s so hot. 

GOD. It’s goin* ’roun* ’cordin’ to 
schedule, ain’t it? 

GABRIEL, Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. Well, tell ’em to stop groanin’. 
Dere’s nothin’ de matter wid dat 
moon. Trouble is so many angels is 
flyin’ over dere on Saddy night. Dey 
git to beatin’ dere wings when dey 
dancin’ an’ dat makes de heat. Tell 
dem dat from now on dancin’ ’roun' 
de moon is sinnin’. Dey got to stop 
it. Dat’ll cool off de moon. (He 
swings hack and puts the paper on 
the desk. He leans hack in the chair 
comfortably, his hands clasped be¬ 
hind his head) Is dere anythin’ else 
you ought to remin’ me of? 

GABRIEL, De prayers, Lawd. 

GOD (puzzled, slowly sxmnging chair 
around again). De prayers? 


GABRIEL. From mankind. You know, 

down on de earth. 

GOD. Oh, yeh, de poor little earth. 
Bless my soul, 1 almos forgot about 
dat. Mus’ be three or four hund’ed 
years since 1 been down dere. I 
wasn’t any too pleased wid dat job. 

GABRIEL (laughing). You know you 
don’ make mistakes, Lawd. 

GOD (soberly, with introspective de¬ 
tachment). So dey tell me. (He looks 

at GABRIEL, then through the win¬ 
dow again) So dey tell me. I fin’ I 
kin be displeased though, an’ I was 
displeased wid de mankind I las’ 
seen. Maybe I ought to go down dere 
again—I need a little holiday. 

GABRIEL. Might do you good, Lawd. 

GOD. I think I will. I’ll go down ari 
walk de earth agin an’ see how dem 
poor humans is makin’ out. What 
time is it, by de sun an’ de stars? 

GABRIEL (glancing out of the win¬ 
dow). Jest exactly half-past, Lawd. 
(god is taking his hat and stick front 
the hat rack.) 

god (opening the door). Well, take 
keer o’ yo’self. I’ll be back Saddy, 
(He exits.) 

(The stage is darkened. The choir 
begins “Dere's No Hidin’ Place,” and 
continttes until the lights go up on 
the next scene.) 


SCENE VII 


^OD is tvalking along a country road. He stops to listen. Church hells ar6 
heard in the distance. 





the green 

GOD. Dat s nice. Nice an’ quiet. Dat s 
de way I like Sunday to be. (The 
sound is broken by a shrill voice of a 
girl. It is ZEBA singing a "b/nes.”) 
Now, dat ain’t so good, (god re¬ 
sumes his tvcilk and the uyper tread¬ 
mill brings on u tree stump on which 
ZEBA is sitting. She is accompanying 
her song with a ukulele, god and the 
treadmill stop. When the stump 
reaches the center of the stage, it is 
seen that zeba is « rouged and ex¬ 
tremely flashily dressed chippy of 
about eighteen) Stop dat! 


ZEBA. What’s de matter wid you 

&untry Boy? Pull up yo’ pants.’ 
(oke resumes singing.) 

GOD. Stop dat! 

ZEBA (stops again). Say, listen to 
me, Banjo Eyes. What right you got 
to stop a lady enjoyin' herself? 

god Don’t you know dis is de Sab¬ 
bath. Da’s no kin’ o’ song to sing on 
de Lawds day. ® 

ZEBA. Who care ’bout de Lawd’s 

day, anymo’? People jest use Sunday 
now to git over Saddy. 

GOD. You a awful sassy little girl. 
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frightens zeba. She looks at him 
sharply') What is yo’ name? 

ZEBA. Zeba. 

god. Who’s yo’ fam’ly? 

ZEBA I’m de great-great gran’ daugh, 
ter of Seth. ^ 

god. Of Seth? But Seth was a good 
man. ® 


ZEBA. Yeh, he too good, he die of 
holiness. 

god. An’ yere’s his little gran’ daugh¬ 
ter reehm’ wid cologne. Ain’t no¬ 
body ever tol’ you yo’ on de road to 
Hell? 

ZEBA (smiling). Sho’, dat’s what de 
preacher say. Exceptin’ of course, 1 
happens to know dat I’m on de road 
to de picnic groun’s, an’ at de present 
time Im waitin’ to keep a engage¬ 
ment wid my sweet papa. He don’ 
hke people talkin’ to me. 

(gain the sixth enters. He is a 
young buck, wearing a "box" coat 
emd the other flashy garments of a 
Hampart Street swell.) 


ZEBA. I come fum sassy peoplel We 
even speak mean of de dead. 

GOD. What’s yo’ name? 

zeba (flirtatiously). “What’s my 

name? Ain’t you de ol'-time gal 
hunter! Fust, “What’s my nami?’’ 
den I spose, what would it be like if 

pu tried to kiss me? You preachers 
IS de debbils. 


gain the sixth. Hello, sugah! (He 
crosses in front of god and faces 
zeba) Hello, mammal Sorry I'm 
late, baby, but de gals in de barrel- 
house jest wouldn’t let me go. Dog¬ 
gone, one little wirehead swore she^ 
tear me down. 

(zEBA smiles and takes his hand.) 
GOD. What’s yo' name, son? 


god. J ain't aimin' to toucn you, 
daughter. (A sudden sternness 


^ AXAX. OXAIW ^contemptuously 

—« SO.P 
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GOD Csternlyj. What’s yo’ name, son? 
(CAIN slowly turns and for a mo¬ 
ment his manner is civil.') 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Cain the Sixth. 

GOD. I was afraid so. 

CAIN 'HHE SIXTH (his imfudencB re¬ 
turning). You a new preacher? 

GOD. Where you live? 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Me, I live mos’ any 
place. 

GOD. Yes, an’ you gonter see dem all. 
Is de udder young men all like you? 

CAIN THE SIXTH (STMlImg). Dc gals 

don’ think so. (He turns to^vards 
ZEBA again, picks her up and sits on 
the stump with the laughing zeba 
on his lap.) 

ZEBA. Dey ain’t nobody in de worl 

like my honey<ake. 

(cAiN kisses her and she resumes her 
song. COD watches them, zeba fin¬ 
ishes a verse of the song and begins 
another softly, gain the sixth’s eyes 
have been closed dtiriKg the sing- 
ing.) 

CAIN THE sixth (his cyes closed). 
Is de preacher gone? 

(zeba looks quickly at god without 
seeing him, and then looks off. She 
stops the song.) 

zeba. Yeh, I guess he walks fast. 
(gain pushes her off his lap and 
rises.) 

CAIN THE SIXTH (wifJl GCid SWCCt- 

ness). Dey tell me las’ night you was 
talkin’ to a creeper man, baby. 

zeba. Why, you know dey ain’t no¬ 
body in de world fo’ me but you. 


CAIN THE SIXTH (swiling). I luiOW 

dey ain’t. I even got dat ^aranteed. 
(Takes a revolver from His pocket) 
See dat, baby? 

ZEBA. Sho’ I see it, honey, 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Dat jest makes me 
positive. (Pwts the gun back.) 

ZEBA (pushing him back on the 
stump). You don’ wanter believe 
dem stories, papa. 

CAIN THE SIXTH (witk sinistCT light¬ 
ness). No, I didn’t believe dem, ba¬ 
by. Co’se dat big gorilla, Ratfoot, 
from de other side of de river is in 
town ag’in. 

ZEBA. Dat don’ mean nothin’. Rat- 
foot ain’t nothin’ to me. 

CAIN THE SIXTH (sitting again') 

Co’se he ain’t. Go’ head, sing some 
mo’, baby. 

(zeba restimes singing.) 

GOD. Bad business. (The treadmills 
start turning, god resumes His walk. 
ZEBA, still singing, and gain the 
SIXTH recede with the landscape. 
GOD is again alone on the country 
road. There is a twitter of birds. 
GOD looks up and smiles) De birds 
is goin’ ’bout dere business, all right. 
(A patch of flowers goes by, black- 
eyed Susans, conspictiously) How 
you flowers makin’ out? (children’s 
voices answer, 'We O. K-, Laxvd(') 
Yes, an’ you looks very pretty, (chil¬ 
dren’s voices: "'Thank you, LawdJ* 
The flowers pass out of sight.) It’s 
only de human bein’s makes me 
downhearted. Yere’s as nice a Sunday 
as dev is turnin’ out anywhere, an* 
nobody makin' de right use of it. 
(Something ahead of him attracts His 
attention. His face HrigHtens) Well, 
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now dis is mo’ like it. Now dat’s nice 
to see people prayin’. It’s a wonder 
dey don’ do it in de church. But I 
fin’ I don’ min’ it if dey do it out¬ 
doors. 

(A group of five adult h]egroes and 

a boy on their knees in a semicircle 
# _ 

appears. The treadmills stop. The 
BOY, his head bent, swings his hands 
rhythmically up to his head three or 
four times. There is a hush.') 

GAMBLER. Oh, Lawd, de smoke¬ 
house is empty. Oh, Lawd, lemme 
git dem groceries. Oh, Lawd, lemme 
see dat little s*x. (He casts the dice) 
Wham! Dere she is, frien’s. 
(Exclamations from the others: 
'"Well damn my eyes!” “Doggone, 
dat’s de eighth pass he make.” “For 
God’s sake, can’t you ever crap?” etc. 
The BOY is picking up the monev.) 

GOD. Gamblin’! (Looks over the 
group’s sho^dders) An’ wid frozen 
dice! 

BOY GAMBLER. Dcy’s 3 dolla’ *n* a 
half talkin’ fo* me. How much you 
want of it, Riney? 

FIRST GAMBLER. I take fo’ bits. Wait 
a minute. Mebbe I take a little mo’. 
(He counts some money in his 
hand.) 

SECOND GAMBLER (glancing up at 

god). Hello, Liver Lips. (To the 
others) Looka ol’ Liver Lips. 

(The others look up and laugh 
good-naturedly, repeating “Liver 
Lips.”) 

FIRST GAMBLER. Ain’t his pockets 
high from de groun’? Ol’ High-Pock- 
ets. 

(The others keep saying “OV Liver 
Lips.” “OV Liver Lips don’t like 
to see people dicin’.” “Dat’s a good 
name, ‘High Pockets’”) 


BOY GAMBLER (to Others). Come on, 
you gonter fade me or not? 

(god seizes the boy’s ears and drags 
him to his feet. The others do not 
move, hut watch amused.) 

GOD. Come yere, son. Why, yo’ jest 
a little boy. Gamblin’ an’ sinnin'. 
(god looks at the boy’s face) You 
been chewin’ tobacco, too, like you 
was yo' daddy, (god sniffs) An’ you 
been dnnkin’ sonny-kick-mammy- 
wine. You oughta be ’shamed. (To 
the others) An’ you gamblers oughta 
be ’shamed, leadin’ dis boy to sin. 

FIRST GAMBLER. He dc bcs’ crap 
shooter in town, mister. 

GOD. I’m gonter tell his mammy. I 
bet she don’ know ’bout dis. 

FIRST GAMBLER. No, shc don’ know 
(The others lajigk) She don’ know 
anythin’. 

SECOND GAMBLER. Das de God’s 
truth. 

FIRST GAMBLER. See kin you beat 

’im, High Pockets. Dey’s a dolla’ 
open yere. 

GOD. I ain’t gonter beat ’im. I’m 
gonter teach ’im. I may have to teach 
you all. (He starts walking from 
them. The boy sticks out his tongue 
the moment god’s hack is turned.) 

boy GAMBLER. If you fin’ my mammy 
you do mo’n I kin. Come on, gam¬ 
blers, see kin you gimme a little ac¬ 
tion. Who wants any part of dat 
dollar? 

(The treadmill carries them off. The 
FIRST GAMBLER is heard saying: “I'll 
take another two hits,” and the 
others, “Gimme a dime’s wo’th,” “I 
ain’t only got fifteen cents left,” etc 
as they disappear.) 
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GOD ^walking'). Where’s dat little 
boy’s home? (The front of a shanty 
appears and god stops in front of the 
door) Yere’s de place. It ain’t any 
too clean, either. (^Knocks on the 
door with his cane.) 

VOICE IN SHANTY. Who dar? 

GOD. Never you min’ who’s yere. 
Open de door. 

70 ICE IN SHANTY. You gotta scarch 
warrant? 

DOD. I don’ need one. 

ToicK IN SHANTY. Who you wanter 
see? 

GOD. I wanter see de mammy of de 
little gamblin’ hoy. 

VOICE IN SHANTY. You mean little 
Johnny Rucker? 

Gon. Dat may be his name. 

VOICE IN SHANTY, Well, Mts. Rucker 
ain’t home. 

GOD. Where’s she at? 

VOICE IN SHANTY, Who, MlS, 
Rucker? 

GOD. You heerd me. 

VOICE IN SHANTY. Oh, she run away 

las’ night wid a railroad man. She's 
eloned. 

A, 

GOD. Where’s Rucker? 

VOICE IN SHANTY. Hc’s flat Under de 
^able. He so drunk he cain’t move. 

GOD. Who are you? 


VOICE IN SHANTY. I’sc jest a ficn’ an’ 
neighbor. I come in las’ night to de 
party, an’ everybody in yere's dead 
drunk but me. De only reason I kin 
talk is 1 drank some new white mule 
1 made myself, an’ it bum my throat 
so I cain’t drink no mo’. You got any 
mo’ questions? 

GOD. Not for you. 

(The shanty begins to move off as 
GOD starts walking again.) 

VOICE IN SHANTY. Good liddancc, I 

say. 

QShanty disappears.) 

GOD. Dis ain’t gittin’ me nowheres. 
All I gotta say dis yere mankind I 
been peoplin’ my earth wid sho’ ain’t 
much. (He stops and looks hack) I 
got good min’ to wipe ’em all off an’ 
people de earth wid angels. No. 
Angels is all right, singin’ an' playin’ 
an’ flyin’ around, but dey ain’t much 
on wwkin’ de crops and buildin’ de 
levees. No, sub, mankind’s jest right 
for my earth, if he wasn’t so dog¬ 
gone sinful. I’d rather have my earth 
peopled wit’ a bunch of channel cat¬ 
fish, dan I would mankin’ an’ his 
sin. I jest can’t stan’ sin. (He is about 
to resume his walk when noah 
enters, noah is dressed like a country 
preacher. His coat is of the "ham- 
mer-taiV* variety. He carries a prayer 
hook under his arm.) 

NOAH. Mo’nin’, brother. 

GOD. Mo’nin’, brother, I declare you 
look like a good man. 

NOAH. I try to he, brother. I’m de 
preacher yere. I don’t think I seen 
you to de meetin’. 

(They resume walking.) 

GOD. I jest come to town a little while 
ago an’ I been pretty busy. 
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NOAH. Yeh, mos’ everybody say dey's 
pretty busy dese days. Dey so busy 
dey cain’t come to meetin’. It seem 
like de mo’ I preaches dc mo’ people 
ain’t got time to come to church. I 
ain’t hardly got enough members to 
fill up de choir. I gotta do de preach¬ 
in’ an’ de bassin’ too. 

GOD. Is dat a fac’? 

NOAH. Yes, suh, brother. Eveiy'body 
is mighty busy, gamblin’, good-timin’, 
an’ goin’ on. You jest wait, though. 
M^hen Gabriel blow de horn you 
gonter fin’ dey got plenty of time to 
punch chunks down in Hell. Yes, 
suh. 

GOD. Seems a pity. Dey all perfec’ly 
healthyr* 

NOAH. Oh, dey healthy, all right. Dey 
jest all lazy, and mean, and full of 
sin. You look like a preacher, too, 
brother. 

GOD. Well, I am, in a way. 

NOAH. You jest passin’ through de 
neighborhood? 


GOD. Yes. I wanted to see how things 
was goin’ in yo’ part of de country, 
an’ I been feelin’ jest ’bout de way 
you do. It’s enough to discourage you. 

NOAH. Yes, but I gotta keep wres'Iin’ 
wid ’em. Where you boun’ for right 
now, brother? 

GOD. I was jest walkin’ along. I 
thought I might stroll on to de nex’ 
town. 

NOAH. Well, dat’s a pretty good dis¬ 
tance. I live right yere. (He stops 
walking) Why don’ you stop an’ 
give us de pleasure of yo’ comp'ny 
for dinner? I believe my ol' woman 
has kilt a chicken. 

GOD. Why, dat’s mighty nice of you, 
brother. I don’ beheve I caught yo’ 
name. 

NOAH. Noah, jest brother Noah. Dis 
is my home, brother. Come right in. 
(god and noah start walking towards 
noah’s house which is just coming 
into view on the treadmill. The stage 
darkens, the choir sings 'Teastin 
Table,'’ and when the lights go up 
again, the next scene is disclosed.) 


SCENE Vlll 


Interior of noahs h<mse. The ensemble suggests the combination living- 
dintng room tn a fairly prosperous Negro's cabin. Clean white curtains hang 
at the window. A table and chairs are in the center of the room. There is a 
cheerful checked tablecloth on the table, and on the wall, a framed, hiohh 
colored picture reading ‘'God Bless Our Home." ^ 

noah’s WIFE, an elderly Negress, simply and neatly dressed, god and 
NOAH are discovered grouped about the table. 
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NOAH. Company, darlin’. (noah’s 
WIFE takes NOAHS and god’s hats') 
Dis geniman’s a preacher, too. He’s 
jest passin’ through de country. 

•SOD. Good mo’nin’, sister. 


open. Now you know dat makes fo’ 
loose livin’. Men folks spen’s all 
dere time fightin’, loafin’ an’ gam¬ 
blin’, an’ makin’ bad likker. 

GOD. What about de women? 


noah’s wife. Good mo’nin*. You 
jest ketch me when I’m gittin’ din¬ 
ner ready. You gonter stay with us? 

GOD. If I ain’t intrudin’. Brother 
Noah suggested— 

.voah’s wife. You set right down 
yere. I got a chicken in de pot an’ 
it’ll be ready in ’bout five minutes. 
I'll go out de back an’ call Shem, 
Ham an’ Japheth. (To god) Dey’s 
our sons. Dey live right acrost de 
way but always have Sunday dinner 
wid us. You mens make yo’selves 
comf’table. 


god. Thank you, thank you very 
kindly. 


NOAH. You run along, we all right. 
(god and noah seat themselves. 
noah’s wife exits.) 


NOAH. De women is worse dan de 
men. If dey ain’t makin’ love 
powder dey out beg-borrow-an’-steal- 
in’ money for policy tickets. Doggone, 
T come in de church Sunday ’fo’ las’ 
'bout an hour befo’ de meetin’ was 
to start, and dere was a woman steal- 
in’ de altar cloth. She was goin’ to 
hock it. Dey ain’t got no moral sense. 
Now you take dat case las’ month, 
over in East Putney. Case of dat 
young Willy Roback. 

GOD. What about him? 


NOAH. Dere is a boy seventeen years 
old. Doggone, if he didn’t elope with 
his aunt. Now, you know, dat kin’ 
of goin’ on is bad fo’ a neighbor¬ 
hood. 


GOD. Terrible, terrible. 


god. You got a fine wife, Brother 
Noah. 

NOAH. She pretty good woman. 

GOD. Yes, suh, an’ you got a nice 
little home. Have a ten cent seegar? 
(god offers him one.) 

NOAH. Thank you, much obliged. 
(Both men lean hack restfvlly in 
their chairs.) 

GOD. Jest what seems to be de main 
trouble ’mong mankind, Noah? 

NOAH. Well, it seems to me de main 
trouble is dat de whol* distric’ is wide 


NOAH. Yes, suh. Dis use’ to be a nice, 
decent community. I been doin’ my 
best to preach de Word, but seems 
like every time I preach de place jest 
goes a little mo’ to de dogs. De good 
Lawd only knows what’s gonter hap¬ 
pen. 

GOD. Dat is de truth. 

(There is a pause. Each puffs his 
cigar. Suddenly noah grasps his 
knee, as if it were paining him, and 
twists his foot.) 

NOAH. Huh! 

GOD. What’s de matter? 


THE GREEN 

NOAH. I jest got a twitch. My buck- 
aguer I guess. Every now and den I 
gets a twitch in de knee. Might be a 
sign of rain, 

GOD. That’s just what it is. Noah, 
what’s de mos’ rain you ever had 
^round dese parts? 

NOAH. Well, de water come down fo’ 
six days steady last April an' de rib- 
ber got so swole it bust down de 
levee up 'bove Freeport. Raise cain 
all de way down to de delta. 

GOD. What would you say was it to 
rain for forty days and forty nights? 

NOAH. I’d say dat was a complete 
rain! 

GOD. Noah, you don't know who I 
is, do you? 

NOAH (puzzled^. Yo' face looks easy, 
but I don' think I recall de name. 
(god rises slowly, and as he reaches 
his full height there is a crash of 
lightning, a moment’s darkness, and 
a roll of thunder. It grows light 
again, noah is on his knees in front 
of GOD^ I should have known you. 

I should have seen de glory. 

GOD. Dat s all right, Noah. You didn't 
know who I was. 

NOAH. I'm jes' ol' preacher Noah, 
Lawd, an' I’m yo servant. I ain' very 
much, but I’se all I got. 

GOD. Sit down, Noah. Don' let me 
hear you shamin' yo'se'f, caize yo' a 
good man. CTimidly noah waits 
until GOD is seated, and then sits, 
himself^ I jest wanted to fin' out if 
you was good, Noah, Dat’s why I’m 
walkin de earth in de shape of a 
natchel man. I wish dey was mo' 
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people like you. But, far as I kin see, 
you and yo' fam’ly is de only re¬ 
spectable people in de worl’. 

noah. Dey jest all poor sinners, 
Lawd. 

god. I know. I am your Lawd. I am 
a god of wrath and vengeance an' 
dat s why I'm gonter destroy di# 

worl'. 

noah (almost in a whisper; drawing 
hack'). Jest as you say, Lawd. 

cod. I ain't gonter destroy you, Noah. 
You and yo' fam’ly, yo’ sheep an' 
cattle, an' all de udder things dat 
ain t human I’m gonter preserve. But 
de rest is gotta go. (Takes a pencil 
and a sheet of paper from his pocket) 
Look yere, Noah, (noah comes over 
and looks over his shoulder) I want 
you to build me a boat. I want you 
to call it de *‘Ark,’' and I want it to 
look like dis. (He is drawing on the 
paper. Continues to write as he 
speaks) I want you to take two of 
every kind of animal and bird dat’s 
in de country. I want you to take 
seeds an' sprouts an' everythin' like 
dat an' put dem on dat Ark, because 
dere is gonter be all dat rain. Dey’s 
gonter be a deluge, Noah, an' dey’s 
goin to be a flood. De levees is 
gonter bust an' everything dat's fas¬ 
tened down is cornin' loose, but it 
ain’t gonter float long, caize I'm 
gonter make a storm dat’Il sink 
thin' from a hencoop to a bam. Dey 
ain’t a ship on de sea dat’Il be able 
to fight dat tempest, Dey all got to 
go. Everythin'. Everythin’ in dis 
pretty worl’ I made, except one 
thing, Noah. You an' yo’ fam’ly an* 
de things I said are going to ride 
dat storm in de Ark. Yere s de way 
it s to be. (He hands noah the paper. 
NOAH takes it and reads.) 
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NOAH Q-paiise; looks at paper again). 
Yes, suh, dis seems to be complete. 
Now bout the animals, Lavvd, you 
say you want everythin’? 

GOD. Two of everythin*. 

NOAH. Dat would include jayraffes 
an’ hippopotamusses? 

GOD. Everythin’ dat is. 

NOAH. Dey was a circus in town las’ 
week. I guess 1 kin fin’ dem. Co’se I 
kin git all de rabbits an’ possums an* 
wii’ turkeys easy. I’ll sen’ de boys 
out. Hum, I'm jest wonderin’— 

GOD. ’Bout what? 

NOAH. ’Bout snakes. Think you’d like 
snakes, too? 

GOD. Certainly, I want snakes. 

NOAH. Oh, I kin git snakes, lots of 
’em. Co’se, some of ’em’s a little 
dangerous. Maybe I better take a 
kag of likker, too? 

GOD. You kin have a kag of likker. 

NOAH (musingly). Yes, suh, dey’s a 
awful lot of differ’nt kin’s of snakes, 
come to think about it. Dey’s water 
moccasins, cotton-moufs, rattlers— 
mus’ be a hund’ed kin’s of other 


GOD (mildly). I think de one kag’s 
enough. 

NOAH. No. I better take two kags. Be¬ 
sides I kin put one on each side of 
de boat, an’ balance de ship wid dem 
as well as havin’ dem fo* medicinal 
use. 

GOD. You kin put one kag in de mid¬ 
dle of de ship. 

NOAH (buoyantly). Jest as easy to 
take de two kags, Lawd. 

GOD. I think one kag’s enough. 

NOAH. Yes, Lawd, but you see, forty 
days an’ forty nights— 

(There is a distant roll of thtinder.) 

GOD (prmly). One kag, Noah. 

NOAH. Yes, Lawd. One kag. 

(The door in the back opens and 
noah’s wife enters with a tray of 
dishes and food.) 

noah’s wife. Now, den, gen’lemen, 
if you’ll jest draw up cheers. 

(The stage is darkened. The choir 
is heard singing “Z Want to Be 
Ready.'* They continue in the dark¬ 
ness until the lights go up on the 
next scene.) 


SCENE IX 


In the middle of the stage is the Ark. On the hillside, below the Ark, a dozen 
or more men and women, toumspeople, are watching noah. shem, ham and 
jAPHETH on the deck of the Ark. The three softs are husily nailing boards on 
the cabin, noah is smoking a pipe. He wears a silk hat, captains uniform 
and a "slicker.** 
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NOAH (to shem). You, Shem, tote 
up some oF rough lumber, don’ bring 
up any planed-up lumber, caize dat 
ain’t fo’ de main deck. 

SHEM. Pretty near supper time, 
daddy. 

NOAH. Maybe ’tis, but I got de feelin’ 
we ought to keep goin’. 

FIRST WOMAN. You gonter work all 
night, Noah, maybe, huh? 

NOAH (without looking at ?ier). If de 
spent move me. 

SECOND WOMAN. Look yere, Noah, 
whyn’t you give up all dis damn fool¬ 
ishness? Don’ you know people sayin* 

yo’ crazy? What you think you doin’ 
anpvay? 

NOAH. I’se buildin’ a Ark. (Other 
men and women join those in the 
foreground') Ham, you better stop 
for a while n’ see whether dey bring- 
in’ de animals up all right. (He 
looks at his watch) Dey ought to be 
pretty near de foot o' de hill by dis 
time; if dey ain't you wait fo’ dem 
and bring ’em yo’sef. 

(ham goes down a ladder at the side 
of the ship and exits during the fol¬ 
lowing scene. The newcomers in 
group have been speaking to some 
of the early arrivals,) 

SECOND WOMAN (tO THIRD WOMAN, 

one of the newcomers). No, you 
don't mean it! 

THIRD WOMAN. I do SO. Dat's what 
de talk is in de town, 

FIRST WOMAN. You hear dat, Noah? 

Dey say yo' oF lady is tellin' every¬ 
body it’s gonter rain fo' fo’ty days 
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and fo'ty nights. You know people 
soon gonter git de idea you all crazy. 

NOAH. Lot I keer what you think. 
(To japheth) Straighten up dem 
boards down dere, Japheth. (Indi¬ 
cates floor of deck.) 

first WOMAN (to THIRD WOMAN). 

Was I you, I wouldn’ go ’round with 
Mrs. Noah anymore, lady. Fust 
thing you know you’ll be gittin’ a 
hard name, too. 

THIRD WOMAN. Don' I know? 

SECOND WOMAN. A lady cain’t l)e too 
partic’lar these days. 

(ZEBA and FLATFOOT, a tall, black. 

wicked-looking hick, enter, then 
arms around each others waists.) 

ZEBA. Dere it is, baby. Was I lyin’? 

FLATFOOT. Well, I’ll be split in two.' 

FIRST MAN, What you think of it, 

Flatfoot? 

FLATFOOT. I must say! Look like a 
house wit’ a warpin' cellar. 

NOAH. Dis yere vessel is a boat. 

FLATFOOT. When I was a little boy 
dey used to build boats down near 
de ribber, where de water was. 

(The others laugh.) 

NOAH. Dis time it's been arranged to 
have de water come up to de boat. 
(japheth looks belligerently over 
the rail of the Ark at flatfoot. To 
japheth) Keep yo' shirt on, son. 

SECOND WOMAN (fO THIRD WOMAn). 

Now, you see de whole famlys 
crazy. 
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THIRD WOMAN. Listen, dey ain t 
gonter *taminate me. It was me^dat 
started resolvin’ dem both out o de 
bur\’in’ society. 

ZEBA. When all dis water due up 
yere. Noah? 

NOAH. You won’t know when it gits 
yere, daughter. 

ZEBA. Is she goin* to be a side- 
wheeler, like de Bessy-Belle? 


ZEBA. Why, so ’tis! (elatfoot is 
now listening. To flatfoot) He’s 
got a gun. 

CAIN THE SIXTH. No, I ain’t. (He 
lifts his hands over his head, zeba 
quickly advances and runs her hands 
lightly over his pockets.) 

ZEBA (relieved). I guess he ain’t. 

CAIN THE SIXTH. No, I ain’t got a 
gun for my ol’ friend, Flatfoot. (He 
walks up to him.) 


FLATFOOT. No! If she was a side¬ 
wheeler she’d get her wheels all 
clogged wid sharks. She gonter have 
jus one great big stem wheel, like 
de Commodore. Den if dey ain’t ’nuf 
water why de big wheel kin stir some 
up. 

(General laughter. Two or three of 

the GAMBLERS enter and join the 

group, followed hy gain the sixth.) 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Derc’s de fool an’ 
his monument, jest like I said. 

(The gamblers and gain the sixth 
roar with laughter, slap their legs, 
etc., the members of the main group 
talk sotto voce to each other as CAIN 
the sixth catches zeba’s eye. flat- 
foot is on her right and is not aware 
of CAIN THE sixth’s presence.) 

NOAH. See how dey makin* out in¬ 
side. son. (Stops hammering. JA- 
pheth exits into Ark. noah turns 
und gazes towards the east.) 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Hcllo, honey. 


flatfoot (smiling). Hi, Cain. 
How’s de boy? 

(cAiN quickly presses his chest 
against flatfoot’s, his downstage 
arm sweeps around flatfoot’s body 
and his hand goes up to the small of 
flatfoot’s hack.) 

CAIN THE SIXTH (quietly, hut tri- 

^imphantly). I got a little knife fo’ 
him. 

(flatfoot falls dead. The laughter 
of the others stops and they look at 
the scene, zeba for a moment is terri¬ 
fied, her clenched hand pressed to 
her mouth. She looks at gain the 
SIXTH, who is smiling at her. He 
tosses the knife on the ground and 
holds his hands out to her. She goes 
to him, smiling.) 

ZEBA. You sbo’ take keer of me, 
honey. 

CAIN THE SIXTH. Dat’s caize I think 
yo’ wo’th takin’ keer of. (To the 
others) It’s all right, folks. I jest 
had to do a little cleanin’ up. 


'’.EBA (frightened hut smiling). Hello, first woman (smiling). You is de 

quickes’ scoundrel. 


CAIN the sixth (pleasantly). Ain* first gambler. It was a nice quick 
dat my ol’ frien* Flatfoot wid you? killin’. Who was he? 
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SECOND WOMAN (castiallyX Dey 
called him Flatfoot. From over de 
river. He wa’nt any good. He owed 
me for washin’ for over a year. 

THIRD WOMAN. Used to peddle mug- 
gles. Said it had a kick like reg’lar 
snow. Wasn’t no good. 

SECOND GAMBLER. Think we ought 
to bury him^ 

FIRST MAN. No, just Icavc him dere. 
Nobody comes up yere, 'cept ol’ 
Manatee. (Indicates noah. Cries of 
“or Manatee! OV Manatee, dat's 
goodn 

NOAH (still looking off). You bettah 
prav, you po’ chillun. 

(They all laugh.) 

FiRsi WOMAN. We bettah pray? You 
bettah pray, 01 ’ Manatee! 

^EUA. You bettah pray for rain. 
(Laughter again.) 

NOAH. Dat’s what I ain’t doin’, sin¬ 
ners. Shem! Japheth! (To others, as 
he points off. Patter of rain) Listen! 

CAIN THE SIXTH (casualty). Dog¬ 
gone, I believe it is gonter shower a 
Httle. 

FIRST GAMBLER. It do look like rain. 

FIRST WOMAN, I think I’ll git on 
home. I got a new dress on. 

ZEBA. Me, too. I wants to keep lookin’ 
nice fo’ my sweet papa. (She pats 

CAIN THE sixth’s cheek. CAIN THE 
SIXTH hugs her.) 

NOAH (almost frantically). Ham! Is 
<1e animals dere? 


HAM (offstage). Yes, sir, dere yere. 
We're cornin’. 

NOAH. Den bring ’em on. 

(sHEM and JAPHETH come on deck 
with their hammers. The stage he' 
gins to darken.) 

THIRD WOMAN. I gucss we all might 
go home ’til de shower’s over. Come 
on, papa. 

SECOND GAMBLER. See you aftei sup¬ 
per, Noah. 

(Crowd starts moving off, ri^ht.) 

NOAH. God’s gittin’ ready to start, my 
sons. Let’s git dis plankin’ done. 

2EBA. Put a big Texas on it, Noah^ 
an’ we’ll use it fo’ excursions. 

(There is a distant roll of thunder, 
there are cries of ‘'Good flight. Ad¬ 
miral.” "See you later.” "So long. 
Manatee,” as the crowd goes off. The 
thunder rumbles again. There is the 
sound of increasing rain. The ham¬ 
mers of SHEM and japheth sotmd 
louder and are joined by the sounds 
of other hammerers. There is a flash 
of lightning. The choir begins "Dey 
01 Ark’s a-Movering,” the sounds 
on the Ark become faster and louder. 
The rush of rain grows heavier.) 

NOAH. Hurry! Hurry! Where are vou. 
Ham? 

HAM (just off-stage). Yere I am, 
father, wid de animals. 

NOAH God’s give us his sign. Send 
’em up de gangplank. 

(An inclined plank is thrown against 
the Ark from the side of the stage 
by HAM, who cracks a whip.) 

HAM. Get on, dere. 

(The heads of two elephants 
seen.) 


are 
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NOAH. Bring em on board! De Lawd 

is strikin’ down de worl’! 

(TJte singiug and the noises reach 
fortissimo as ham cracks his whip 


again, and the rain falls on the stage. 
The stage is completely darkened. 
The CHOIR continues singing in the 
darkness.^ 


SCE/VE X 


When the lights go up on scene, the Ark is at sea. Stationary waves run in 
frojit of it. The hillside has disappeared. The Ark is in the only lighted area, 
SHEM is smoking a pipe on the deck, leaning on the rail. A steamboat 
whistle blows three short and one long blast, shem is surprised. In a moment 
HAM appears, also with a pipt^, ttnd joins shem at the rail. 


SHEM. Who’d you think you was 
signallin’? 

HAM. Dat wasn’t me, dat was daddy. 

SHEM. He think he gonter git a reply? 

HAM. I don’ know. He’s been gittin’ 
a heap of comfort out of dat likker. 

SHEM. De kag’s nearly empty, ain’t 
it? 

HAM. Pretty nearly almos’. (They 
look over the rail. A pause') Seen 
anythin’? 

SHEM. Dis momin’ I seen somethin* 
over dere might’ a’ been a fish. 

HAM. Dat’s de big news of de week. 

SHEM. Plow long you think dis trip’s 
gonter las'? 

HAM. I don’ know! Rain fo’ty days 
’n’ fo’ty nights an* when dat stop’ I 
thought sho’ we’d come up ag’inst a 
san' bar 0’ somethin'. Looks now like 
all dat rain was jest a little incident 
of de trip. (The whistle blows again) 


Do22one[ I wish he wouldn’t do dat. 

00 - t M T 1 

Fust thing we know hell wake up 
dem animals ag’in. 

(jAPHETH appears.) 

SHEM. What de matter wit’ de ol’ 
man, Jape? 

JAPHETH. Doggone, he say he had a 
dream dat w'e’re nearly dere. Dat’s 
why he pullin’ de whistle cord. See 
kin he git a’ answer. (He looks over 
the rail) Look to me like de same ol* 
territory. 

(mrs. NOAH appears on deck.) 

noah's wife. You boys go stop yo* 
paw pullin’ dat cord. He so full of 
likker he think he's in a race. 

JAPHETH. He claim he know what 
he’s doin’. 

noah’s wife. I claim he gittin* to 
be a perfec’ nuisance. Me an* yo* 
waves cain’t hardly heah ou’sel’es 
think, (noah appears, his liat rak¬ 
ishly tilted on his head. He goes to 
the railing and looks out) You *spect- 
in’ company? 
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NOAH. Leave me be, woman. De 
watah don’ look so rough today. De 
oi’ boat’s tidin’ easier. 

noah’s wife. Ridin’ like a ol’ mule! 

NOAH. Yes, sub, de air don’t feel so 
wet. Shem! ’Spose you sen’ out 
’nother dove, (shem goes into the 
Ark') Ham, go git de soundin’ line. 
Jape, keep yo’ eye on de East. 
(japheth goes to the end of the 
boat.) 

noah’s wife. As fo’ you, I s’pose 
you’ll help things along by takin’ a 
little drink. 

NOAH. Look yere, who’s de pilot of 
dis vessel? 

noah’s wife, or Mister Dumb 
Luck. 

NOAH. Well, see, dat’s where you 
don’ know anythin’, 

noah’s wife. I s’pose you ain’t drunk 
as a fool? 

NOAH C<^ordially). I feel congenial. 

noah’s wife. An’ you look it. You 
look jest wonderful. I wonder if 
you’d feel so congenial if de Lawd 
was to show up? 

noah. De Lawd knows what I’m 
doin’, don’ you worry ’bout dat. 

NOAH s WIFE. I wouldn’t say any¬ 
thin ag inst de Lawd. He suttinly 
let us know dey’d be a change in de 
weather. But I bet even de Lawd 
wonders sometimes why he ever put 
you in charge, 

NOAH. Well, you let de Lawd worry 
’bout dat, 

(shem appears with the dove). 
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SHEM. Will I leave her go, Paw? 

NOAH. Leave ’er go. Cohere is a 
chorus of “Good Luck, Dove/' from 
the group as the dove flies off-stage. 
HAM appears with the sounding 
line.) Throw ’er over. Boy. 

(ham proceeds to do so.) 

noah’s wife. An’ another thing— 

HAM. Hey! 

NOAH (rushing to his side). What 
is it? 

HAM. Only ’bout a inch! Look! 
(They lean over.) 

JAPHETH. It’s gettin’ light in de East. 
(As HAM works the cord up and 
down, NOAH and noah’s wife turn 
toward japheth. The choir begins 

“My Soul Is a Witness for the 
Lord.") 

NOAH. Praise de Lawd, so it is. 

noah’s wife. Oh, dat’s pretty, 

NOAH (fo ham). An’ de boat's 
stopped. We've landed. Shem, go 
down ’n’ drag de fires an’ dreen de 
boiler. Yo’ go help ’im, Ham. 

japheth. Look, Paw. 

(The dove wings hack to the Ark 
with an olive branch in its mouth.) 

NOAH. ’N’ yere’s de little dove wid 
greenery in its mouth! Take 'er down, 
Jape, so she kin tell de animals. 
(japheth exits after shem and ham 
carrying the dove. To mrs. noah) 
Now, maybe you feel little different. 

noah s wife (contritely). It was jes' 
gittin’ to be so tiresome. I’m sorry. 
Noah. ^ 
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NOAH. Dat’s all right, ol* woman. 
(nOAh’s wife exits. NOAH looks 
about him. The lights have changed 
and the water piece is gone and the 
Ark is again on the hillside. Two 
mountains can he seen in the dis¬ 
tance and a rainbow slorvly appears 
over the Ark. The singing has grown 
louder^ Thank you, Lawd, thank you 
ven' much indeed. Amen. 

(The singing stops with the "Atnen.” 
GOD appears on the deck.^ 

GOD. Yo’ welcome, Noah. 

(noah turns and sees him.^ 

NOAH. O, Lawd, it’s wonderful. 

GOD (looking about him'). I sort of 
like it. I like de way you handled de 
ship, too, Noah. 

NOAH. Was you watchin’, Lawd? 

GOD. Every minute. (He smiles) 
Didn’t de ol’ lady light into you? 

NOAH (apologetically). She was 
kinda restless. 

GOD. That’s all right, I ain’t blamin* 
nobody. I don’ even min’ you’ cussin’ 
an’ drinkin’. I figure a steamboat 
cap’n on a long trip like you had has 
a right to a little redeye, jest so he 
don’ go craz}^ 

NOAH. Thank you, Lawd. What’s de 
orders now? 

GOD. All de animals safe? 

woAH. Dey all fin’n’ dandy, Lawd. 

GOD. Den I want you to open dat 
starboard door, an’ leave ’em all out. 
Let ’em go down de hill. Den you 
an’ de family take all de seeds *n’ de 


sprouts an’ begin plantin agin. I’m 
startin’ all over, Noah. 

(noah exits. GOD looks around.) 

GOD. Well, now we’ll see what hap¬ 
pens. (god listens with a smile, as 
noises accompanying the debarking 
of the animals are heard. There are 
the cracks of whips, the voices of the 
men on the Ark, shouting: “Git 
along dere." 'Whoa, take it easy." 
"Duck yo' head." "Keep in line dere," 
etc. Over the Ark there is a burst of 
centrifugal shadows, and the sound 
of a myriad of wings, god smiles at 
the shadows) Dat’s right, birds, fin’ 
yo’ new homes, (Bird twitters are 
heard again, god listens a moment 
and rests an arm on the railing. He 
speaks softly) Gabriel, kin you spare 
a minute? 

(GABRIEL appears.) 

GABRIEL. Yes, Lawd? 

(The sounds from the other side of 
the Ark are by now almost hushed. 
GOD indicates the new world with a 
wave of the hand.) 

GOD. Well, it’s did. 

GABRIEL (respectfully, but with no 
enthusiasm). So I take notice. 

GOD. Yes, suh, startin all over again. 

GABRIEL. So I see. 

god (looking at him suddenly). Don’ 
seem to set you up much. 

GABRIEL. Well, Lawd, you see— (He 
hesitates) ’Tain’t none of my busi¬ 
ness. 

GOD. What? 

GABRIEL. I say, I don* know very 
much about it. 


THE GREEN 

GOD. I know you don\ I jest wanted 
you to see it. QA thought strikes him') 
Co’se, it ain' yo* business, Gabe. It’s 
my business. *Twas my idea. De 
whole thing was my idea. An’ every 
bit of it’s my business ’n’ nobody 
else's. De whole thing rests on my 
shoulders. I declare, I guess dat's why 
I feel so solemn an’ serious, at dis 
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particklar time. You know dis thing’s 
turned into quite a proposition. 

GABRIEL (^tenderly). But, it’s all 

right, Lawd. As you say, it's did. 

GOD. Yes, suh, it’s did. (Sighs deeply. 
Looks slowly to the right and the left. 
Then softly) I only hope it's goin’ to 
work out all right. 


CURTAIN 


PART TWO 

SCENE I 


god’s office again. 

Somewhere the choir is singing: “A City Called Heaven:* In the office 
are two women cleaners. One is scrubbing the floor, the other dusting the 
furniture. The one dusting stops and looks out the window. There is a whirr 
and a distant faint Boom. The choir stops. 


FIRST cleaner. Dat was a long way first cleaner. De earth? You mean 
off- dat little ol’ dreenin’ place? 


SECOND cleaner (at window). Yes, 
ma’am. An’ dat must a’ been a big 
one. Doggone, de Lawd mus' be mad 
fo’ sho’, dis mo’nin’. Dat’s de fo’ty- 
six’ thunde’bolt since breakfast. 

FIRST cleaner. I wonder where at 
He’s pitchin’ dem. 

SECOND CLEANER. My goodness, don’ 
you know? 

FIRST cleaner (fl little hurt). Did I 
know I wouldn’t ask de question. 


SECOND cleaner. Dat’s de planet. 
(^Another faint whirr and boom) 
Dere goes another. 

FIRST CLEANER, Well, bless me. I 
didn’t know dey was thunde’bolts. 

SECOND CLEANER. Wha’d you think 
dey was? 

FIRST CLEANER (abovc desk). 1 
wasn’t sho’, but I thought maybe He 
might be whittlin’ a new star o’ two, 
an’ de noise was jest de chips failin’. 


SECOND CLEANER. Every one of dem’s second cleaner. Carrie, where you 
bound fo de earth. been? Don’ you know de earth is de 
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new scandal? Ever body s talkin 
about it. 

FIRST CLEANER. Dcy kcp' it fiom me. 

SECOND CLEANER. Ain’t you noticed 
de Lawd’s been unhappy lately? 

FIRST CLEANER (^thoUghtfully'). 

Yeah, He ain’t been his old self. 

SECOND CLEANER. What did you 
think was de matteh? Lumbago? 

FIRST CLEANER (_ipetu\antly'). I didn’t 

know. I didn’t think it was fo’ me 
t’inquieh. 

SECOND CLEANER. Well, it jcSt SO 

happens dat de Lawd is riled as kin 
be by dat measly little earth. Or I 
should say de scum dat’s on it. 

FIRST CLEANER. Dat’s mankind down 
dere. 

SECOND CLEANER. Dcy mus’ be scum, 
too, to git de Lawd so wukked up. 

FIRST CLEANER. I s’posc SO. ^Another 
whirr and booin') Looks like He s let- 
tin’ dem feel de wrath. Ain’ dat a 
shame to plague de Lawd dat way? 

SECOND CLEANER. From what I hear 
dey been beggin’ fo’ what dey’re git- 
tin’. My brother flew down to bring 
up a saint de other day and he say 
from what he see mos’ of de popula¬ 
tion down dere has made de debbil 
king an’ dey wukkin’ in three shifts 
fo' him. 

FIRST CLEANER. You cain’t blame de 

Lawd. 

SECOND CLEANER. Co’se you cain’t. 
Dem human bein’s’d make anybody 


bile oveh. Ev'iytime de Lawd try to 
do sompin’ fo’ dem, doggone if dey 
don’t staht some new ruckus. 

FIRST CLEANER. I take notice He's 
been wukkin’ in yere mo’ dan usual. 

SECOND CLEANER. I wish He’d let us 

ladies fix it up. Wouldn’t take a min¬ 
ute to make dis desk gold-plated. 

FIRST CLEANER. I s’pose He likes it 
dis way. De Lawd’s kind o’ ol’ 
fashioned in some ways. I s’pose He 
keeps dis office plain an’ simple on 
purpose. 

SECOND CLEANER (fwishing her 
work). I don’ see why. 

FIRST CLEANER (looking off). Well, 

it's kind of a nice place to come to 
when He’s studyin’ somethin’ im- 
po’tant. 'Most evahthin’ else in 
heaven’s so fine ’n’ gran’, maybe ev’ry 
now an’ den He jest gits sick an’ 
tired of de glory. (She is also collect¬ 
ing her utensils.) 

SECOND CLEANER. Maybe so. Jest de 
same I’d like to have a free hand wid 
dis place for a while, so’s I could gold 
it up. 

(god appears in the doorway.) 

GOD. C^od mo’nin’, daughters. 

FIRST and second cleaners. Good 
mo’nin*, Lawd. We was jest finish- 

♦ f 

in • 

GOD. Go ahead den, daughters. (Goes 
to the window.) 

FIRST and second cleaners. Yes, 
Lawd. (They exeunt. Off-stage) 
Good mo’nin’, Gabriel. 

(Off-stage GABRIEL says, "Good wo- 
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f«n^ sisters/' and enters immediately. 
He stands in the doonvay for a mo¬ 
ment iiHitching GOD —a notebook and 
pencil in his hand.') 

GOD. What’s de total? 

GABRIEL Qconsnlting the hook). 
Eighteen thousand nine hund ed an’ 
sixty for de mo'nin’. Dat's includin’ 
de village wid de fo’tune tellers. Dev 
certainly kin breed fast. 

GOD (softly). Dey displease me, Dey 
displease me greatly. 

GABRIEL. Want some more bolts, 
Lawd? 

GOD (looking through window). 
Look at ’em dere. Squirmin’ an’ fight- 
in' an’ bearin’ false witness. Listen to 
dat liar, dere. He don’ intend to 
marry dat little gal. He don’ even 
love her. What did you say? 

GABRIEL. Should I git mo’ bolts? 

GOD. Wait a minute, (He carefully 
points his finger down through the 
window) I’m goin’ to git dat wicked 
man myself. (Frotw a great distance 
comes an agonized cry: ''Oh, Lawd!" 
GOD turns from the window) No use 
gittin’ mo’ thunde’bolts. Dey don’ 
do de trick. (He goes to the swivel 
chair and sits) It’s got to be some¬ 
thin' else. 

GABRIEL. How would it be if you 
was to doom ’em all ag’in, like dat 
time you sent down de flood? I bet 
dat would make dem mind. 

GOD. You see how much good de 
flood did. Dere dey is, jest as bad as 
ever. 


GABRIEL, flow about cleanin’ up de 
^vhole mess of ’em and sta’tin’ all over 
ag’in wid some new kind of animal? 

GOD. An’ admit I’m licked? 

GABRIEL, (ashamedly). No, of co’se 
not, Lawd. 

GOD. No, sub. No, suh. Man is a kind 
of pet of mine and it ain’t right fo’ 
me to give up tryin’ to do somethin’ 
wid him. Doggone, mankin' nius' be 
all right at de core or else why did I 
e\'er bother wid him in de first place? 
(Sits at desk.) 

GABRIEL. It’s jest dat I hates to see 
you worryin’ about it, Lawd. 

GOD. Gabe, dere ain’t anythin’ worth 
while anywheres dat didn’t cause 
somebody some worryin’. I ain't 
never tol’ you de trouble I had git¬ 
tin’ things started up yere. Dat's a 
story in itself. No, suh, de more I 
keep on bein’ de Lawd de more I 
know I got to keep improvin’ things. 
An’ dat takes time and worry. De 
main trouble wid mankin’ is he takes 
up so much of my time. He ought 
to be able to help hisself a little. 
(He stops suddenly and cogitates) 
Hey, dere! I think I got it! 

GABRIEL (eagerly). What’s de news? 

GOD (still cogitating). Yes, suh, dat 
seems like an aw^l good idea. 

GABRIEL. Tell me, Lawd. 

GOD. Gabriel, have you noticed dat 
every now an’ den, mankin’ turns out 
some pretty good specimens? 


GABRIEL. Dat’s de truth. 
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GOi.\ Yes, suh. Dey’s ol’ Abraham and 
Isaac an' Jacob an’ all dat family. 

GABRIEL. Dat so, Lawd. 

DOD. An’ every one of dem boys was 
a hard uukker an' a good citizen. We 
got to admit dat. 


GOD. Lean over de brink and tell 
Satan he’s jest a plain fool if he thinks 
he kin beat anybody as big as me. 

GABRIEL. Yes, suh, Lawd. Den I’ll 
spit right in his eye. (gabrihl exits.) 
(god looks down through the win¬ 
dow again to the earth helow.) 


GABRIEL. Dey wouldn't be up yere 
flyin’ wid us if dey hadn’t been. 

GOD. No, suh. An’ I don’ know but 
what de answer to de whole trouble 
js right dere. 

GABRIEL. How you mean, Lawd? 

30D. \A^y, doggone it, de good man 
.s de man dat keeps busy. I mean I 
Seen goin’ along on de principle dat 
he was something like you angels— 
dat you ought to be able to give him 
somethin’ an’ den jest let him sit 
back an’ enjoy it. Dat ain’t so. Now 
dat I recollec' I put de first one down 
dere to take keer o’ dat garden an’ 
den I let him go ahead an' do noth¬ 
in’ but git into mischief. (He rises) 
Sure, dot's it. He ain’t huilt jest to 
fool *roun’ an’ not do nothin’. Gabe, 
I’m gonter try a new scheme. 

GABRIEL (eagerly). What’s de 
scheme, Lawd? 

GOD. ril tell you later. Send in Abra¬ 
ham, Isaac an’ Jacob. (A voice out¬ 
side calls: "Right away^ Lawd.") You 
go tell dem to put dem bolts back 
in de boxes. I ain’ gonter use dem 
flg’in a while. 

GABRIEL. O. K., Lawd. 

GOD. Was you goin^ anywhere near 
de Big Pit? 

GABRIEL. I could gO, 


GOD. Dat new polish on de sun makes 
it powerful hot. (He "r'ars hack") 
Let it be jest a little bit cooler. (He 
feels the air) Dat’s nice. (Goes to His 
desk. A knock on the door) Come in. 
(abraham, ISAAC and jacob enter. 
All are very old twetz, hut the heard 
of ABRAHAM IS the longcst and whit¬ 
est, and they suggest their three gen¬ 
erations. They have wings that are 
not quite so hig as those of the native 
angels.) 

ISAAC. Sorry we so long cornin’, 
Lawd. But Pappy and me had to take 



GOD, What was de matter, son? 

JACOB. Dey was chafin’ me a little. 
Dey fine now, thank you, Lawd. 

GOD. Dat’s good. Sit down an’ make 
yo’selves comf’table. (The three s?f. 
men: "Thank you, Lawd") Men, I’m 
goin’ to talk about a little scheme I 
got. It’s one dat’s goin’ to aifec’ yo’ 
fam’lies an’ dat's whv I ’cided I’d talk 
it over wid you, ’fo’ it goes into ee* 
feet. I don't know w'hether you boys 
know it or not, but you is about de 
three best men of one fam’lv dat’s 
come up yere since I made little ap' 
pies. Now I tell you what I’m gonter 
do. Seein’ dat you human bein’s cain’l 
’preciate anythin’ lessen you fust 
wukk to git it and den keep strug¬ 
glin' to hold it, whv Tm gonter turn 
over a very valuable piece of prop- 
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erty to yo* fam’ly, and den see what 
hin dey do with it. De rest of de 
worl* kin go jump in de river fo’ all 
I keer. I'm gonter be lookin' out fo* yo' 
descendants only. Now den, seein' 
dat you boys know de country pretty 
tho’ly, where at does you think is de 
choice piece of property in de whole 
worl'? TTiink it over for a minute. 
I’m gonter let you make de s’lection. 

ABRAHAM. If you was to ask me, 
Lawd, I don’t think dey come any 
better dan de Land of Canaan. 

GOD (to ISAAC atid Jacob). What’s 
yo’ feelin’ in de matter? 

JACOB (after a nod from iSAAc). 
Pappy an’ me think do we get a pick, 
dat would be it. 

GOD (goes to window again; looks 
out). De Land of Canaan. Yes, I 
guess dat’s a likely neighborhood. It’s 
all run over wid Philistines and 
things right now, but we kin clean 
dat up. (He turns from the window 
and resumes his seat) All right. Now 
who do you boys think is de best of 
yo’ men to put in charge down dere? 
You see I ain’t been payin' much at¬ 
tention to anybody in partic’lar lately. 

ISAAC. Does you want de brainiest or 
de holiest, Lawd? 

(men look up.) 

GOD. I want de holiest. I’ll make him 
brainy. 

(men appreciate the miracle.) 

ISAAC (as ABRAHAM and JACOB nod 

to him). Well, if you want A Num¬ 
ber One goodness, Lawd, I don’t 
know where you’ll git more satisfac¬ 
tion dan in a great-great-great-great 
grandson of mine. 


GOD. Where’s he at? 

ISAAC. At de moment I b’lieve he’s 
in de sheep business over in Midian 
County. He got in a little trouble 
down in Egypt, but t’wan’t his do¬ 
in’. He killed a man dat ^vas abusin 
one of our boys in de brick works. 
Of co’se you know old King Pharaoh’s 
got all our people in bondage. 

GOD. I heard of it. (With some ire) 
Who did you think put them dere? 
(The visitors lower their heads) It’s 
all right, bovs. (All rise) I’m gonter 
take dem out of it. An’ I’m gonter 

w 

turn over de whole Land of Canaan 
to dem. An’ do you know whose 
gonter lead dem dere? Yo’ great, great, 
great, great grandson. Moses, ain’t it? 

ISAAC. Yes, Lawd. 

GOD (smiling). Yes. I been noticin’ 
him. 

ABRAHAM. It’s quitc a favor fo’ de 
fam’ly, Lawd. 

GOD. Dat’s why I tol’ you. You see, it 
so happens I love yo’ fam’ly, an’ I 
delight to honor it. Dat's all, gen’le- 
men. (The three others rise and cross 
to the door, mzirmuring, "Yes, Lawd," 
"Thank you, Lawd,” "Much obliged, 
Lawd,” etc. 7 he choir begins, "My 
Lord's A-Writin' All De Time” 
pianissimo, god stands watching the 
men leave) Enjoy yo’selves. (He goes 
to the window. The singmg grows 
softer. He speaks through the win¬ 
dow to the earth) I’m cornin’ down 
to see you, Moses, an’ dis time my 
scheme’s got to wukk. 

(The stage is darkened. The singing 
grows louder and continues until the 
lights go up on the next scene.) 
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SCENE II 


The tableau curtains frame the opening of a cave, which is dimly lighted. A 
large turkeyherry bush is somewhere near the foreground, mosbs is seated 
on the grass eating his lunch from a basket in his lap. zipporah, hts wife, 
stands watching him. He is about forty, zipporah somewhat younger. They 
are dressed inconspicuously, moses stutters slightly when he speaks. He looks 
vp to see ZIPPORAH sniilipg. 


MOSES. 

porah? 


What you smilin' at, Zip- 


ziPPORAH. S'pose it could be de Lawd 
warnin’ you dat dey’s 'Gyptians hang- 

• 9 f 

in roun r 


ZIPPORAH. Caize you enjoyin' yo'selF. 
MOSES. You is a good wife, Zipporah. 


MOSES. Dey may have fo'gotten all 
about dat killin’ by now. Dey got a 
new Pharaoh down dere. 


ZIPPORAH. You is a good husband, 
Moses, (moses wipes his mouth with 
a handkerchief and hegins pnitting 
into the basket the various imple¬ 
ments of the meal which had been on 
the ground about him^ Why you 
suppose it’s so dark yere today? Dey's 
no rain in de air. 

MOSES. Seems like it’s jest aroun* dis 
cave. Yo’ father's house is got de sun 
on it. (He looks in another direc¬ 
tion') Looks all clear doum toward 


ZIPPORAH. Co'se it would be fine 
weather in Eg)T>t. De sky looks all 
right. Maybe it’s gonter rain jest right 
vere. Why don't you move de sheep 
o^'e^ to de other pasture? 

MOSES (a hit puzzled). I don* know. 
It got dark like dis befo' you come 
along wid de dinner an’ I was gonter 
stop you on de top of de hill. Den 
somethin' kep* me yere. 


ZIPPORAH. An’ 1 hear he’s jest as 
mean to yo' people as his pappy was. 

I wouldn’t put it pas’ him to sen^ 
soljahs all the way up yere fo' you. 

MOSES. Dat’s all right. De Lawd's 
looked after me so far, I don’t ’spect 
him to fall down on me now. You 
better be gittin’ home. 

ZIPPORAH (taking the basket). I’ll be 
worryin’ about you. 

MOSES (kissing her and then smil¬ 
ing). ’Parently de Lawd ain’t. He 
knows I’m safe as kin be. Lemme see 
you feel dat way. 

ZIPPORAH. You is a good man, Moses. 

MOSES. I’se a lucky man. (zipporah 
exits ivifh the basket, moses looks up 
at the sky) Dat’s funny. De sun seems 
to be shinin’ everyplace but right 
yere. It’s shinin’ on de sheep. Why 
ain’t dey no cloud dere? 
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GOD (off-stage^. Caize I want it to be god. Yes, suh. 
like dat, Moses. 

MOSES. An' do magic? Lawd, m) 
MOSES (looking about hhn). Who's mouth ain’t got de quick talk to ga 
dat? wid it. 


GOD (off-stage again'). I’m de Lawd, 
Moses. 

MOSES (smiling). Dat’s what you say. 
Dis yere shadow may be de Lawd’s 
\Mjkk, but dat voice soun’ pretty 
much to me like my ol’ brother Aaron. 

GOD (off-stage). Den keep yo' eyes 
open, son. (The turkey-berry hush 
begins to glow and then turns com¬ 
pletely red. MOSES looks at it fasci¬ 
nated) Maybe you notice de bush 
ain’t bumin’ up. 

MOSES. Dat’s de truth, (moses is full 
of awe hut not frightened.) 

god (off-stage). Now you believe 
nie? 

MOSES. Co’se I does. It’s wonderful. 
(The light in the hush dies ajtd god 
appears from behind it.) 

GOD. No, it ain’t, Moses. It was jest 
a trick. 

MOSES. ’Scuse me doubtin’you, Lawd. 

I always had de feelin’ you wuz takin’ 
keer of me, but I never 'spected you’d 
fin’ de time to talk wid me pus- 
sunly. (He laughs) Dat was a good 
trick, Lawd. I’se seen some good 
ones, but dat was de beatenest. 

GOD. Yo’ gonter see lots bigger tricks 
dan dat, Moses. In fac’, yo’ gonter 
perfo’m dem. 

MOSES (incredulously). Me? I’m 
gonter be a tricker? 


GOD. It’ll come to you now. 

MOSES (now cured of stuttering). L^ 
I goin’ wid a circus? 

GOD (slowly and solemnly). Yo’ if- 
goin’ down into Egypt, Moses, and 
lead my people out of bondage. To 
do dat I’m gonter make you de bes’ 
tricker in de worl’. 

MOSES (fl little frightened). Egypt! 
You know I killed a man dere, Lawd 
Won’t dey kill me? 

GOD. Not when dey see yo’ tricks. 
\ou ain’t skeered, is you? 

MOSES (simply and bravely). No, 

suh, Lawd. 

GOD. Den yere’s what I’m gonter do. 
Yo’ people is my chillun, Moses. I’m 
sick and tired o’ the way ol’ King 
Pharaoh is treatin’ dem, so I’se gon- 
ter take dem away, and yo’ gonter lead 
dem. You gonter lead ’em out of 
Egypt an’ across de river Jordan. It's 
gonter take a long time, and you 
ain’t goin’ on no excursion train. Yo' 
gonter wukk awful hard for some¬ 
thin’ yo’ goin’ to fin’ when de trip's 
over. 

MOSES. What’s dat, Lawd? 

GOD. It’s de Land of Canaan. It’s de 
bes’ land I got. I’ve promised it to 
yo’ people, an’ I’m gonter give it to 
dem. 

MOSES. Co’se, ol’ King Pharaoh vil? 
do everything he kin to stop it. 
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GOD. Yes, an' dat's where de tricks 
come in. Dey tell me he’s awful fond 

ot tricks. 

MOSES. I hear dat’s all hes 
Dey say if you can’t take a rabbit 
out of a hat you cain’t even git in 
to see him. 

GOD. Wait’ll you see de tricks you an 
me’s goin’ to show him. 

MOSES (delightedly:). Doggone! 
Huh, Lawd> 

GOD. Yes, suh. Now de first trick— 
(god is lifting a stick which he car¬ 
ries.') 

MOSES. Jest a minute, Lawd. (god 
halts the demonstration) I'm gonter 
learn de tricks and do just like you 
tell me, but I know it’s gonter take 
me a little time to learn all dat quick 
talkin’. Cain’t I have my brother 
Aaron go wid me? He’s a good man. 

GOD. I was gonter have him help you 
wid de Exodus. I guess he can watch, 
too. 

MOSES. I’ll call ’im. (He turns as if 
to shout.) 


GOD. Wait, (moses turns and looks 
at god) rii kring him. (Softly) 

Aaron! 

(aaron appears between god and 
moses in the mouth of the cave. He 
is a little taller than moses and 
slightly older. He, too, is dressed like 
a field hand.) 

AARON (blankly). Hey! 

(moses goes to him, takes his hand 
and leads him, bewildered, down to 
where moses had been standing 
alone, aaron then sees god.) 

moses (almost in a whisper). It’s 
all right. 

GOD. Don’t worry, son, I’m jest show- 
in’ some tricks. Bringin you yere 
was one of dem. (aaron stares at god 
as if hypnotized) Now den, you see 
dis yere rod? Looks like a ordinary 
walking stick, don it? 

MOSES. Yes, Lawd. 

GOD. Well, it ain’t no ordinary walk¬ 
in’ stick, caize look, (moses leans 
forward) When I lays it down on de 

groun’— 

(The stage is darkened. The choir 
begins, “Go Down, Moses,” and con¬ 
tinues until the lights go up on the 
next scene.) 


SCEISIE III 


The throne room of pharaoh. It suggests a Negro lodge room. The plain 
hoard walls are covered by several large parade banners of varying sizes, 
colors and materials, bordered with gold fringe and tasseled. Some of the 
inscriptions on them read: 

Sublime Order of Princes of the House of Pharaoh 

Home Chapter 
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Mystic Brothers of the Egyptian Home Guard 

Ladies Auxiliary, No. i 

Supreme Magicians and Wizards of the Universe 
Private Flag of His Honor Old King Pharaoh 
Royal Young People's Pleasure Club 
Enchanted and Invisible Cadets of Egypt Boys' Brigade 

There is one door wp right and a window. The throne, an ordinary arm 
chair with a drapery over its hack, is on a dais, pharaoh is seated on the 
throne. His crown and garments might he those worn hy a high officer in a 
Hegro lodge during a ritual. About the throne itself are high officials, sev¬ 
eral of them with plumed hats, clothing that suggests military uniforms, and 
rather elaborate sword belts, swords and scabbards. A few soldiers carrying 
spears are also in his neighborhood and one or two bearded ancients in 
brightly colored robes with the word ''Wizarti" on their conical hats. In the 
general group of men and wotnen scattered elsewhere in the room Sunday 
finery is noticeable everywhere. Most of the civilians have bright '‘parade” 
ribbons and wear medals. In a cleared space immediately before the throm 
a candidate magician is performing a sleight-of-hand trick with cards. 
pharaoh watches him apathetically. He is receiving earnest attention from 
a few of the others, but the majority of the men and women are talking 
quietly among themselves. Beside the candidate magicun are several 
paraphernalia of previously demonstrated tricks. 


CANDIDATE MAGICIAN (holding up 

some cards'). Now den, ol’ King 
Pharaoh, watch dis. (He completes 
a trick. There is a murmur of “Not 
Bad," “Pretty Good," etc. from a few 
of the watchers, pharaoh makes no 
comment) Now, I believe de cyard 
I ast you to keep sittin' on was de trey 
of diamonds, wasn’t it? 

pharaoh. Yeah. 

CANDIDATE MAGICIAN, Dcn kin I 

trouble you to take a look at it now? 
(pharaoh half rises to pick up a 
card he has been sitting on, and looks 
at it) I believe you’ll now notice dat 
it’s de King of Clubs? (pharaoh 
nods and shows the card to those 
nearest him. The candidate magi¬ 
cian waits for an audible approval 
and gets practically none) An’ dat, 


ol’ King Pharaoh, completes de pufFo- 
mance. 

(An elderly man in a uniform steps 
forward.) 

general. On behalf of my nephcvi 
I beg Yo’ Honor to let him jine de 
ranks of de royal trickers and magi¬ 
cians. 

pharaoh (to the two wizards). 
What do de committee think? (The 
WIZARDS shake their heads) Dat’s 
u'hat I thought. He ain’t good 
enough. I’d like to help you out. 
General, but you know a man’s got 
to be a awful good tricker to git in de 
royal society dese days. You better 
go back an’ steddy some mo’, son. 
(He lifts his voice and directs two 
soldiers guarding the door) Is de 
head magician reached de royal wait- 
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in' room yitV (Owe of the soldiers 
opens the door to look out) If he is, 
send him in. 

(The SOLDIER beckons to some one 
off stage, throws the door open, and 
announces to the court.^ 

SOLDIER. De Head Magician of de 
land of Egypt. 

(A very old and villainous man en¬ 
ters. His costume is covered with 
cabalistic and zodiacal signs. He ad¬ 
vances to the King, the other magi¬ 
cian and his uncle making way for 
him. He bows curtly to pharaoh.) 

HEAD MAGICIAN. Good mo'nin, oV 
King Pharaoh. 

PHARAOH. Mo’nin*, Professor. What’s 
de news? 

HEAD MAGICIAN. Evahthing's bein’ 
carried out like you said. 

PHARAOH. How’s de killin’ of de 
babies ’mongst de Hebrews cornin’ 
along? 

HEAD MAGICIAN. Jcs’ like you or¬ 
dered. 

PHARAOH (gewwiily). Dey killed all 
of ’em, huh? 

HEAD MAGICIAN. Do dey See one, dey 
kill ’im. You teachin’ ’em a great les¬ 
son. Dey don’ like it a-tall. 

PHARAOH (smiling'). What do dey 
say? 

HEAD MAGICIAN (paxving the air in¬ 
articulately). I hates to tell in front 
of de ladies. 

PHARAOH. Dey feels pretty bad, huh? 

HEAD MAGicuN. Dat’s jest de begin- 
nin’ of it. Betwixt de poleece and de 


soljahs we killed about a thousan’ 
of ’em las’ night. Dat’s purty good. 

PHARAOH (thoughtfully). Yeh, it’s 
fair. I guess you boys is doin’ all you 
kin. But I fin’ I ain’t satisfied, though. 

HEAD MAGICIAN. How you mean, Yo’ 
Honor? 

PHARAOH. I mean I’d like to make 
dose Hebrew chillun realize dat 1 
kin be even mo’ of a pest. I mean I 
hates dem chillun. An' I’m gonter 
think of a way of makin’ ’em even 
mo’ mizzable. 

HEAD MAGICIAN. But dey Ain’t any¬ 
thin’ meaner dan killin’ de babies. 
King. 

PHARAOH. Dey must be sump’n. Dog¬ 
gone, you is my head tricker, you 
put yo’brains on it. (To the others) 
Quiet, whilst de Head Magician go 
into de silence. 

HEAD MAGICIAN (flfter turning com¬ 
pletely around twice, and a moment's 
cogitation). I tell you what I kin do. 
All de Hebrews dat ain’t out to de 
buryin’ grounds or in the hospitals is 
laborin’ in de brick wukks. 

PHARAOH. Yeh? 

HEAD MAGICIAN (aftCT fl CackUng 

laugh). How would it be to take de 
straw away from ’em and tell ’em 
dey’s got to turn out jest as many 
bricks as usual? Ain’t dat nasty? 

PHARAOH. Purty triflin’, but I s’pose 
it’ll have to do for de time bein’. 
Where’s de extreme inner guard? 
(One of the military attendants comes 
forward) Go on out an’ tell de sup’- 
intendent to put dat Into ee-£Fect. 
(The attendant hows and starts for 
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the door. He stops as pharaoh calls 
to him') Wait a minute! Tell ’im to 
chop off de hands of anybody dat 
say he cain’t make de bricks dat way. 
(The attendant saUites and exits, the 
door being opened and closed by one 
of the soldiers) Now what’s de 
news in de magic line? 

head magician. I ain^t got very many 
novelties today, King, I bin wukkin’ 
too hard on de killin’s. I’m so tired 
I don’ believe I could lift a wand. 
(There are murmurs of protest from 
the assemblage.) 

pharaoh. Doggone, you was to ’a 
been de chief feature o' de meetin’ 
dis momin’. Look at de turn-out you 
got account of me tellin’ ’em you was 
cornin’. 

head magician. Well, dat’s de way 
it is, King. Why don’ you git de 
wizards to do some spell castin’? 

pharaoh, Dey say it’s in de cyards 
dat dey cain’t wukk till high noon. 
(He glances at the wizards) Think 
mebbe you kin cheat a little? 

FmsT WIZARD. Oh dat cain’t be done, 


pharaoh. Well, we might as well 
adjourn, den. Looks to me like de 
whole program’s shot to pieces. (He 
starts to rise, when there is a furious 
hanging on the door) What’s de idea, 
dere? See who dat is. (The soldiers 
open the door, moses and aaron 
enter, pushing the two soldiers 
aside and coming down in front of 
PHARAOH. The soldiers are bewil¬ 
dered and PHARAOH is angry) Say, 
who tol’ you two baboons you could 
come in yere? 
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MOSES. Is you ol’ King Pharaoh? 

PHARAOH. Dat’s me. Did you hear 
what I asked you? 

MOSES. My name is Moses, and dis 
is my brother Aaron. 

(Murmur of ^‘Hebrews* spreads 
throtigh the room.) 

PHARAOH (in a rage). Is you He¬ 
brews? 

MOSES. Yes, suh. 

PHARAOH (almost screaming). Put 
’em to de sword! 

(As the courtiers approach, aaron 
suddenly discloses the rod, which he 
swings once over his head. The cour¬ 
tiers draw back as if their hands had 
been stung. Cries of "Hey/” 'Took 
out,'* etc.) 

MOSES. Keep outside dat circle. 
(The courtiers nearest moses and 
AARON look at each other, exclaiming 
ad lib., “Did you feel dat?" “What is 
dat?“ “What's gain’ on heah?” “My 
hands is stingin'!'' etc.) 

PHARAOH (puzzled but threatening). 
What's de idea yere? 

moses. We is magicians, ol' King 
Pharaoh. 

PHARAOH (to the HEAD MAGICIAN). 

Put a spell on ’em. (The heai 
MAGICIAN stands looking at them be 
wildered. To moses) I got some ma- 
gicians, too. We'll see who’s got de 
bes magic. Cmoses and aaron 
laugh. Most of the courtiers are cow¬ 
ering. To the head magician) Go 
ahead, give ’em gri-gri. 

moses. Sure, go ahead. 
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PHARAOH. Hurry up. dey’s laughin’ show me some tricks * ain’t s«n, 1 

^ y-vtif r\¥ Tnv wav to do him n 


at you. What s de matter? 

^EAD MAGICIAN. I cain’t think of de 
right spell. 

PHARAOH (noti; frightened himself). 
You mean dey got even you 

whupped? 

head magician. Dey’s got a new 
kind of magic. 

PHARAOH (gazes at head magician 
a moment, bewildered. To the wiz¬ 
ards). I s’pose if de Professor cain t, 
you cain’t. 

FIRST wizard. Dat’s a new trick, 
King. 

head magician (rtibhing his fingers 
along his palms). Its got lectricity 
in it! 

PHARAOH. Hm, well, dat may make it 
a little difPrent. So you boys is magi¬ 
cians, too? 

MOSES. Yes, suh. 

PHARAOH. Well, we’s always glad to 
see some new trickers in de co’t, dat 
is if dey is good. (He glances about 
him) You look like you is O. K. 

MOSES. Dat’s what we claims, oV 
King Pharaoh. We think we’s de 
best in de worV. 

PHARAOH. You certainly kin talk big. 
Jest what is it you boys would like? 


goes out of my w’ay to do him a 
favor- 

MOSES. Dat’s good. Want to see de 
first trick? 

PHARAOH. It ain’t goin’ to hurt no¬ 
body? 

MOSES. Dis one won’t. 

pharaoh. Go ahead. 

MOSES. Dis yere rod my brother has 
looks jes’ like a walkin’ stick, don’t it? 
(The courtiers now join the King in 
interest.) 

pharaoh. Uh huh. Le’s see. 

(aaron hands him the rod, which 
pharaoh inspects and returns.) 

MOSES. Well, look what happens 
when he lays it on de groun’. 
(aaron places the rod on the second 
step of the throne. It turns into a life¬ 
like snake. There are exclamations 
from the assemblage.) 

pharaoh. Dat’s a good trick! Now 
turn it back into a walkin’ stick 
again, (aaron picks it up and it is 
again a rod. Exclamations of 'Turty 
good!” “Dflt’s all right!” 'What do 
you think of that!” etc.} Say, you is 
good trickers! 

MOSES. You ain’t never seen de beat 
of us. Now I’m goin’ to ask de favor. 

pharaoh. Sure, what is it? 


MOSES. We came to show you some 
tricks. Den we’s goin’ to ask you to 
do somethin’ for us. 

pharaoh. Well, I s’pose you know 
I’m a fool for conjurin’. If a man kin 


MOSES (solemnly). Let de Hebrew 
chillun go! 

PHARAOH (rises and stares at them. 
There is a murmur of "Listen to 
’in*/” “He's got nerve!” "I never in 
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my life! My goodnes$r etc.') What aaron are brushing the flies from 
did you say? their ■persons.) 


MOSES. Let de Hebrew chillun go. 
(pharaoh seats himself again.) 

PHARAOH Cslowly). Don' you know 
de Hebrews is my slaves? 

MOSES. Yes, suh. 

PHARAOH. Yes, suh, my slaves. 
(There is a distant groaning) Lis¬ 
ten, and you kin hear ’em bein’ treat¬ 
ed like slaves. (He calls toward the 
window) What was dey doin’ den? 

MAN NEAR THE WINDOW. Dey*S jeSt 

gettin’ de news down in de brick¬ 
yard. 

PHARAOH. I won’t let them go. (He 
snorts contemptuously) Let’s see an¬ 
other trick. 

MOSES. Yes, suh, yere’s a better one. 
(He lowers his head) Let’s have a 
plague of de flies. 

(aaron raises the rod. The room 
grows dark and a great buzzing of 
flies is heard. The courtiers break 
out in cries of ”Get away fum meH 
"T ake 'em away!" "De place is filled 
with flies!" "Dis is terrible!" "Do 
sumpn; Pharaoh!") 

pharaoh (topping the others). All 
right—stop de trick! 

MOSES. Will you let de Hebrews go? 

pharaoh. Sho I will. Go ahead stop 
it! ^ 

MOSES (also above the others). Be¬ 
gone! 

(The buzzing stops and the room is 
filled with light again, as aaron 
lowers the rod- All except moses and 


pharaoh (laughing). Doggone, dat 
was a good trick! (The others, see¬ 
ing they are tminjured, join in the 
laughter, with exclamations of "Dog- 
gone!" "You all right?" "Sho' I’m all 
right." "Didn h^^rt me," etc.) You 
is good trickers. 

MOSES. Will you let de Hebrew chil- 
lun go? 

pharaoh (sitting down again). 
Well, I’ll tell you, boys. I'll tell you 
sump'n you didn’ know. You take 
me, I’m a pretty good tricker, an’ I 
jest outtricked you. So, bein’ de bes’ 
tricker, I don’t think I will let ^em 
go. You got any mo’ tricks yo’self? 

MOSES. Yes, suh. Dis is a little harder 
one. (aaron lifts the rod) Gnats in 
de mill pon’, gnats in de clover, gnats 
in de tater patch, stingin’ all over. 
(The stage grows dark again. There 
is the humming of gnats and the 
slapping of hands against faces and 
arms, and the same protests as were 
heard with the flies, but with more- 
feeling. "I’m gittin stung to death!" 
J m all stung!" "Dey’r like hornets!" 
"Dey's on my face!" etc.) 

pharaoh. Take ’em away, Moses! 

MOSES (his voice drowning the 
others). If I do, vrill you let ’em go? 

pharaoh. Sho' I will, dis time. 

MOSES. Do you mean it? 

pharaoh. Co’se I mean it! Doggone, 
one just stang me on de nose. 

MOSES. Begone! (Lights come up as 
AARON lowers the rod. There is a 
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tuoment of general recovery again. 
PHAHAOH his nose, looks at hts 
hands, etc., as do the others.) Now, 
how about it? 

PHARAOH (smiling). Well, N1 tell 

you, Moses. Now dat de tricks 
over— 

(moses takes a step toward phar¬ 
aoh.) 

MOSES. Listen, Pharaoh. You been 
lyin’ to me, and I’m gittin’ tired of it. 

PHARAOH. I ain't lyin, I m trickin, 

too. You been trickin me and I been 
trickin’ vou. 

MOSES- I see. Well, 1 got one mo 
Crick up my sleeve which I didn t 
aim to wukk unless I had to. Caize 
when I does it, I cain’t undo it. 

PHARAOH. Wukk it an’ I’ll trick you 
right back. I don’ say you ain't a good 
iticker, Moses. You is one of de best 
1 ever seen. But I kin outtrick you. 
Dat's all. 

MOSES. It ain’t only me dats goin 
to wukk dis trick. It s me an de 
Lawd. 

PHARAOH. Who? 

MOSES. De Lawd God of Israel. 

PHARAOH. I kin outtrick you an’ de 
Lawd too! 

MOSES (angrily). Now you done it, 
ol’ King Pharaoh. \ou been mean to 
de Lawd’s people, and de Lawd’s 
been easy on you caize you didnt 
know no better. You been givin’ me 
a lot of say-so and no do-so, and I 
didn’ min’ dat. But now you’ve got 
to braggin’ dat you’s better dan de 
I.awd, and dat’s too many. 


PHARAOH. You talk like a preacher, 
an’ 1 never did like to hear preachers 

talk. 

moses. You ain’t goin to like it any 
better, when I strikes down de oldes' 
boy in every one of yo' people's 
houses. 

PHARAOH. Now you’ve given up 
trickin’ and is jest lyin’. (He rises) 
Listen, I’m Pharaoh. I do de strikin’ 
dowm yere. I strike down my ene¬ 
mies, and dere’s no one in all Egypt 
kin kill who he wants to, ’ceptin me. 

MOSES I’m sorry, Pharaoh. Will you 
let de Hebrews go? 

pharaoh. You heard my word. 
(AARON is lifting his rod again at a 
signal from moses) Now, no more 
tricks or I’ll— 

MOSES. Oh, Lawd, you’ll have to do 
it, I guess. Aaron, lift de rod. 

(There is a thunderclap, darkness 
and screams. The lights go up. Sev¬ 
eral of the ycninger men on the stage 
have fallen to the ground or are he- 
ing held in the arms of the horrified 
elders.) 

pharaoh. What have you done yere? 
Where’s my boy? 

(Through the door come four 61 Bn 
hearing a young man’s body.) 

FIRST OF THE FOUR MEN. King 

Pharaoh. 

(pharaoh drops into his chair, 
stunned, as the dead boy is brought 
to the throne.) 

PHARAOH (grief -Stricken). Oh, my 
son, my fine son. 

(The courtiers look at him vnth mute 
appeal ^ 
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mosbs. Im sorry, Pharaoh, but you 
cain't fight de Lawd. Will you let 
his people go? 

PHARAOH. Let them go. 

(The lights go out. The choir be¬ 
gins, “Mnry Don’t You Weep,” and 
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contiintes until it is broken by the 
strains of "Z'ln Noways Weary and 
I’m Noways Tired.” The latter is 
sung by many more voices than the 
former, and the cacophoity ends as 
the latter grows in volume and the 
lights go up on the next scene.') 


SCENE IV 


The CHILDREN OF ISRAEL are marching on the treadmill and now singing 
fortissimo. They are of all ages and most of them are ragged. The men have 
packs on their shoulders, one or two have hand carts. The line stretches across 
the stage. It is nearing twilight, and the faces of the assemblage are illumined 
by the rays of the late afternoon sun. The upper treadmill carries a gradually 
rising and falling middle distance past the marchers. The foot of a mountain 
appears; a trumpet call is heard as the foot of the mountain reaches stage 
center. The marchers halt. The picture now sfioivs the mountain running up 
out of sight off right The singitig stops. A babel of ”What’s de matter?” 
“V^hy do we stop?” “ ’Taint sundown yet!” “What’s happened?” “What’s 
goin' on? ’ “What are they blowin for?” etc. Those looking ahead begin to 
murmur. 'Its Moses,” “Moses.” “What’s happened to him?” The others 
take up the repetition of “Moses,” and moses enters, on the arm of aaron. 
He is now an old man, as is his brother, and he totters toward the center of 
the stage. Cries of “What’s de matter, Moses?” “You ain’t hurt, is yon?" 
“Ain’t that too bad?” etc. He slowly seats himself on the rock at the foot of 
the mountain. 


AARON. How you feelin* now, 
brother? 

MOSES. I'm so weary, Aaron. Seems 
like I was took all of a sudden. 

AARON. Do we camp yere? 

MOSES (pathetically'). No, you got 
to keep goin'. 

AARON. But you cain't go no further 
^onight, brother. 

MOSES. Dis never happened to me 
befo'. 


A YOUNG WOMAN. But you's a oV 
man, now, Father Moses. You cain'v 
expect to go as fas' as we kin. 

MOSES. But de Lawd said I’d do it. 
He said I was to show you de Prom¬ 
ised Land. Fo'ty years I bin leadin' 
you. I led you out 0 ’ Egypt. I led you 
past Sinai, and through de wilder* 
ness. Oh, I cain’t fall down on yG\.^ 
now! 

AARON. Le’s res' yere fo de night. 
Den we'll see how you feel in de 
mo'nin'. 
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MOSES. We tol <le scouts we d meet 
*em three miles furder on. I hate fo 
'em to come back all dis way to re¬ 
port. 'Tis gettin’ a little dark, aint 

AARON. It ain't dark, Brother. 

MOSES. No, it’s my eyes. 

AARON. Maybe it’s de dust. 

MOSES. No, I jest cain’t seem to see. 
Oh, Lawd, dey cain’t have a blind 
man leadin’ ’em! Where is you, 
Aaroni* 

AARON. I’se right yere, Moses. 

MOSES. Do you think— (Pause) Oh! 
Do you think it’s de time He saidi* 

AARON. How you mean, Moses? 
(iCroxud look from one to another in 

wonder.^ 

MOSES. He said I could lead ’em to 
de Jordan, dat I’d see de Promised 
Land, and dat's all de further I could 
go, on account I broke de laws. Little 
while back I thought I did see a 
river ahead, and a pretty land on de 
other side. (Distant shouts ''Hoo¬ 
ray!” 'Yere dey are!” "Dey travelled 
quick” etc.) Where’s de young 
leader of de troops? Where’s Joshua? 
(The call "Joshua” is taken up hy 
those on the right of the stage, fol¬ 
lowed almost immediately hy 'Yere 
he is!” "Moses wants you!' etc. 
JOSHUA enters. He is a fine-looking 
\cgro of about thirty.) 

'OSHUA (going to MOSEs’ side). Yes, 
suh. 

MOSES. What’s de shoutin’ ’bout, 
foshua? 


JOSHUA. De scouts is back wid de 
news. De Jordan is right ahead of us, 
and Jericho is jest on de other side. 
Moses, we're dere! (There are cries 
of "Hallelujah!” "De Lawd he 
praised!” "Hooray!” "De Kingdom's 
cornin'!'' etc. With a considerable 
Stir among the marchers, several new 
arrivals crowd in from right, shout¬ 
ing, "Moses, were dere!” joshua 
seeing the newcomers) Yere’s de 
scouts! 

(Three very ragged and dusty young 
men advance to moses.) 

MOSES (as the shouting dies). So it’s 
de River Jordan! 

FIRST SCOUT. Yes, suh. 

MOSES. All we got to take is de city 
of Jericho. 

FIRST SCOUT. Yes, suh. 

MOSES. Joshua, you got to *ake 
charge of de fightin’ men, an' Aaron’s 
gotta stay by de priests. 

JOSHUA. WHiat about you? 

MOSES. You are leavin’ me behind. 
Joshua, you gonter get de fightin' 
men together and take dat city befo’ 
sundown. 

JOSHUA. It’s a big city, Moses, wid 
walls all ’round it. We ain't got 
enough men. 

MOSES. You'll take it, Joshua. 

JOSHUA. Yes, suh, hut how? 

MOSES. Move up to de walls wad our 
people. Tell de priests to go wid you 
with de rams’ horns. You start march- 
in’ ’roun’ dem walls, and den— 
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JOSHUA. Yes, suh. 

MOSES. De Lawd'll take charge, jest 
as he's took charge ev’y time I’ve led 
you against a city. He ain’t never 
failed, has he? 

SEVERAL VOICES. No, Moses. 

(All raise their heads.') 

MOSES. And he ain’t goin’ to fail us 
now. (He frays. All how) Oh, 
Lawd, I'm turnin’ over our brave 
young men to you, caize I know you 
don’ want me to lead 'em any fur¬ 
ther. (Rises) Jest like you said, I’ve 
got to de Jordan but I cain’t git over 
it. An’ yere dey goin' now to take de 
city of Jericho. In a little while dey’ll 
be marchin’ ’roun’ it. An’ would you 
please be so good as to tell ’em what 
to do? Amen. (To joshua) Go 
ahead. Ev’ybody follows Joshua 
now. Give de signal to move on wid 
ev’ything. (A trumfet is heard) You 
camp fo’ de night in de city of Jeri¬ 
cho. (moses seats himself on the 
rock.) 

JOSHUA. Cain't we help you, Moses? 

MOSES. You go ahead. De Lawd’s got 
his plans fo’ me. Soun’ de signal to 
march. (Another trumpet call is 
heard. The company starts marching 
off. AARON lingers a moment) Take 
care of de Ark of de Covenant, 
Aaron. 

AARON. Yes, Brother. C5ood-bye. 

MOSES. Good-bye, Aaron. (The sing¬ 
ing is resumed softly and dies away. 
The last of the marchers has disap¬ 
peared) Yere I is, Lawd. De chillun 
is goin’ into de Promised Land, (god 
enters from behind the hill. He 
walks to moses, puts his hands on 
his shoulders) You’s with me, ain’t 
you, Lawd? 
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GOD. Co'se I is. 

MOSES. Guess I’m through, Lawd. 
Jest like you said I’d be, when I 
broke de tablets of de law. De ol 
machine's broke down. 

GOD. Jest what was it I said to you, 
Moses? Do you remember? 

MOSES. You said I couldn't go into 
de Promised Land. 

GOD. Dat's so. But dat ain’t all dey 
was to it. 

MOSES. How you mean, Lawd? 

GOD. Moses, you been a good man. 
You been a good leader of my peo¬ 
ple. You got me angry once, dat’s 
true. And when you anger me I’m 
a God of Wrath. But I never meant 
you wasn’t gonter have what was 
cornin' to you. An’ I ain’t goin’ to do 
you out of it, Moses. It’s jest de 
country acrost de River dat you ain’t 
gonter enter. You gonter have a 
Promised Land. I been gettin’ it 
ready fo’ you, fo' a long time. Kin 
you stand up? 

MOSES (rising, with god’s help). 
Yes, suh, Lawd. 

GOD. Come on, I'm goin’ to show it 
to you. We goin’ up dis hill to see it. 
Moses, it’s a million times nicer dan 
de Land of Canaan. 

(They start up the hill.) 

MOSES. I cain’t hardly see. 

GOD. Don’t worry. Dat's jest caizfi 
vou so old. 

(They take a step or two up the hill, 
when MOSES stops suddenly.) 

MOSES. Oh! 
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GOD. What's de matter? 

MOSES. We cain't be doin' dis! 

GOD. Co’se we kin! 

MOSES. But I fo'got! I fogot about 
joshua and de fightin' men! 

GOD. How about ’em? 

MOSES. Dey’re marchin’ on Jericho. 
I tol’ ’em to march aroun’ de walls 
and den de Lawd would be dere to 
tell ’em what to do. 

GOD. Cat's all right. He's dere. 

MOSES. Den who's dis helpin' me up 
de hill? 

GOD. \o' faith, yo’ God. 

MOSES. And is you over dere helpin' 
them too, Lawd? Is you goin’ to tell 
dem poor chillun what to do? 

GOD. Co’se I is. Listen, Moses, I'll 
show you how I’m helpin' dem. 
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(From the distance comes the blast 
of the rams' horns, the sound of 
crumbling walls, a roar, and a mo- 
nienFs silence. The choir begins 
'"Joshua Fit De Battle of Jericho" 
and continues through the rest of the 
scene.) 

MOSES. You did it, Lawd! You’ve 
tooken it! Listen to de chillun—dey’s 
in de Land of Canaan at last! You's 
de only God dey ever was, ain’t you, 
Lawd? 

GOD Cq'tiietfy). Come on, ol’ man. 
(They continue wp the hill. The 
stage is darkened.) 

MR. DESHEE (jw the dark). But even 
dat scheme didn’ work. Caize after 
dey got into the Land of Canaan dey 
went to de dogs again. And dey went 
into bondage again. Only dis time it 
was in de city of Babylon. 

(The CHOIR, which has been sing¬ 
ing "Caint Stay Away" stops as the 
next scene begins.) 


SCENE V 


Under a low ceiling is a room vaguely resembling a Negro night club in New 
Orleans. Two or three long tables run across the room, and on the left is a 
table on a dais with a gaudy canopy above it. The table hears a card marked 
"Resented for King and guests." 

Flashy young jnen and women are seated at the tables. About a dozen 
couples are dancing in the foreground to the tune of a jazz orchestra. The 
costumes are what would he worn at a Negro masquerade to represent the 
debauchees of Babylon. 


FIRST MAN. When did yuh git to 
Babylon? 

SECOND MAN. I jcs’ got in yester¬ 
day. 


THIRD MAN (daucing). How do you 
like dis baby, Joe? 

FOURTH MAN. Hot damn! She could 
be de King’s pet! 
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A WOMAN. Anybody seen my papa? 

third man. Don’ fo’git de dance at 
de High Priest's house tomorrow. 
(The dance stops as a hiigle call is 
heard. Enter master of ceremo¬ 
nies.) 

master of ceremonies. Stop! To- 
night’s guest of honor, de King of 
Babylon an’ party of five. 

(Enter the king and five girls. The 
KING has on an imitation erjuine 
cloak over his conventional evening 
clothes and wears a diamond tiara. 
All rise as the king enters, and sing, 
"Hail, de King of Bah-Bah^Bahy- 

lon.'O 

KING. Wait till you see de swell table 
I got. (He crosses the stage to his 
table. The girls are jabbering') Re¬ 
mind me to send you a peck of rubies 
in de mo’nin’. 

master of ceremonies. Ev’nin’, 
King! 

king. Grood ev’nin’. How's de party 
goin’? 

master of ceremonies. Bes’ one 
we ever had in Babylon, King. 

KING. Any Jew boys yere? 

master of ceremonies (indicat¬ 
ing some of the others). Lot o’ dem 
yere. I kin go git mo’ if you want 
’em. 

king. I was really referrin’ to de 
High Priest. He’s a ’ticlar frien’ o’ 
mine an’ he might drop in. You 
know what he look like? 

master of ceremonies. No, suh, 
but ril be on de look-out fo’ him. 

^iNG. O. K. Now le’s have a li’l good 
time. 


master of ceremonies. Yes, suh. 
(To the orchestra) Let ’cr go, boys. 
(The music begins, waiters appear 
with food and great urns painted 
gold and silver, from which they 
pour out wine for the guests. The 
master of ceremonies exits. The 
king’s dancing-girls go to the middle 
of the floor, and start to dance. The 
KING puts his arms about the waists 
of two girls, and draws them to 
him.) 

king. Hot damn! Da’s de way! Let 
de Jew boys see our gals kin dance 
better’n deres. (There is an ad lib. 
babel of "Das de truth, King!" "I 
don know—we got some good gals, 
tool" etc.) Dey ain’ nobody in de 
worl’ like de Babylon gals. 

(The dancing grows faster, the 
watchers keep time with hand-(.!nps. 
The door at the left opens stiddenly, 
and the prophet, a patriarchal, 
ragged figure, enters. He looks bel¬ 
ligerently about the room, and is 
followed almost immediately by the 
master of ceremonies.) 

prophet. Stop! 

(The music and the dancers halt.) 

KING. W^hat s dc idea, bustin’ up my 
party? 

master of ceremonies. He said he 
was expected, King. I thought meb- 
be he was de— 

KING. Did you think he was de High 
Priest of de Hebrews? Why, he’s 
jest an ol’ bum! De High Priest is a 
fashion plate. T’row dis ole bum 
out o’ yere! 

PROPHET. Stop! 

(i hose who have been advancing to 
seize him stop, somewhat amused.) 

KING. Wait a minute. Don’t throw 
him out. Let’s see what he has to say. 
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PROPHET. Listen to me, King of 
Babylovi! I’ve been sent yere by de 
Lavvd God Jehovah. Don’t you dare 
lay a hand on de Prophet! 

KING. Oh, you’re a prophet, is yuh? 
Well, you know we don’ keer much 
fo’ prophets in dis part of de coon- 

try. 

prophet. Listen to me, sons and 
daughters of Babylon! Listen, you 
children of Israel dat’s given yo- 
selves over to de evil ways of yo 
oppressors! You’re all wallowin' like 
hogs in sin, an' de wrath of Gawd 
ain’ goin’ to be held back much 
longer! I’m tellin’ you, repent befo 
it’s too late. Repent befo’ Jehovah 
casts down de same fire dat burned 
jp Sodom and Gomorrah. Repent 
befo’ de- (During this scene yells 
increase as the prophet continues. 
The HIGH PRIEST enters left. He is 
a fat voluptuary, elaborately clothed 
in hrightly~colored robes. He Tvalks 
hi hand in hand with a gaudily 
dressed '‘chippy.'D 

high priest (noise stops). Whoa, 
dere! What you botherin' de King 

Fo’? 

prophet (wheeling). And you, de 
Hioh Priest of all Israel, walkin' de 
town wid a dirty li'l tramp. 

KING. Seems to be a frien' o yours, 
Jake. 

HIGH PRIEST (crossing to the king 
with his girl). Aw, he’s one of dem 
vrild men, like Jeremiah and Isaiah. 
Don’ let him bother you none. 
(Pushes prophet aside and goes to 
king’s table.) 

PROPHET. You consort with harlots, 
an' yo’ pollution in the sight of de 
Lawd. De Lawd God's goin' to smite 


you down, jest as he's goin' to smite 
down all dis wicked worldl (Grabs 
HIGH PRIEST and turns him around.) 

KING (angrily against the last part of 
the preceding speech). Wait a min¬ 
ute. I’m getting tired of dis. Don' 
throw him out. Jest kill him! 

(There is the sound of a shot. The 
prophet falls.) 

prophet. Smite 'em down, Lawd, 
like you said. Dey ain't a decent per¬ 
son left in de whole world. (He dies. 
master of ceremonies, revolver in 
hand, looks down at the prophet.) 

master of ceremonies. He's dead. 
King. 

KING. Some of you boys take him out. 
(A couple of young men come from 
the background and walk off with 
the body.) 

high priest. Don know whether 
you should a done that, King. 

KING. \^^y not? 

high priest. I don* know whether 
de Lawd would like it. 

KING. Now, listen, Jake. You know 
yo' Lawd ain't payin' much atten¬ 
tion to dis man’s town. Except fo' 
you boys, it's tho’ly protected by de 
Gawds o’ Babylon. 

high priest. I know, but jest de 
same— 

king. Look yere, s'pose I ^ve you a 
couple huna ed pieces of silver. Don 
you s'pose you kin arrange to per¬ 
suade yo' Gawd to keep his hands 
off? 

high priest (oilily). Well of co'se 
we could try. I dunno how well it 
would work. (As the high pbibst 
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speaks, the king claps his hands. 
MASTER OF CEREMONIES enters with 
bag of money.) 

KING. Yere it is. 

HIGH PRIEST (^smiling), I guess we 
kin square things up. (He prays— 
whiuingly) Oh Lawd, please for- 
gi\-e my po’ frien’ de King o’ Baby¬ 
lon. He didn’t know what he was 
doin’ an— 

[There is a clap of thunder, dark¬ 
ness for a second. The lights go up 

and GOD is standing in the center of 
the room.) 

COD On a voice of doom). Dat’s 
about enough. [The guests are hor¬ 
rified) I’se stood all I kin from you. 

I tried to make dis a good earth. I 
helped Adam, I helped Noah, I 
helped Moses, an' I helped David. 
Meat's de grain dat grew out of de 
seed? Sin! Nothin’ but sin throuoh- 
out de whole world. I’ve given you 


PASTURES 197 

ev’y chance, I sent you warriors and 
prophets. I've given you laws and 
commandments, an’ you betrayed my 
trust. Ev ything I’ve given you, 
you ve defiled. Ev’y time I’ve fo ’gi^'cn 
you, you’i’e mocked me. An’ now de 
High Priest of Israel tries to trille 
wid my name. Listen, you chillun of 
darkness, yo’ Lawd is tired. I’m tired 
of de struggle to make you worthy 
of de breath I gave you. I put you 
in bondage ag’in to cure you an’ yo’ 
worse dan you was amongst de flesh 
pots of Egypt. So I renounce you. 
Listen to the words of yo’ Lawd God 
Jehovah, for dey is de last words yo 
ever hear from me. I repent of dese 
people dat I have made and I will 
deliver dem no more. 

[There is darkness and cries of 
‘'Mercyr ''Have pity, Lawdr "We 
didn mean it, Lawdr "Forgive us, 
Lawd!' etc. The choir sings 
"Death's Givineter Lay His Cold Icy 
Hands On Me" until the lights go 
up on the next scene.) 


SCENE VI 


the paper he ,s examining, and folloras him Lt of tU corner ^ 
ondi'doir'''''"' ^^Sht. There is a knock 


god. Who is it? 

(GABRIEL enters.) 

GABRIEL, It’s de delegation, Lawd. 

c-OD Qwearilyfi. Tell ’em to come in. 
(abRAHAM, ISAAC, JACOB, and MOSES 

enter) Good mo’nin’, gen’lemen. 
the VISITORS. Good mo’nin*, Lawd. 


god. What kin I do for you? 

MOSES. You know, Lawd. Go back 
to our people. 

GOD [shaking his head). Ev’ry day 
fo hund’eds of years you boys have 
come in to ask dat same thing De 
answer is still de same. I repented of 
de people I made. I said I would de- 
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{iver dem no more. Good mo nin, 
gen’.cmen. four visitors rise 

and exeunt. GABRIEL remains) Gabe, 
why do dcy do it? 

GABRIEL. I 'spect dcy think you gon- 
tcr change yo’ mind. 

GOD (sadly)' Dcy know me. 

(hosea again passes the door. His 
shadow shows on wall, gabriel is 
perplexed, as he watches, god again 
looks surreptitiously over His shoul¬ 
der at the passing figure) I don like 

dat, either. 

GABRIEL. What, Lawd? 

GOD. Dat man. 

GABRIEL. He’s jest a prophet, Lawd. 
Cat’s jest old Hosea. He jest come 
up tlio other day. 

god. I know. He’s one of de few 
dat’s come up yere since I was on 
de earth last time. 

GABRIEL. Ain been annoyin’ you, 
has he? 

GOD. I don like him walkin’ past de 
door. 

GABRIEL. All you got to c\o is tell 
him to stop, Lawd. 

GOD. Yes, I know. I don’ wnnt to tell 
him. He’s got a right up yere or he 
wouldn’t be yere. 

GABRIEL. You neeJ'i' be bothered by 
him bangin’ aroi.n’ de office all de 
time, ril tell ’im. Who’s he think 
he— 

GOD. No, Gabe. I find it ain’t in me 
to stop him. I sometimes jest wonder 
why he don’ come in and say hello. 


GABRIEL. You Want him to do dat? 
(He moves as if to go to the door.) 

GOD. He never has spoke to me, and 
if he don’ wanta come in, I ain’t gon- 
ter make him. But dat ain’t de worst 
of it, Gabriel. 

GABRIEL. What is, Lawd? 

GOD. Ev’y time he goes past de doot 
1 hears a voice. 

GABRIEL. One of de angels? 

GOD (shaking his head). It’s from de 
earth. It's a man. 

GABRIEL. You mean he’s prayin’? 

GOD. No, be ain’t exactly prayin’. 
He’s jest talkin’ in such a way dat I 
got to lissen. His name is Hezdrel. 

GABRIEL. Is he on de books? 

GOD. No, not yet. But ev’y time dat 
Hosea goes past I hear dat voice, 

GABRIEL. Den tell it to stop. 

GOD. I find I don’ want to do that, 
either. Dey’s gettin’ ready to take 
Jerusalem down dere. Dat was my 
big fine city. Dis Hezdrel, he’s jest 
one of de defenders. (Suddenly and 
passionately, almost wildly) I aint 
cornin’ down. You bear me? I ain’t 
cornin’ down. (He looks at gabriel} 
Go ahead. Gabriel. ’Tend to yo| 
chores. I’m gontet keep woikkin’ 
yere. 

GABRIEL. I hates to see you feelin’ 
like dis, Lawd. 

GOD. Dat’s all right. Even bein’ 
Gawd ain’t a bed of roses, (gabriel 
eactfs. hosea’s shadow is on the walL 
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For a second hosea hesitotes. god 
looks at the wall. Goes to window^ 

1 hear you. I know yo’ fightin' bra\ c- 
ly, but I ain’t cornin’ down. Oh, why 
don’ you lea\'e me alone? You know 
you ain’t talkin’ to me. Is you talkin’ 
to me? I cain’t stand yo’ talkin’ dat 
way. I kin only hear part ol' what 
yo’ sayin’, and it puzzles me. Don’ 
you know you cain’t puzzle God? 
(A fanse. Then tenderly) Do you 
want me to come down dere ve’y 
much? You know I said I wouldn’t 
come down? (Fiercely) Why don’ 
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he answer me a little? (With 
clenched fists, looks doien through 
the u'i}idow) Listen! I’ll tell you 
what I’ll do. I ain’t goin’ to promise 
you anythin’, and 1 ain’t goin’ to do 
nothin’ to help you. I’m jest feelin’ 
a little low, an’ I’m only coinin’ down 
to make myself feel a little better, 
dat’s all. 

(The stage is darkened, choir he 
gins “A Blind Man Stood In Da 
Middle of De Road/’ and continues 
iDitil the lights go U'p on the next 
scene.) 


SCENE Vli 


It is a shadowed corner beside the walls of the temple in Jerusalem. Th( 
light of cani])fires flickers on the figttre of hezdrel, who was adam in Part 1. 
He stands in the same ■position adam held when first discoi^ered but in his 
right hand is a sword, and his left is in a sling. Around him are several pros¬ 
trate bodies. Pistol and cannon shots, then a trumpet call. Six young iMf.n 
enter from left in command of a corporal. They are all armed. 


CORPORAL. De fightin’s stopped fo’ 
de night, Hezdrel. 

HEZDREL. Yes? 

CORPORAL. Dey’re goin^ to begin 
ag’in at cockcrow, (man enters, 
crosses the stage and exits) Herod 
say he’s goin’ to take de temple to¬ 
morrow, bum de books and de Ark 
of de Covenant, and put us all to 
de sword. 

HEZDREL. Yo’ ready, ain’t you? 

EVERYBODY. Ycs, Hczdrel. 

HEZDREL. Did de food get in through 
de hole in de city wall? 

(Two SOLDIERS enter, cross the stage 
and eocit.) 


CORPORAL. Yessuh, we’s goin' back 
to pass it out now. 

HEZDREL. Good. Any mo’ of our peo 
pie escape today? 

CORPORAL. 01’ Herod’s got de ol' 
hole covered up now, but fifteen o{ 
our people got out a new one we 
made. 

COther SOLDIERS enter, cross the 
stage and exit.) 

HEZDREL. Good. Take dese yere 
wounded men back and git ’em took 
care of. 

CORPORAL. Yes, suh. 

(They pick up the bodies on the 
ground and carry them offstage as 
HEZDREL speaks.) 
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HKZDREL. So dey gonter take de tem¬ 
ple in de mo’nin'? We 11 be waitin 
for ’em. Jest remember, boys, when 
dey kill us we leap out of our skins, 

right into de lap of God. 

(fhe men disappear with the 
wounded; from the deep shadow up~ 


GOD. But God say he abandoned 
ev’ one down yere. 

hezdrel. Who say dat> Who dare 
say dat of de Lawd God of Hosea> 

GOD. De God of Hosea’I* 


stage comes god.) 


hezdrel. You heard me. Look yete, 


GOD. Hello, Hezdrel—Adam. 


you is a spy in my brain! 


hezdrel C^uhhing his forehead^. 
Who is you? 

GOD. Me? I’m jest an oV preacher, 
from back in de hills. 

HEZDREL. W^at you doin yere? 

GOD. I heard you boys was hghtin. 
I jest wanted to see how it was goin . 

hezdrel. Well, it ain*t goin so well. 

GOD. Dey got you skeered, huh? 


GOD. No, I ain’t, Hezdrel. I'm jest 
puzzled. You ought to know dat. 

hezdrel. How come you so puzzled 
'bout de God of Hosea? 

GOD. I don’ know. Maybe I jest don 
hear things. You see, I live ’way back 
in de hills. 

hezdrel. What you wanter find 
out? 

GOD. Ain’t de God of Hosea de same 
Jehovah dat was de God of Moses? 


hezdrel. Look yere, who is you, a 
;py in my brain? 


GOD. Cain’t you see I’se one of yo’ 
people? 


hezdrel. Listen, Preacher, we ain t 
skeered. We’s gonter be killed, but 
we ain’t skeered. 


HEZDREL Ccontemptuously'). No. 
Dat ol’ God of wTath and vengeance? 
We have de God dat Hosea preached 
to us. He’s de one God. 

GOD. Who’s he? 

hezdrel (reverently). De God of 
mercy. 


GOD. I’se glad to hear dat. Kin I ask 
you a question, Hezdrel? 

hezdrel. ^^^at is it? 

GOD. How is it you is so brave? 

QEZDREL. Caize we got faith, dats 
why! 

GOD. Faith? In who? 

MEZDREL. In our dear Lawd God. 


GOD. Hezdrel, don’ you think dey 
must be de same God? 

hezdrel. I don’ know. I ain t both¬ 
ered to think much about it. Maybe 
dey is. Maybe our God is de same ol’ 
God. I guess we jest got tired of his 
appearance dat ol’ way. 

GOD. What you mean, Hezdrel? 

hezdrel. Oh, dat ol* God dat walked 
de earth in de shape of a man. 1 


201 


THE GREEN PASTURES 


guess he lived wid man so much dat 
all he seen was de sins in man. Dat s 
what made him de God of wrath and 
vengeance. Cose he made Hosea. 
An' Hosea never would a found 
what mercy was unless dere was a 
little of it in God, too. Anyway, he 
ain't a fearsome God no mo'. Hosea 
showed us dat. 

GOD. How you s'pose Hosea found 
dat mercy? 


GOD C-proudly^. Dey cain’t lick you, 
kin dey, Hezdrel? 

HEZDREL (^smiling'). I know dey 
cain t. (Trumpet^ You better gef 
out o' yere, Preacher, if you wanter 
carry de news to yo' people. It’ll sooi> 
be daylight. 

god. I'm goin'. CHe takes a step up¬ 
stage and stops) Want me to tak'* 
any message? 


HEZDREL. De only way he could find 
it. De only way I found it. De only 
way anyone kin find it. 


HEZDREL. Tell de people in de hills 
dey ain't nobody like de Lawd God 
of Hosea. 


GOD. How’s dat? 


HEZDREL. Through sufferin’. 

GOD (after a pause'). What if dey 
kill you in de mo’nin', Hezdrel. 

HEZDREL. If dey do, dey do. Dat's 
all. 

GOD. Herod say he’s goin’ to bum 
de temple— 

HEZDREL. So he say, 

GOD. And bum de Ark an' de books. 

Den dat’s de end of de books, ain’t 
it? 

HEZDREL (buoyantly). What vou 
mean? If he bums dem things in 
dere? Naw. Dem’s jest copies. 

GOD. Where is de others? 

HEZDREL (tapping his head). Dey’s 
a set in yere. Fifteen got out through 
de hole in the city wall today. A hun¬ 
dred and fifty got out durin’ de week. 
Each of 'em is a set of de books. 
Dey s scattered safe all over de coun¬ 
tryside now, jest waitin' to git pen 
and paper fo to put 'em down ag'in. 


GOD. I w'ill. If dey kill you tomorrow 

111 bet dat God of Hosea’ll be wait' 
in’ for you. 

HEZDREL. I know he will. 

GOD (quietly). Thank you, Hezdrel 
HEZDREL. Fo' what? 


GOD. Fo’ tellin’ me so much. You see 
I been so far away, I guess I was jest 
way behin’ de times. (He exits. 
Pause, then trumpet sounds.) 
(hezdrel paces hack and forth once 
or twice. Another young soldier ap¬ 
pears. Other men enter and stand 
grouped about hezdrel.) 


SECOND OFFICER (excitedly). De 

cock s jest crowed, Hezdrel. Dey 
d de fi^htin ag'in. 

hezdrel. We’s ready fo’ ’em. Come 
on, boys. (From the darkness up¬ 
stage comes another group of sol¬ 
diers) Dis is de day dey say dey'll 
sit us. Le s fight till de last man goe*^ 
What d'you say? 


CORPORAL. Le's go, Hezdrel! 

hezdrel (calling left)- Give ’em 
ev'ything, boys! 

(There is a movement toward tha 
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left, a bugle call and the sound of 
distant battle. The lights go out. The 
CHOIR is heard singing, “March On, 


triumphantly. They continue to sing 
after the lights go up on the next 
scene.) 


SCENE VIU 


It is the same setting as the Fish Fry Scene m Part i. The same angels are 
present hut the choir, instead of marching, is standing m a double row m 
an angle upstage right, god is seated in an armchair near center. He faces the 
sudience. As the choir continues to sing, gabriel enters, iinnoticed by the 
chattering angels. He looks at god who is staring thoughtfully toward the 

audience. 


GABRIEL. You look a little pensive, 
Lawd. (god nods his head) Have a 
seegar, Lawd? 

GOD. No thanks, Gabriel. 

(gabriel goes to the table, accepts 
a cup of custard; chats iidth the angel 
behind the table for a moment as he 
sips, puts the cup down and returns 
to the side of cod.) 

GABRIEL. You look awful pensive, 
Lawd. You been sittin’ yere, lookin' 
dis way, an awful long time. Is it 
somethin' serious, Lawd? 

GOO. \^er\' serious, Gabriel. 

GABRIEL (awed by His tone). Lawd, 
is de time come for me to blow? 

GOD. Not yet, Gabriel. I'm just think- 

* f 

in • 

GABRIEL. What about, Lawd? (Puts 
up hand. Singing stops.) 

GOD. 'Bout somethin' de boy tol’ me. 
Somethin’ 'bout Hosea, and him¬ 
self. How dey foun’ somethin'. 


GABRIEL. What, Lawd? 

GOD. Mercy. (A pause') Through 
sufferin, he said. 

GABRIEL. Yes, Law'd. 

GOD. I’m tryin' to find it, too. L>s 
awful impo’tant. It’s awful impo’tant 
to all de people on my earth. Did he 
mean dat even God must suffer? 
(god continues to look out over the 
audience for a moment and then a 
look of surprise comes into his face. 
He sighs. In the distance a voice 
cries.) 

THE VOICE. Oh, look at him! Oh, 
look, dey goin’ to make him carry it 
up dat high hill! Dey goin to nail 
him to it! Oh, dat’s a terrible burden 
for one man to carry! 

(god rises and murmurs 'Yes!” as if 
in recognition. The heavenly beings 
have been watching him closely, and 
now, seeing him smile gently, draw 
back, relieved. All the ay'gels hurst 
wto "Hallelujah, King Jestis.” god 
continues to smile as the lights fade 
away. The singing becomes fortis 
simo.) 


CURTAIN 
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SCENES 


Fhe entire action takes place in Marion Froude s studio in New York 

The time is 1932 

ACT ONE 

About five o’clock of an afternoon in November 
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Afternoon, three weeks later 
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BIOGRAPHY 


ACT ONE 


Scene—T^ e studio apartment of marion froudb in an old-fashioned studio 
building in West sjdi St., New York. A great, cax'ernous room expressing 
in its polyglot furnishings the artistic patois of the various landlords who 
have sublet this apartment to wandering tenants like marion froude. The 
styles range from medieval Florence to contemporary Grand Rapids; on a 
movable raised platform in the center is a papal throne chair in red velvet 
and gold fringes. Not far from it is an ordinary American kitchen chair. The 
hanging lamp which sheds a mellow light over a French Empire sofa is fili- 
gieed copper Byzantine. Another and longer sofa across the room against the 
grand piano is in soft green velvet and has the gentility of a polite Park Ave¬ 
nue drawing room. Under the stairs, rear, which go up to Marion’s bedroom, 
arc stacks of her canvases. There is a quite fine wood carving of a Madonna 
which seems to he centuries old and in the wall spaces looking at audience 
are great, dim canvases—copies by some former tenant left probably in lieu 
of rent~of Sargent’s Lord Rihblesdale and Mine. X. 

Whether it is due to the amenable spirit of the present incumbent or 
because they are relaxed in the democracy of art, these oddments of the 
creative spirit do not suggest disharmony. The room is warm, musty, with 
restful shadows and limpid lights. The enormous leaded window on the 
right, though some of its members are patched and cracked, gleams in the 
descending twilight with an opalescent light; even the copper cylinder of the 
fire extinguisher and its attendant axe, visible in the hall, seem to be not so 
much implements against calamity, as amusing museum-bits cherished from 
an earlier time. Every school is represented here except the modern. The 
Studio has the mellowness of anachronism. 

There is a door upstage left leading to the kitchen and Minnie’s bedroom; 
a door, center, tinder the stairs leads into hallway. A door on the stair landing, 
center, leads to Marion’s bedroom. ^ 


TiM.n~About five o’clock of an afternoon in November, 

At RISE—RICHARD KURT is finishing a nervous cigarette. He has the essential 
audacity which comes from having seen the worst happen, from having 
endured the keenest pain. He has the hardness of one who knows that he 
can be devastated by pity, the bitterness which comes from having seen, in 
early youth pistice thwarted and tears unavailing, the self-reliance which 
comes from having seen everything go in a disordered world save one stub¬ 
born, unyielding core of belief-at everything else he laughs, in this alone 
he trusts. He has the intensity of the fanatic and the carelessness of the vaga¬ 
bond. He goes to the door from the hall and calls. 
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KURT. Sa)', you, hello there— what's 
your name? 

(MINNIE, MARION FROUDES tflSep' 

'irahle maid, a German woman of 
about fifty, comes in. She is indig¬ 
nant at being thus summarily sum¬ 
moned, and by a stranger.') 

MINNIE (with dignity). My name iss 
Minnie, if you please. 

KURT. What time did Miss Froude 
go out? 

MINNIE. About two o'clock. 

KURT. It’s nearly five now. She 
should be home, shouldn’t she? 

MINNIE. She said she vas coming 
home to tea and that iss all I know. 

KURT (grimly). I know. She invited 
me to tea. . . . Where did she 00 to 
lunch? ® 

MINNIE (acidly). That I do not 
know. 

KURT. Did someone call for her or 
did she go out alone? I have a reason 
for asking. 

MINNIE. She went out alone. Any 
more questions? 

KURT. No. I see there's no point in 
asking you questions. 

MINNIE. Den vy do you ask dem? 
(The doorbell rings, minnie fhron’s 
up her hands in despair. She goes 
out muttering: "Ach Gott" kurt is 
rather amused at her. He lights an¬ 
other cigarette.) 

(Soinnls of vociferous greeting out¬ 
side. Ach mein licher Herr Feydah 

. . .” MELCHIOR FEYDAK, the AhS- 

trian composer, comes in. He is 


forty-five, tall, hook-nosed, thm. 
faced, a humorist with a rather sad 
face.) 

FEYDAK. Nun, Minnie, und vo is 
die schlechte. . . . ? (minnie makes 
a sign to him not to disclose their 
free-masonry in the presence of 
strangers. She is cautious. . . .) Not 
home yet, eh, Minnie? Where is 
she? Well—well. How do they say- 
gallivanting—I lovo that word—gal¬ 
livanting as usual. Well, HI wait. 
It’s humiliating—but I’ll wait. Chilly! 
Brr! I don’t mind so much being cold 
in London or Vienna. I expect it. 
But I can’t stand it in New York. 
(He warms himself before fire) And 
who is this young man? 

MINNIE (shortly). IcK weiss nichti 
. . . Er hat alle fiinf minuten gefragt 
wo sie ist— (She goes out) 

FEYDAK. You’ve offended Minnie, I 
can see that, 

KURT. That’s just too bad! 

FEYDAK, We all tremble before Min¬ 
nie. . . . Been waiting long? 

KURT. Over half an hour! 

FEYDAK. Extraordinary thing— ever 
since I’ve known Marion there's al¬ 
ways been someone waiting for her. 
There are two kinds of people in 
one s life people whom one keeps 
waiting—and the people for whom 
one waits. . . , 

KURT. Is that an epigram? 

FEYDAK. Do you objtct to epigrams? 

KURT (with some pnde). I despise 
epigrams. 
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FEYDAK ^tolerantly sizing kurt wp). 
Hm! Friend of Miss Froude’s? 

KURT. Not at all. 

FEYDAK. That at least is no cause for 


KURT. I just don’t happen to be, that’s 
all. 

FEYDAK. I commiserate you. 

KURT. I despise gallantry also. 

FEYDAK (lightly). And I thought 
Americans were so sentimental. . . . 

KURT. And, together with other 
forms of glibness, I loathe generali¬ 
zation. . . . 

FEYDAK (drily). Young man, we 
have a great deal in common. 

KURT. Also, there is a faint flavor of 
condescension in the way you say 
“young man” for which I don’t really 
care. . . . 

FEYDAK ^delighted and encouraging 
hint to go on). What about me do 
you like? There must be something. 

KURT. If I were that kind your ques¬ 
tion would embarrass me. 

FEYDAK (very 'pleased'). Good for 
Marion! 

KURT. Why do you say that? 

FEYDAK. She always had a knack for 
picking up originals! 

KURT. You are under a misappre¬ 
hension. Miss Froude did not pick 
me up. I picked her up. (feydak 
stares at him. This does shock him) 


I wrote Miss Froude a letter—a busi¬ 
ness-letter. She answered and gave 
me an appointment for four-thirty. 
It is now after five. She has taken a 
half-hour out of my life. . . . 

feydak. I gather that fragment of 
time has great value. . . . 

KURT. She has shortened my life by 
thirty minutes. God, how I hate Bo¬ 
hemians! 

feydak (innocently). Are you by 
any chance—an Evangelist? 

KURT. I am—for the moment—a busi¬ 
nessman. I’m not here to hold hands 
or drink tea. I’m here on business. 
My presence here is a favor to Miss 
Froude and likely to bring her a 
handsome profit. . . . 

FEYDAK. Profit! Ah! Tliat accounts 
for her being late. . . . 

KURT (sceptically). You despise 
profit, I suppose! Are you—by any 
chance—old-world? 

FEYDAK. Young man, your technique 
is entirely wasted on me. . . . 

KURT. Technique! What are you 
talking about? 

FEYDAK. When I was a young man 
—before I achieved any sort of suc¬ 
cess—I was rude on principle. De¬ 
liberately rude and extravagantly 
bitter in order to make impression. 
When it is no longer necessary for 
you to wait around for people in 
order to do them favors you’ll mellow 
down, I assure you. 

KURT (fiercely, he has been 
touched). You think so, do you! 
That’s where you're mistaken! I’m 
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Hide now. When I'm successful I’ll 
be murderous! 

FEYDAK (genially'). More power to 
you! But I’\’e never seen it happen 
yet. Success is the great muffler! Not 
an epigram, I hope. If it is—forgive 
me. 

(A moment's f^se, kurt studies 
him while feydak crosses to stove 
and warms his hands-) 

KURT. I know you from somewhere. 
It’s very tantalising. 

FEYDAK. I don’t think so. I have only 
just arrived in this country. . . . 

■^URT. Still I know you—Fm sure— 
I’ve seen you somewhere. . . . 

FEYDAK (understanding the familiar^ 
ity). Maybe you know Miss Froude’s 
portrait of me. . . . 

KURT (doubtfully). Yes—maybe 

that’s it . . . may I ask. . . . ? 

FEYDAK. Certainly, My name is Fey¬ 
dak. 

KURT, The composer? 

FEYDAK (drily). Yes. . . . 

KURT. I thought he was dead. . . . 

FEYDAK. TTrat is true. But I hope 
you won't tell anyone—for I am his 
ghost. . . . 

KURT (putting this down for Conti¬ 
nental humor and gemtinely con¬ 
trite). Forgive me. . . . 

FEYDAK. But whv? 

KURT. If you really are Fevdak the 
composer—I have the most enormous 
admiration for you. I worship music 
above evcr\'thing. 


FEYDAK (slightly hored). Go on.,,, 

KURT. I read in the paper—you'ra 
on your way to Hollywood. . . . 

FEYDAK. Yes. I am on my way to 
Hollywood. . . . 

KURT. In the new state men like you 

won’t have to prostitute themselves 
in Hollywood. . . . 

FEYDAK. Ah! A Utopian! 

KURT. Yes. You use the word as a 
term of contempt. Why? Every artist 
is a Utopian. You must be very tired 
or you wouldn’t be so contemptuous 
of Utopians. 

FEYDAK (with a charming smile). 
I am rather tired. Old-world, you 
would call it. 

KURT. You can be anything you 

like. . . . 

FEYDAK (satirically). Thank you.... 

KURT. You’ve written lovely music 
—I have a friend who plays every 
note ot it. I didn’t see your operetta 
W'hen it was done here. ... I didn't 
have the price ... it was very badly 
done though, I heard. . . . 

FEYDAK. I must e.vplain to you—you 
are under a misapprehension, , . , 

KURT. It w^as done here, w’asn't it? 

FEYDAK. Not about the operetta. You 

are under a misapprehension—about 
me. I am a composer—but I didn’t 
write Danubia.' That w'as my 
brother, Victor Fevdak. You are 
right. He is dead. You are the first 
person I have met in New York whfl 
even suspected it. 
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KURT. I’m Sony. 

FEYDAK. Not at all. I am flattered. 
At home our identities were never 
confused. Is this the well-known 
American hospitality? It is, in some 
sort, compensation for his death. . . . 
(kurt is emharrassed and nncom- 
foTtahle. It is part of his essential ht- 
security; he is only really at home in 
protest. He wants to get out.") 

KURT. I’m sorry— I. . . . 

4 

FEYDAK (ensi/y). But why? 

KURT. I think I’ll leave a note for 
Miss Froude—get that girl in here, 
will you? 

FEYDAK. Let’s have some tea— -she’s 
sure to be in any minute. . . . 

KURT. No, thanks. And you might 
.ell her for me that if she wants to 
see me about the matter I wrote her 
about she can come to my office. . . . 
(marion froude comes in. She is 
one of those women the sight of 
whom on Fifth Ave., where she has 
just been walking, causes foreigners 
to exclaim enthusiastically that 
American women are the most radi¬ 
ant in the world. She is tall, lithe, in¬ 
domitably alive. Unlike kurt, the 
tears in things have warmed without 
scalding her; she floats life like a 
dancers scarf in perpetual enjoy¬ 
ment of its colors and contours.^ 

MARION (to kurt). I’m so sorry! 

FEYDAK (^coming toward her'). I 
don’t believe a word of it! 

QShe is overjoyed at seeing feydak. 
She cant believe for a second that 
't is he. Then she flies into his arms.) 

MARION. Feydie! Oh, Feydie. I’ve 
been trying everywhere to reach you 


—I can’t believe it. . . . Feydie dar- 
ling! 

FEYDAK (severely). Is this how you 
keep a business appointment, Miss 
Froude? 

MARION. How long have you waited? 
If I’d only known. . . . (Suddenly 
conscious that kurt had waited too) 
Oh, I’m sorry, Mr.— Mr.— . . . ? 

kurt. Kurt. Richard Kurt. 

MARION. Oh, of course, Mr. Kurt. I 
say—could you possibly—would it 
be too much trouble—could you 
come back? 

feydak (same tone). This young 
man is here on business. It is more 
important. I can wait. I’ll come back. 

MARION. No, no, Feydie—no, no. I 
can’t wait for that. I'm sure Mr. Kurt 
will understand. Mr. Feydak is an 
old friend whom I haven’t seen in 
ever so long. It isn’t as if Mr, Kurt 
were a regular businessman. 

feydak C^mused). How do you 
know he isn’t? 

MARION (breathless with excite¬ 
ment), I can tell. He’s not a bit like 
his letter. When I got your letter 1 
was sure you were jowley and, you 
know— (She makes a gesture) con* 
vex. I’m sure, Feydie—whatever the 
business is— (To kurt) you did say 
you had some, didn’t you?—I’m sure 
it can wait. A half-hour anyway. 
Can’t it wait a half-hour? You see, 
Feydie and I haven’t seen each other 
since. , . . 

kurt. Vienna! 

MARION (astonished). Yes. How did 
you know? 
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KURT. It’s always since Vienna that 
Bohemians haven’t seen each other, 
isn’t it? I'll be back in thirty min¬ 
utes. (He goes.) 

MARION. What a singular young 
man! 

FEVDAK. I've been having a very 
amusing talk with him. Professional 
rebel, I think. Well, my dear—you 
look marvelous! (They take each 
other in.) 

MARION. Isn’t it u'onderful. . . . 

FEYDAK. It is nice! (They sit on 
sofa, MARION left of FEYDAK.) 

MARION. How long is it? 

FEYDAK. Well, it’s since. . . . 

MARION CfirtnlyX Since Vicki died. 

FEYDAK. That’s right. I haven’t seen 
you since. 

MARION. Since that day—we walked 
behind him. 

FEYDAK. Yes. 

MARION. I felt I couldn’t bear to 
stay on. I left for London that night. 

FEYDAK. Yes. 

MARION. It’s six years, isn’t it? 
FEYDAK. Yes. Six years last June, 

(A pause,) 

MARION. Wliat’s happened since 
then? Nothing. . . . 

FE\’DAK. How long have you been 
here? 


MARION. Two weeks. 

FEYDAK. Busy? 

MARION. Not professionally, Fm 

afraid. People are charming—they 
ask me to lunch and dinner and 
they're—"oh, so interested’’—but no 
commissions so far. And God, how 
I need it. . . . 

FEYDAK. I’m surprised. I gathered 
you’d been very successful. 

MARION. It’s always sounded like it, 
hasn’t it? The impression, I believe, 
is due to the extreme notoriety of 
some of my sitters Oh, I've managed 
well enough up to now—if I’d been 
more provident I dare say I could 
have put a tidy bit by—but at the 
moment people don’t seem in a mood 
to have their portraits done. Are they 
less vain than they used to be? Or 
just poorer? 

FEYDAK. Both, I think. . . , 

MARION. Last time I came here I was 
awfully busy. Had great reclame be¬ 
cause I'd been in Russia doing lead¬ 
ing Communists. Obeying some 
subtle paradox the big financiers 
flocked to me. Pittsburgh manufac- 
turers wanted to be done by the same 
brush that had tackled Lenin. Now 
they seem less eager. Must be some 
reason, Fevdie. But what about you? 
Let me hear about you. How’s 
Kathie? 

FE^'DAK. Well. She’s here with me. 

MARION. And Sadyer 
FEYDAK. Splendid. 

MARION. She must be a big girl now. 
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,~\iVDAK. As tall as you are. 

MARION. Kathie used to hate me, 
didn’t she? Frightened to death of 
me. Was afraid I was after Vicki’s 
money. . . . 

FEYDAK. Yes. She was afraid vou’d 
marry him and that we should have 
less from him. When we knew he 
was dying she was in a panic. 

MARION. Poor dear—I could have 
spared her all that worry if she’d 
been halfway civil to me. 

FEYDAK. Kathie is practical. And she 
is a good mother. Those are attri¬ 
butes which make women avaricious. 

MARION. Did Vicki leave you very 
much? 

FEYDAK. Not very much. Half to 
you. 

MARION. Really? How sweet of him! 
How dear of him! 

FEYDAK. WeVe spent it. . . . 

MARION. Of course you should. 

FE\T)AK. But ril soon be in posi¬ 
tion to repay you your share. I’m 
on my way to Holly\vood. 

MARION. Are you really? How won¬ 
derful for you, Feydie! I’m so glad. 

FEYDAK. YouVe been there, haven’t 
you? 

MARION. Yes. Last time I was in 
America. 

FEYDAK. Did you like it? 

MARION. Well, it’s the new Eldo¬ 
rado—art on the gold-rush. 


FEY'DAK (with a kind of ironic bit¬ 
terness). Vicki left me an inheri¬ 
tance subject, it appears, to perpetual 
renewal. 

MARION. How do you mean" 

FEYDAK. Things have bee'.i going 
from bad to worse in Vienna--you 
haven’t been there since ’25 so you 
don’t know. The theatre’s pretty well 
dead—even the first-rate fellows ha^’e 
had a hard time making their way. 
1 managed to get se\’eral scores tc 
do—but they were not—except that 
they were failures—up to my usual 
standard. . . . 

MARION Qaughing, reproach ftd). 
Oh, Feydie ... I 

FEYDAK. If it weren’t for the money 
Vicki left me—and you!—I don’t 
know how we should have got 
through at all these six years. About 
a month ago we reached the end of 
our rope—we were hopelessly in debt 
—no means of getting out—when the 
miracle happened. . . . 

Cmarion is excited, touches his knee 
with her hand.) 

MARION C^iurmuring). I can’t bear 
it. . . . 

FEYDAK. It was my dramatic agent 
on the phone. A great American film 
magnate was in town and wanted to 
see me. Ausgerechnet me and no 
other. Even my agent couldn’t keep 
the surprise out of his voice. W^y 
me? I asked. God knows, says the 
agent. Well, we went around to the 
Bristol to see the magnate. And, as 
we talked to him, it gradually be- 
came apparent. He thought I was 
Vicki. He didn't know Vicki was 
dead! He thought I had written 
“Danubia.” 
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more amiable, more witty, more 
talented, more patient. . . 


FEYDAK. No—not at all. But as we 
shook hands at the end he said to 
me: “Any man that can write a tune 
like this is the kind of man we want.’* 
And he whistled, so out of tune that 
I could hardly recognize it myself, 
the waltz from Danubia. Do you re¬ 
member it? (He starts to hum the 
waltz and marion joins him. They 
hum together, then feydak con- 
timies to talk as marion continues 
to hum a few more meanires') He 
was so innocent, so affable that I had 
an impulse to say to him: “Look 
here, old fellow, you don't want me, 
you want my brother and, in order 
to get him, you’ll have to resurrect 
him!” But noble impulses are luxury 
impulses. You have to be well off to 
gratify them. I kept quiet. We shook 
hands and here 1 am. Tonight thev’re 
giving me a dinner at the Waldorf 
Astoria for the press to meet my 
brother! Irony if you like, eh, Mar¬ 
ion? (There is a pawse.) 


MARION. Feydie . , * (A moment. 
He does not answer^ Feydie—do you 
mind if I say something to you— 
very frankly? 

FEYDAK. I doubt whether vou can 
say anything to me more penetrating 
than the remarks I habitually ad¬ 
dress to myself. 

AfARiON. You know Vicki was yery 
fond of vou. He used to say you put 
too high a valuation on genius. 

FEYDAK. Because he had it he could 
afford to deprecate it. 

MARION. Over and over again he 
used to say to me: ‘Tou know, 
Marion,” he would say, “as a human 
being Feydie’s far superior to me, 


FEYDAK. (shakes his head'). Not 
true. I simply give the impression of 
these things. . < . 

MARION. You underrate yourself^ 
Feydie. . . . How this would have 
amused him—this incident with the 
Hollywood man! 

FEYDAK (smiling bitterly). It would 
rather. . . . 

MARION. Why do you grudge giving 
him a laugh somewhere? I never had 
a chance to tell you in Vienna— 
things were so—so close and terrible 
—at the end—but he had the great¬ 
est tenderness for you. He used to 
speak of you—I can’t tell you how 
much. “Because of this sixth sense 
for making tunes which I have and 
he hasn't,” he said to me one day— 
not a week before he died— ‘Tie 
thinks himself less than me.” He 
used to tell me that everything he 
had he owed to you—to the sacrifices 
you made to send him to the Con- 
ser\’atoiy when he was a boy. . . . 
The extent to which he had out¬ 
stripped you hurt him—hurt him. I 
felt he would have given anything 
to dip into the golden bowl of his 
genius and pour it over you. And do 
you know what was the terror of his 
life, the obsessing terroi of his life? 
—his fear of your resenting him. . . . 

FEYDAK (moved, deeply ashamed). 
Marion. . . , 

AfARiON. Don't resent him now, 
Feydie. , . . Why, it’s such fun— 
don’t you see? It’s such a curious, 
marginal survival for him—that a 
badly-remembered waltz-tune, five 
years after his death, should be the 
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means of helping you at a moment 
when you need it so badly. . . . It’s 
delicious, Feydie. It’s such fun! The 
only awful thing is the possibility 
that he is unaware of it. It would 
have pleased him so, Feydie. Must 
you grudge him it^ 

FEYDAK. You make me horribly 
ashamed. . . . 

MARION C^rightly'). Nonsense. . . . 

FEYDAK. Because I did grudge him it 
—yes—I won’t, though—I see now 
that it never occurred to me how . . . 
(Bursts out laughing suddenly') God, 
it is funny, isn’t it. . . . 

MARION (joining in his laughter). 
Of course—it’s delightful. . . . 
(They both laugh heartily and long.) 

MARION. And the funny thing is— 
you’ll be much better for them out 
there than he would have been. 

FEYDAK. Surely! They’ll be able to 
whistle my tunes! 

MARION. Don’t you see! 

FEYDAK. Oh, Lieber Schatzel, come 
out there with me. 

MARION. Can’t. 

FEYDAK. I wish, Marion, you would 
come. I ne^’er feel life so warm and 
good as when you are in the neigh¬ 
borhood. 

MARION. Dear Feydie, you’re very 
comforting. 

FEYDAK. Is there someone that keeps 
you here? 

MARION. No, there’s no one. I’m 
quite alone. 


FEYDAK. Well then. . . \ 

MARION. No, this isn't the moment 
for me, Feydie. Besides, I can’t af¬ 
ford the journey. I’m frightfully hard 
up at the moment. 

FEYDAK. Well, look here, I . . . 

MARION. No, that’s sweet of you but 
I couldn’t. 

FEYDAK. I don’t see why—it’s too 
silly. . . . 

MARION. Vanity. A kind of vanity. 

FEYDAK. But I owe it to you! 

MARION. I suppose it is foolish in a 
way—but I’ve a kind of pride in 
maneuvering on my own. I always 
have done it—in that way at least 
I’ve been genuinely independent. I’m 
a little proud of my ingenuitv. And 
do you know, Feydie, no matter how 
hard up I’ve been at different times 
something’s always turned up for 
me. I have a kind of curiosity to know 
what it will be this time. It would 
spoil the fun for me to take mone) 
from my friends. Nothing so much 
as that would make me doubtful of 
my own—shall we say—maiket- 
ability? 

FEYDAK. Paradoxical, isn’t it? 

MARION. Why not? Anyway, it’s a 
pet id6e of mine, so be a darling and 
let me indulge it, will you, Feydie, 
and don’t offer me money. Anyway, 
I’ve a business proposition on. . , . 

FEYDAK. Have you? 

MARION. That young man v'ho was 
just here. Do you suppose he’ll come 
back? Now I think of it we were a 
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bit short with him, weren*t we*? I 
was so glad to see you I couldn’t he 
bothered with him! QSotind of door¬ 
bell') Ah! You seel (Calls outside) 
Show him in, Minnie! 

(MINNIE comes in and exits hall- 
dcor to admit the visitor.) 

FEYDAK. Wiac are you doing for 
dinneri^ 

MARION, There’s a young man who 
attached himself to me on the boat 

FEYDAK. Oh, Marion! 

MARION. I seem to attract youth, 

_ ^ 

Fevdie. What shall I do about it? 

FEYDAK. WHiere are you dining? 

MARION, i don’t know. . . . Which 
speakeasy? Tell me which one and 

rii . . . 

Tminnie ushers in MR. leander 
NOLAN. He is middle-aged, ample, 
handsome. Looks like the late IVar- 
ren Gamaliel Harding. Soberly 
dressed and ivears a waistcoat with 
white piping on it. The facade is im- 
peccable but in nol.\n’s eve you may 
discern, at odd moments, an uncer¬ 
tainty, an almost boyish anxiety to 

0 • 9 

please, to he right, that is rnf/ic»’ en- 
gogi»g. MARION, whe expected me 
young man, is rather startled, mr, 
NOLAN regards her with satisfaction.) 

NOLAN. Hello, Marion. 

MARION (doubtfully, feels she shotild 
remember him). How do you do? Er 
—will you excuse me—just a sec¬ 
ond. . . ? 

NOLAN CgcMmlly). Certainly. (He 
moves right, marion walks feydib 
to the hall door.) 


FEYDAK (under his breath to k(/r) 
Looks like a commission. (She makes 
a gesture of silent prayer.) 

MARION (out lotid). Telephone me 
in an hour, will you, Fevdie, and let 
me know which speakeasy. , . . 

FEYDAK (once he has her in the hall¬ 
way out of nolan’s hearing). Also, 
du kommst ganz sicher? 

MARION. Vielleicht sparer. ’Bye, 
Feydie dear. 

(feydie goes owr. marion fnms to 
face NOLAN who is staitding with his 
arms behind his hack rather enjoy¬ 
ing the sttrpnse he is about to give 
her.) 

NOLAN. How are you, Marion? 

MARION (delicately). Er- do I knovi 
you? 

NOLAN. Y^es. You know me. 

MARION. Oh, yes—of course! 

NOLAN. About time! 

MARION (hrighriv insecitre). Lad) 
Winchester’s garden-party at Ascot 
—two summers ago. , . . 

NOLAN. Guess again! 

O 

MARION. No—I know you perfectly 
well—it's just that—no, don’t tell 
me. . . . (She covers her eyes with 
her hand, trying to conjure him out 
of the past.) 

NOLAN. Tliis is astonishing. If some* 
one had said to me tliat I could walk 
into a room in front of Marion 
Froude and she not know me I’d 
have told ’em they were crazy . . } 
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MARION ^desperate'). I do know you. 
I know )ou perfectly well—it’s just 
that . . . 

NOLAN. You’ll be awful sore at your¬ 
self—I warn you . . . 

MARION. I can’t forgive myself now 
—I know! 

NOLAN. I don’t believe it! 

MARION. The American Embassy 
dinner in Rome on the Fourth of 
July—last year—you sat on my right. 

NOLAN. I did not! 

MARION C^tiserahly'). Well, you sat 
somewhere. Where did you sit? 

NOLAN. I wasn’t there. 

MARION. Well, I think it’s very un¬ 
kind of you to keep me in suspense 
like this. I can’t bear it anothei sec¬ 
ond! 

NOLAN. I wouldn’t have believed it! 

MARION. Well, give me some hint, 
will you? 

NOLAN. Think of home—think of 
Tennessee! 

MARION. Oh . . . ! 

NOLAN. Little Mary Froude. . . , 

MARION Ca light breaking in on her"). 
No! Oh, no! 

NOLAN. Well, it’s about time. . . . 
MARION. But . . . ! You were . . . 
NOLAN. Well, so were you! 


217 

MARION. But—Bunny—you aren’t 
Bunny Nolan, are you? You’re his 
brother! 

NOLAN. I have no brother. 

MARION. But Bunny—Bunny dear- 
how important you’ve become! 

NOLAN. I haven’t done badly—no. 

MARION. Here, give me your coat 
and hat— (marion, takmg his coat 
and hat, crosses upstage to piano, 
and leaves them there. Laughing, a 
little hysterical} You should have 
warned me. It’s not fair of you. 
Bunny! Of all people—I can scarcely 
believe it. . . . (A moment’s pause. 
He doesn't quite like her calling him 
Bunny htit he doesn't know how to 
stop it. She sits on model stand look¬ 
ing up at him as she says:} You look 
wonderful. You look like a—like a 
—Senator or something monumental 
like that. 

NOLAN Csits on sofa below piano}. 
That’s a good omen. I’ll have to tell 
Orrin. 

MARION. What’s a good omen? And 
who is Orrin? 

NOLAN. Your saying I look like a 
Senator. Because—I don’t want to be 
premature—but in a few months I 
may be one. 

MARION. A Senator! 

NOLAN C^miling}. Senator. Wash¬ 
ington. Not Nashville. 

MARION. Do you want to be a Sena¬ 
tor or can’t you help it? 

NOLAN (to whom this point of view 
is incomprehensible}. What do you 
mean? 
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MARION, ril paint you, Bunny. Toga, 
remile. Tribune of the people. 

NOLAN. Not a bad idea. Not a bad 
idea at all. I remember now—you 
were alw'ays sketching me. Sketch¬ 
ing everj'thing. Say, you ve done 
pretty vvell yourself, haven't you? 

MARION. Not as well as you have. 
Bunny. Imagine. Bunny Nolan—a 
Senator at Washington. Well, well! 
And tell me—how do I seem to you? 
You knew me at once, didn’t you? 

NOLAN. Sure I did. You haven't 
changed so much—a little, perhaps. 

MARION Cdelicately'), Ampler? 

NOLAN (inspecting her"). No . . • not 
that I can notice. . . . 

MARION (trif/i a sigh of relief). That's 
wonderful. . . . 

NOLAN You look just the same. You 
are just the same. 

MARION. Oh, you don’t know, Bunny. 
I’m artful. How long is it since we’ve 
seen each other? Twelve years any¬ 
way. More than that—fifteen . . . 

NOi. \N. Just about—hadn't even be¬ 
gun to practice law yet. . . . 

MARION. We were just kids . . . 
children. , . . And now look at you! 
I can see how successful you are, 
Bunny. 

NOLAN. How? 

MARION. WTiite piping on your vest. 
That suggests directorates to me. 
Multiple control. Vertical corpora¬ 
tions. Are you vertical or horizontal, 
Bunnv? 


NOLAN. I'm both. 

MARION. Good for youl Married? 
NOLAN. Not yet . . . 

MARior. How did you escape? You’re 
going to be, though. 

NOLAN. I’m engaged. 

MARION. Who's the lucky girl? 

NOLAN. Slade Kinnicott. Daughter of 
Orrin Kinnicott. 

MARION. Orrin Kinnicott. The news¬ 
paper publisher? 

NOLAN. Yes. He’s hacking me for the 
Senate. 

MARION. Well, if he’s backing you 
\ou ouqht to get in. All that circula* 

^ O O 

tion—not very- good circulation, is it? 
Still, one vote’s as good as another, I 
suppose. . . . 

NOLAN (In'rO- In my own State 
the Kinnicott papers are as good as 
any . . . 

MARION. Well, I wish you luck. I’m 
sure you’ll have it. My! Senator 
Nolan! 

NOLAN. If I get in I’ll he the young¬ 
est Senator . . • 

MARION. And the best-looking too, 
Bunny . . . 

NOLAN (embarrassed). Well . . . 

MARION. You’re fussed! How charm- 
ing of you! (She sits beside him) 
Oh, Bunny, I'm very proud of you, 
really. 
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NOLAN. You see, Marion, I’ve been 
pretty successful in the law. Tre¬ 
mendously successful, I may say. I’ve 
organized some of the biggest merg¬ 
ers of recent years. I’ve made a for¬ 
tune—a sizeable fortune. Well, one 
day I woke up and I said to myself: 
Look here Nolan, you’ve got to take 
stock. You’ve got to ask yourself 
where you’re heading. I’d been so 
busy I’d never had a chance to ask 
myself these fundamental questions 
before. And I decided to call a halt. 
You’ve got enough, more than 
enough for life, I said to myself. It’s 
time you quit piling up money for 
yourself and began thinking about 
your fellow-man. I’ve always been 
ambitious, Marion. You know that. 
You shared all my early dreams . . . 

MARION. Of course I did. . . . 

NOLAN. Remember I always told you 
I didn’t want money and power for 
their own sakes—I always wanted to 
be a big man in a real sense—to do 
something for my country and my 
time . . . 

MARION. Yes. Sometimes you 
sounded like Daniel Webster, darl¬ 
ing. I’m not a bit surprised you’re 
going in the Senate. 

NOLAN. I never thought—ev^en in my 
wildest dreams. . . , 

MARION. Well, you see you under¬ 
estimated yourself. You may go even 
higher—the White House—w'hy not? 

NOLAN. I never let myself think of 
that. 

MARION. Why not? It’s no more won¬ 
derful that what’s happened already, 
is it? 
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NOLAN (Napoleon at Saint Helena'). 
Destiny! 

MARION. Exactly. Destiny! 

NOLAN (k;«d, richly human, ■patron- 
izing). And you, my dear . . . ? 

MARION. As you see. Obscure. Un- 
certain. Alone. Nowhere at all. Not 
the remotest chance of my getting 
into the Senate—unless I marry into 
it. Oh, Bunny, after you get to 
Washington will you introduce me 
to some Senators? 

NOLAN. Well, that’s premature . . , 
Naturally if the people should favor 
me I’d do what I could. I never for¬ 
get a friend. Whatever faults I may 
have, disloyalty, I hope, is not one 
of them. 

MARION. Of course it isn’t. You’re a 
dear. You always v^ere. (A moment's 
pause.) 

NOLAN. Who was that fellow I found 
you with when I came in? 

MARION. An old friend of mine from 
Vienna—a composer. 

NOLAN. You’ve been a lot with for¬ 
eigners, haven’t you? 

MARION. A good deal • . * 

NOLAN. Funny, I don’t understand 
that. 

MARION. Foreigners are people, you 
know. Bunny. Some of ’em are rather 
nice. 

NOLAN. When Fm abroad a few 
weeks home begins to look pretty 
good to me. 
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MARION. I love New York but I can t 
say I feel an acute nostalgia for Ten¬ 
nessee. (Another 'pause. He stares at 
her suddenly—still incredulous that 
he should he seeing her at ally and 
thaty after all these years and quite 
without him, she should he radiant 
still.) 


NOLAN. I came here, Marion, in a 
perfectly sincere mood, to say some¬ 
thing to you, something thats been 
on my mind ever since we parted, but 
if you re going to be flippant I sup¬ 
pose there's no use my saying any¬ 
thing—I might as well go. in fact. 
(Blit he makes no attempt to do so.) 


'NOLAN. Little Marion Froude! I can't 
believe it somehow. . . . 

MARION. Oh, Bunny! You're sweet! 
You’re so—ingenuous. That s what 
I always liked about you. 

MOLAN. What do you mean’? 

MARION. The way you look at me, 
tiie incredulity, the surprise. What 
did you expect to see? A hulk, a rem¬ 
nant, a whitened sepulchre . . . 
what? 

NOLAN (uncomfortahle at being 
■:aughO. Not—not at all. . . . 

MARION. Tell me, Bunny, what . . . ? 
( w'on’t be hurt . . . 

NOLAN (miserably, stumbling). 
Well, naturally, after what I’d heard 


MARION (seriously). Do forgive me, 
Bunny. One gets into an idiom that 
passes for banter but really I’m not 
so changed. I'm not flippant. I’m 
awfully glad to see you. Bunny. (An 
undertone of sadness creeps into her 
voice) After all, one makes ver^' fp'v 
real friends in life—and you are pan 
of my youth—we are part of each 
other s vouth . . . 


NOLAN. You didn't even know me: 


MARION. Complete surprise! After 
all IVe been in New York many 
times during those years and never 
once—never once have you come neai 
me. You’ve dropped me all these 
years. (ITith a sigh) I’m afraid, 
Bunny, your career has been too 
much with you. 

NOLAN (gri»?dy). So has yours! 


MARION, \^^at have you heard? Oh, 
do tell me, Bunny. 

NOLAN. Well, 1 mean— about your 
life. . . . 

MARION. Racy, Bunny? Racy? 

NOLAN. No use going into that. You 
jiiosc vour own way- Ever\'hodv has 
a right to live their own life, I guess, 

MARION (pats Jris arm). Tliat's very 
handsome of vou Bunny. I hope you 
take that liberal point of view when 
reach the Senate. 


MARION. T detect an overtone—faint 
but unmistakable—of moral censure 

NOLAN (same tone). Well. I sup¬ 
pose it’s impossible to live one's lire 
in art without being sexually pro¬ 
miscuous! (He looks at her neetts- 
ingly.) 

MARION. Oh, dear me, Bunny! Wiiat 

shall I do? Shall I blush? Shall 1 
bans my bead in shame? What shall 
I do? How does one react in the face 
of an appalling accusation of this 
sort? I didn’t know the news had got 
around so widely . . . 
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NOLAN. Well, io many of your lovers marion. We'd quarrelled about 
have been famous men. . , . something, hadn’t we? 


MARION. Well, you were obscure . . . 
But you're famous now, aren’t you? 
I seem to be stimulating if nothing 
else . . . 


NOLAN. If I had then some of the 
fame I have now you probably 
wouldn’t have walked out on me at 
the last minute the way you did . . . 

MARION. Dear, dear Bunny, that's 
not quite— 


NOLAN. I realized after you left me 
how much I’d grown to depend on 
you— 

Marion. Dear Bunny! 

NOLAN. I plunged into work. I 
worked fiercely to forget you. I did 
forget you— (He loofo away from 
her) And yet— 

MARION. And yet—? 


NOLAN (irritated heyond control^. 
I wish you wouldn’t call me Bunny. 

4 • • 

MARION. Well, I always did. What 
is your real name? 


NOLAN. The way we’d separated and 
1 never heard from you—it left some 
thing bitter in my mind-some 
thing— (He hesitates for a word.') 

MARION (supplying it). Unresolved? 


NOLAN. You know perfectly well. . . 

MARION. I swear 1 don’t. . . , 

NOLAN. My name is Leander. . . , 

MARION. Bunny, really. . . . 

NOLAN. That is my name. 

MARION. Really I’d forgotten that. 
Leander! M^ho was he—he did some¬ 
thing in the Hellespont, didn’t he? 
What did he do in the Hellespont? 

NOLAN (sharply). Beside the point. 

MARION. Sorry! You say you wanted 
to tell me something— 

NOLAN (grimly). Yes! 

4 

MARION. I love to be told things. 
NOLAN. That night you left me— 


NOLAN (Quickly—relieved that she 
understands so exactly). Yes. AH 
these years I’ve wanted to see you, 
to get it off my mind— 

MARION. Did you want the last word, 
Bunny dear? 

NOLAN (fiercely). I wanted to see 
you, to stand before you, to tell my¬ 
self—“Here she is and-and what of 
it!’’ 

MARION. Well, can you? 

NOLAN (heatedly, with transparent 
overemphasis). Yes! Yes! 

MARION. Good for you, Bunny. I 
know just how you feel—like having 
a tooth out, isn’t it? (Sincerely) In 
justice to myself—I must tell you 
this—that the reason I walked out on 
you in the summary way I did was 
not, as you’ve just suggested because 
I doubted your future—it was oh 
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vious to me, even then, that you 
were destined for mighty things— 
but the reason was that I felt a dis¬ 
parity in our characters not condu¬ 
cive to matrimonial contentment. 
You see how right I was. I suspected 
in myself a—a tendency to explore, 
a spiritual and physical wanderlust 
—that I knew would horrify you once 
you found it out. It horrifies you now 
when we are no longer anything to 
each other. Imagine, Leander dear, if 
we were married how much more dif¬ 
ficult it would be— If there is any 
one thing you have to be grateful to 
me for it is that instant's clear vision 
I had which made me see, which 
made me look ahead, which made 
me tear myself away from you. Why, 
ei'erything you have now—your fu¬ 
ture, your prospects—even your 
fiancee, Leander dear—you owe to 
me—no, I won’t say to me—to that 
instinct—to that premonition . . . 

NOLAN (KOsffllgM.')' Wc might have 
done it together. . . . 

MAHioN. I wouldn’t have stood for 
a fiancee, Bunny dear—not even I 
am as promiscuous as that. . . . 

NOLAN. Don’t use that word! 

MARION. But, Leander! It’s your own! 


painting pictures of Communist 
statesmen, running around Cali¬ 
fornia with movie comedians! 

MARION. I have to practice my pro¬ 
fession, Bunny. One must live, you 
know. Besides, I’ve done Capitalist 
statesmen too. And at Geneva. , . , 

NOLAN (dflrfely). You know what I 
mean ... 1 

MARION. You mean . . . (She whis¬ 
pers through her cupped hand') you 
mean promiscuous? Has that gotten 
around, Bunny? Is it whispered in 
the sewing-circles of Nashville? Will 
I be burned for a watch if I go back 
home? Will they have a trial over 
me? Will you defend me? 

NOLAN (quite literally, with sincere 
and disarming svnplicity). I should 
be forced, as an honest man, to stand 
before the multitude and say: In 
condemning this woman you are 
condemning me who am asking your 
suffrages to represent you. For it was 
I with whom this woman first sinned 
before God. As an honorable man 
that is what I should have to do. 

MARION. And has this worried you— 
actually . . . ! 

NOLAN, it’s tortured me ... 1 


NOLAN. Do you think it hasn't been 
on my conscience ever since, do you 
think it hasn’t tortured me ... I 

MARION. \\^iat, dear? 

NOLAN. That thought! 

MARION. Which thought? 

NOLAN. Every time I heard about 
you—all the notoriety that’s attended 
you in the American papers . . . 


MARION. You’re the holy man and 
I’m Thais! That gives me an idea 
for the portrait which I hope you 
will commission me to do. I’ll do you 
in a hair-shirt. Savonarola. He was 
a Senator too, w’asn’t he? Or was he? 

NOLAN (gloomily contemplating 
her). I can’t forget that it was I 

who . . . 

MARION. Did you think you were 
the first. Bunny? Was I so unscrupu- 
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iously coquettish as to lead you to 
believe that I—oh, I couldn't have 
been. It’s not like me. 

(S/ze crosses to right of model stand.} 

NOLAN (fiercely}. Don’t lie to me! 

MARION (sitting on stand}. Bunny, 
you frighten me! 

NOLAN (stands over her almost 
threateningly}. You’re lying to me to 
salve my conscience but I won’t have 
it! I know 
to bear it! 

MARION. Well, I don’t want to de¬ 
prive you of your little pleasures 

but . . . 


my guilt and I’m going 


NOLAN, You’re evil, Marion. You 
haven’t the face of evil but you’re 
evil—evil! 


NOLAN. I’m afraid I can’t, Marion. I 
have to be getting on. . . . 

MARION. Oh, stay and have some 
tea— (Makes him sit down} what 
do you have to do that can’t wait 
for a cup of tea? . . . (Calls off} 
Minnie—Minnie. . . . 

MINNIE (appears in doorway}. Ja, 
Fraulein. . . . 

MARION. Bitte—Thee. . . . 

MINNIE. Ja, Fraulein. . . , (She goes 
out. MARION smiles at nolan and 
sits beside him. He is quite uncom¬ 
fortable.} 

NOLAN {slightly embarrassed). Ahom 
the painting, Marion. . . . 

MARION, Oh, I was only joking . . , 

don’t let yourself be bullied into 

it . . . 


MARION. Oh, Bunny darling, now 
you can't mean that surely. What’s 
come over you? You never were like 
that—or were you? You know per¬ 
fectly well I’m not evil. Casual— 
maybe—but not evil. Good Heavens, 
Bunny, I might as well say you’re 
evil because you’re intolerant. These 
are differences in temperament, that’s 
all—charming differences in tem¬ 
perament. 

NOLAN (shakes his head, uncon^ 
vinced}. Sophistry! 

MARION. All right, Dean Inge. 
Sophistry. By the way I've met the 
Gloomy Dean and he’s not gloomy 
at all—he’s very jolly. (Gets up from 
stand} Let’s have a cup of tea, shall 
we? Will your constituents care if 
you have a cup of tea with a pro¬ 
miscuous woman? Will they have to 
know? 


NOLAN. I’ve never been painted in 
oils. It might do for campaign pur¬ 
poses. And, if I should be elected, it 
would be very helpful to you in 
Washington. 

MARION. You’re awfully kind, Bunny. 
I must tell you frankly though that 
the dignified Senatorial style isn’t 
exactly my forte. However,'I might 
try. Yes —111 try , . . (She gives 
him a long look} I’ll go the limit on 
you, Bunny—when I get through 
Hath you you’ll be a symbol of Dig¬ 
nity. Solid man. No nonsense. Safe 
and sane. Holds the middle course 
—a slogan in a frock-coat. I’ll make 
you look like Warren G. Harding- 
even handsomer— Get you the 
women’s votes. 

NOLAN. Well, that’ll be very nice of 
you. . . . 

Cmarion suddenly kisses hhn.} 
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MARION. Thank you, darling! (He marion. Of course. Everybody is. 
is very uncomfortahle, embarrassed Everybody has some secret vision of 
a«d thrilled.) himself. Do you know what mine is? 

Do you know how I see myself? 

NOLAN. Marion . . . ! (The doorbell rings.') 


MARION. Just a rush of feeling, dear! 

NOLAN. You understand that this— 
this commission . . . 

MARION. Of course. Strictly business. 
Don’t worry. I shan't kiss you again 
till it’s finished. 

NOLAN. I don’t know whether I told 
vou—I’m going to be married in a 
month. 

MARION. I’ll have the portrait ready 
for your wedding-day. 

NOLAN. And I am devoted to Slade 
with every fibre of my being. . . . 

MARION. Every fib^e'-ho^v thorough! 

NOLAN. I’m not a Bohemian, you 
know, Marion. 

MARION. Don’t tell me! You’re a 
gypsy! (S/jc continues to study him, 
poses him, poses liis /mud. minnib 
enters from left with tea tray con¬ 
taining teapot, cups and saucers, 
spoons, sugar and cream, and a plate 
of cakes. She puts iray on model stand 
and exits left) Oh, Bunny, what fun 
it’ll be to do vou. Thank vou, Min- 
nic. Tell me—how do vou see your¬ 
self? 

NOLAN. WTiat do vou mean? 

MARION. In vour heart of hearts— 
how do vou see yourself? Napoleon, 
Scipio, Mussolini . . . ? 

NOLAN. Nonsense! Do you think Yin 
an actor? 


NOLAN Chronically). More visitors! 

MARION (calls to Minnie). See who 
it is, will you, Minnie? . . . Prob¬ 
ably the young man I met on the 
boat coming to take me to dinner, 

NOLAN. VVhat’s his name? 

MARION. I’ve forgotten. He’s just a 
bov I met on the boat. 

NOLAN. How can anybody live the 
way you live? 

MARION. It’s a special talent, dear. 
(Doorbell rings again) Minnie, go 
to the door, (minnie comes in and 
exits hallway) This is my lucky dav 
Bunny. 

NOLAN. Would you mind, in front 
of strangers, not calling me Bunny? 

MARION. Oh, of course, what is it? 

NOL/VN (irritated). Leander. 

MARION, (luucuiouic). Leander— 
Hellespont—Leander. . . . 

(minnie comes downstage a few feet 
from the door.) 

MINNIE (;ust inside the room). It’s 
the Junge who was here before—er 
sagt er ist ausgcschilft da— 

MARION. Oh, show him in, Minnie, 
and bring a cup for him too. 

MINNIE (as she goes). Ja. 
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NOLAN. And don’t use these extrava¬ 
gant terms of endearment—anybody 
who didn’t know you would misun¬ 
derstand it. . . . 

MARION (very happy). All right, 
darling, (minnie ushers in richard 
KURT, goes out, comes hack again 
with more tea. marion comes for^ 
ward to greet him) I’m so glad to see 
you again, Mr.-. . . . 

KURT. Kurt. 

MARION. Oh. . . . 

KURT. With a K. 

MARION (reflssured). Oh—I'll try to 
remember. This is Senator Nolan— 
Mr. Kurt. . . . 

NOLAN Cghivering). I am not Sen¬ 
ator Nolan. 

MARION. But you will be. QShe offers 
him a cup of tea, he takes it) Can’t 
I just call you that—between our¬ 
selves? It gives me such a sense of 
quiet power. And maybe it’ll impress 
my visitor. Do have a cup of tea, 
Mr. Kurt. (She gives him one.) 

KURT Cputs his hat on sofa left). I 
am not impressed by politicians. And 
I didn’t come to drink tea. I am here 
on business. (Nevertheless he takes 
a hearty sip.) 

MARION. Well, you can do both. 
They do in England. American busi¬ 
nessmen are so tense. 

KURT. I’m not a businessman. 

NOLAN. Well, whatever you are, you 
are very ill-mannered. 

KURT (pleased). That’s true! 
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MARION (delighted). Isn’t it nice you 
agree? For a moment I thought you 
weren’t going to hit it off. . . . 

NOLAN. In my day if a boy came in 
and behaved like this before a lady 
he'd be horsewhipped. 

KURT. Well, when you get into the 
Senate you can introduce a horse¬ 
whipping bill. Probably bring you 
great kudos. 

NOLAN. You talk like a Bolshevik. 

KURT. Thank you! You talk like ^ 
Senator! 

(marion wants to laugh hut thinks 
better of it. She looks at kurt with 
a new eye.) 

MARION (iyuichly offering him more 
tea). Another cup, Mr. Kurt. . . . 

KURT ftaking it). Thank you. 

MARION, And one of these cakes— 
they’re very nice . . . Minnie made 
them—almost as good as Irbkuchen. 
Minnie spoils me. 

KURT (taking it). Thank you. (Eats 
cake) Having said, from our re¬ 
spective points of view, the worst 
thing we could say about each other, 
having uttered the ultimate insult, 
there’s no reason we can’t be friends, 
Senator. Damn good cake. No lunch 
as a matter of fact. 

MARION. That’s what’s the mattej- 
with him — he was hungry—hungry 
boy. . . . 

NOLAN (puts teacup on piano). He 
probably wants to sell you some in¬ 
surance, . . . 

KURT. Not at all. I’m not here to pelL 
I’m here to buy. 
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MARION. A picture! 

KURT. Do I look like a picture-buyer? 

MARION. As a matter of fact you 
don’t . . but I haven’t anything 

to sell except pictures. 

r.URT (confidently). I think you 
have! 

MARION (to NOLAN). This young 
man is very tantalizing. 

NOLAN. Well, why don't you ask him 
to state his proposition and have 
done with it? 

MARION (turns to KURT and repeats 
mechanically). State your proposi¬ 
tion and have done with it. 

KURT (puts his cup down on table 
rear of sofa left). What a nuisance 
women are! 

NOLAN (starting toward him). Why, 
you insolent young whelp—I've half 
a mind to . . . 

KURT (pleasantly). That's an im¬ 
pulse you'd better control. I uTote 
this lady a business letter asking for 
an appointment. She granted it to 
me at four o’clock. It is now six. In 
that interval I’ve climbed these five 
flights of stairs three times. I’ve lost 
over an hour of my life going away 
and coming back. An hour in which I 
mioht have read a first-class book or 
made love to a girl or had an idea—an 
irreparable hour. That’s rudeness if 
you like. It’s unbusinesslike. It’s 
sloppy. (To Marion) Now will you 
see me alone or will you keep me 
here fencing tvith this inadequate 
antagonist? 

MARION. You are unquestionably the 
most impossible young man I’ve ever 
met- Go aw»vl 


KURT. Right! (He turns to go and 
means it and she knows that he 
means it. And she is consumed with 
ctiriosity. As he goes) So long, Sen¬ 
ator! Yours for the Revolution! 

MARION (as he reaches door, goes 
after liim-^leads pitifully). Young 
man! Mr. Nolan is an old friend of 
mine. I should consult him in any 
case about whatever business you 
may suggest. Can’t you speak in front 
of him? (At the same time she shakes 
her head to him not to go away.) 

KURT. I cannot! 

MARION. Please wait a minute. . . . 

KURT. All right—one. (He picks up 
a magazine and leafs through it neg- 
ligently.) 

MARION (to leander). After all, 
Leander, I can’t afford—it may be 
something. . . . (She takes his arm 
and starts walking him to the door, 
whispering) I’m just curious to hear 
what he’s got to say for himself. . . , 

NOLAN. I’m not sure it's safe to leave 
vou alone with a character like 
that. . , . 

MARION. Minnie’s in her room . . . 
with a bow' and arrowd 

NOLAN (going up to hall door). I 
have to go in any case—I’m late now, 

MARION. When will I see you, 
Bunny? (S/ic is at door tvitli him.) 

NOLAN (fnking up his hat and coat). 
I don’t know. I’m very busy. I’ll tele¬ 
phone vou. 

MARION. Do. Telephone me tonight. 
I'll tell vou what he said. It’ll prob¬ 
ably be funny. 
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NOLAN Cout loud at kurt). It pains 
me, Marion, that you are so unpro¬ 
tected that any hooligan— (kurt 
turns fage of magazine') can write 
you and come to see you in your 
apartment. However, that is the way 
you have chosen. Good night. 

MARION. Good night, dear. Are you 
in the booh? I’ll telephone you . . . 

NOLAN (hastily). No—no—you'd bet¬ 
ter not. I shall communicate \vith 
you. Good-bye. 

KURT. Good-bye, Sir Galahad. 
(nolan starts to retort, changes his 
mind and, in a very choleric mood, 
he goes out. There is a 'pause.) 

MARION. Well, Fm afraid you didn't 
make a very good impression on him! 

KURT (putting magazine away). 
That's just too had! 

MARION. That’s no way for a young 
man to get on in the world—he's a 
very important person. 

KURT. That’s what passes for im¬ 
portance. You’re not taken in by him, 
are you? Stuffed shirt-flatulent and 
pompous—perfect legislator! 

MARION. As a matter of fact he’s a 
very nice man—simple and kindly. 
(Gets cigarettes and offers one to 
KURT who takes it and lights it. She 
takes one too hut he forgets to light 
hers.) 

KURT. I bet he isn't simple and he 
isn't kindly. I bet he’s greedy and 
\dcious. Anyway he's a h^^ocrite. 
When a man starts worrying out loud 
about unprotected women you may 
know he’s a hypocritical sensualist. 


MARION. You're a violent young man, 
aren’t you? (Not getting light from 
KURT she lights her own. Throwing 
match to floor.) 

KURT. Yes. The world is full of 
things and people that makes me see 
red. . . . Why do you keep calling 
me youth and young man? Fra 
twenty-five, 

MARION. Well, you seem to have the 
lurid and uncorrected imagination of 
the adolescent. 

KURT. Imagination! That's whera 
you’re wrong. I may tell you, Miss 
Froude, that I’m as realistic as any¬ 
body you've ever met. 

MARION (sitting on upstage arm of 
sofa, right). Anybody who'd be so 
unreasonable over a nice fellow like 
Bunny Nolan ... if you only 
knew—if only you'd been present at 
the interview I had with him just 
before you came. You'd have seen 
how wrong you are about him. Why, 
he was—he was awfully funny—but 
he was also touching. 

KURT. You're one of those tolerant 
people, aren't you—see the best in 
people? 

MARION. You say that as if tolerance 
were a crime. 

KURT. Your kind is. It's criminal be¬ 
cause it encourages dishonesty, in¬ 
competence, weakness and all kinds 
of knavery. What you call tolerance 
I call sloppy laziness. You’re like 
those book-reviewers who find some¬ 
thing to praise in every mediocre 
book. 

MARION. You are a fanatical voune 
man. 
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KURT. Having said that you think 
you dispose of roe. Well, so be it. 
I’m disposed of. Now, let’s get down 
to business. (His manner plainly 
says: "Well, why should I bother to 
convince you? Whctt importance can 
it possibly have what you think of 
me?" It is not wasted on marion.) 

MARION. Y^ou are also a little patron¬ 
izing . . . 

KURT (jpleased'). Am 


ton. So you'll he in good company 
anyway, . . . 

MARION (^amazed"), 1 will? 

KURT. Yes. I want you to write youi 
biography to run serially in Every 
Week. Later of course you can bring 
it out as a book. 

MARION. My biography! 

KURT. Yes. The story of your life. 


MARION. However, I don’t mind be¬ 
ing patronized. That’s where my tol¬ 
erance comes in. It even amuses me a 
little bit. (Crossing to piano seat) 
But as I have to change for dinner 
perhaps you’d better . . . 


MARION (with dignity^. I know the 
meaning of the word. 

KURT. The money is pretty good. 1 
am prepared to give you an advance 
of two thousand dollars. 


KURT. Exactly. 

MARION. Please sit down ... (A 
moment . . . She sits on piano bench 
facing him.') 

KURT (goes to piano and talks to her 
across it). I am the editor of a maga¬ 
zine called Every Week. Do you 
know it? 

MARION. It seems to me I’ve seen it 
on newsstands. . . . 

KURT. You’ve never read it? 


MARION. I’m afraid I haven’t. 


KURT. That is a tribute to your dis¬ 
crimination. We have an immense 
circulation. Three millions, I believe. 
With a circulation of that size you 
may imagine that the average of our 
readers’ intelligence cannot be very 
hioh. Yet occasionally we flatter them 

^5 * — 

hy printing the highbrows—in dis¬ 
creet doses we give them, at inter¬ 
vals. Shaw and Wells and Chester¬ 


MARION. Good Heavens, am I as old 
as that—that people want my biog¬ 
raphy? 

KURT. We proceed on the theory that 
nothing exciting happens to people 
after they are forty. . . . 

MARION. What a cruel idea! 

KURT. Why wait till you’re eighty? 
Your impressions wnll be dimmed by 
time. Most autobiographies ate writ¬ 
ten by corpses. Why not do yours 
while you are still young, vital, in 
the thick of life? 

MARION. But I’m not a writer. I 
shouldn’t know how to begin. 

KURT. You were horn, weren’t you? 
Begin with that. 

MARION. I write pleasant letters, my 
friends tell me. . . . But look here, 
why should you want this story from 
me—why should anybody be inter¬ 
ested?—I’m not a first-rate artist 
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you know—not by far—I’m just 
clever. . . . 

KURT ChluntlyO. It’s not you—it s the 
celebrity of your subjects. . . . 

MARION Qamusedy. You're a brutal 
young man—I rather like you . . . 

KURT. Well, you’ve been courageous. 
You’ve been forthright. For an 
American woman you’ve had a rather 
extraordinar)^ career—you’ve done 
pretty well what you wanted. . . . 

MARION, The-Woman-Who-Dared 
sort of thing. . . . Isn’t that passe? 

KURT. I think your life will make 
good copy. You might have stayed 
here and settled down and done Pic¬ 
torial Review covers of mothers hov¬ 
ering fondly over babies. Instead you 
went to Europe and managed to get 
the most inaccessible people to sit 
for you. How did you do it? 

MARION, You’d be surprised how ac¬ 
cessible some of these inaccessible 
people are! 

KURT. Well, that’s just what I want 
to get from your story. Just that. Tell 
what happened to you, that’s all. The 
impulse that made you leave home, 
that made you go, for instance, to 
Russia, before the popular emigra¬ 
tion set in, that’s made you wander 
ever since, that’s kept you from set¬ 
tling down in any of the places where 
you had a chance to get established. 

MARION Cquite seriously'). But sup¬ 
posing I don't know that. . . . 

RURT. Well, that’s interesting. That 
enigma is interesting. Maybe, while 
wnting, you can solve it. It’s a form 
of clarification. The more I talk to 
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you the more I feel there’s a great 
story in you and that you’ll have 
great fun telling it. 

MARION. Young man, you make me 
feel like an institution! 

KURT. Should do you a lot of good in 
your professional career ton—we’II 
reprint the portraits you’ve made of 
Lenin, Mussolini, Shaw—anything 
you like. ... 

(She begins to laugh, quietly at first, 
then heartily.) 

MARION. Forgive me. . . . 

KURT Cun perturbed). What’s the 
matter? 

MARION. Something I remembered— 
the funniest thing—isn’t it funny 
how the oddest things pop into your 
mind? 

KURT, ^^^at was it? 

MARION. Something that happened 
years ago. . . . 

KURT. \Vhat? 

MARION. Oh, I couldn’t possibly tel\ 
you. It wouldn’t be fair! 

KURT. In that case it’ll probably be 
great for the magazine. Save it! 

MARION (frightened). You won’t do 
anything lurid, will you? 

KURT. Just print the story—just as 
you write it—practically as you write 

it. 

MARION. I’m scared! (She puts ou\ 
her cigarette in ash tray on the 
piano.) 
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KURT. Nonsense. Here’s your first 
check. Two thousand dollars. CHe 
"puts the check down on the table in 
front of her.) 

MARION (wretched suddenly, picks 
up check, rises, looks at check). I 
can't tell you how old this makes 
me feel! 

KURT. Suppose I asked you to write 
a novel! That wouldn’t make you 
feel old, would it? Well, I’m simply 
asking you to write a novel of your 
life. The only lively reading these 
days is biography. People are bored 
with fiction. It’s too tame. The fic- 
tion*writers haven’t the audacity to 
put down what actually happens to 
people. 

MARION. You may be disappointed, 
you know. You probably see head¬ 
lines in your mind. The Woman of 
a Hundred Affairs, The Last of the 
Great Adventuresses, The Magda 
Who Wouldn’t Go Home. I promise 
you—it won’t be a bit like that. 

KURT. We’ll announce it next month 
—first installment the following 
month. O.K.? 

MARION (puts down check, paces 
down right). Oh dear! I can’t promise 
a thing like that—I really can’t. , . . 

KURT. Why not? 

MARION. It’ll worry me too much. 

KURT. Well, don’t promise. Just get 
to work. 

MARION (faces him). But what’ll I 
do first? 

KURT (getting up). Well, if I were 
you I'd sit do\^^^. (She does so help¬ 


lessly on piano bench, kurt then 
gives her paper, one of his own pen- 
cils) There now! You’re all set! 

MARION (wailing). How can I go out 
to dinner—how can I ever do any¬ 
thing—with a chapter to write? 

KURT. After all you don’t have to 
make up anything. Just tell what 
happened to you. (He lights a fresh 
cigarette.) 

MARION. Can I use names? 

KURT. W^en they’re prominent, yes. 
The obscure ones you can fake if you 
want to. Nobody’ll know ’em any¬ 
way. 

MARION (looks at him). Oh . . . 
what’s your name? 

KURT (looks at her). I told you— my 
name’s Kurt. 

MARION. I know—with a K—I can’t 
call YOU Kurt! What’s your name? 

KURT (sidkily). Richard. 

MARION. That’s better. I tell you. 
Dickie, when I think—when I think 
—of the funny men I’ve known . . . 
they’re pretty nearly all brothers un¬ 
der the skin you know, Dickie. 

KURT. Well, that, as they say in the 
office, is an angle, 

(Suddenly her fear vanishes and she 
is overcome with the viaiTelous pos¬ 
sibilities.) 

MARION (jumps up rnd leatts 
toward him as if to kiss him, but 
quickly thinks better of it). Dickie, 
I think it’ll be mai^'elcus! It’ll be a 
knockout. And imagine— (Picking 
up check) I'm going to be paid foi 
it! Dickie, you’re an angel! 
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KURT CsardojucallyX That’s me. 
Angel Kurt! Well, so long. I’ll be 
seeing you. (Starts npstage toward 
hall door.') 

MARION (^suddenly panicky). Oh, 
don’t go! 

KURT. You don’t think I’m going to 
sit here and hold your hand while 
you’re remembering your conquests, 
do you? 

MARION. Well, you can’t go away 
and leave me like this—alone with 
my life. . . . 

KURT. Perhaps it’s time you got a 
good, straight, clear-eyed look at it— 
alone by yourself, without anybody 
around to hold your hand. . . . 

MARION Cstiddenly). No. I don’t 
want to. (Shrugs her shoulders as if 
she were cold) I think it would worry 
me. Besides, I feel superstitious about 
it. 

KURT (following her downstage). 
Superstitious! 

MARION. Yes. A kind of—ultimate 
act. After you’ve written your biog¬ 
raphy, what else could there possibly 
be left for you to do? 

KURT. Collect material for another! 

MARION. What could you do over 
again—that wouldn’t be repetitious? 
(Sits on right arm of sofa right.) 

KURT. It’s repetitious to eat or to 
make love, isn’t it? You keep on do¬ 
ing it. 

MARION. You’re cynical! 

KURT (almost spits it out). You’re 
sentimental. 
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MARION. I am—Sentimental Journey 
—no, that’s been used, hasn’t it? 

KURT. Don’t worrv about a title—I’ll 
get that from the story after you've 
finished it. 

MARION. There’s something about it 
—I don’t know— 

KURT. What? 

MARION. Vulgar. Everybody spout¬ 
ing memoirs. WTio cares? 

KURT. Well, wrong hunch! Sorry to 
have taken your valuable time. Good¬ 
bye. 

MARION (the finality frightens her). 
\\niat do you mean? 

KURT (he is withering—crosses to 
her). I'm prepared to admit I was 
mistaken—that’s all. In your desire to 
escape vulgarity you would probably 
be—thin. You might even achieve re¬ 
finement. I’m not interested. Padded 
episodes hovering on the edge of 
amour— 

MARION (turns on him). Young man, 
you’re insufferable! 

KURT. And you’re a false alarm! 

MARION (after a moment). I con¬ 
gratulate you! You’ve brought me to 
the verge of losing my temper! But 
I tell you this—you’re quite mistaken 
about the character of my life—and 
about my relations with my friends. 
My story won’t be thin and episodic 
because my life hasn’t been thin and 
episodic. And I won’t have to pad 
—the problem will be to select. I’m 
going to UTite the damn thing just to 
show you. Come in tomorrow after 
noon for a cocktail. 
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KURT. Whose memoirs are rhese go¬ 
ing to be, yours or mine? 

MARION. Well, youVe an editor, 
aren’t you? (She smiles at him') 
Come, in and edit. 

KURT. All right, ni come. But if you 
aren’t here I'll go away. I won’t wait 
a minute. 

(He goes out quickly, marion stands 
looking after him, inclined to laugh, 
a7?d yet affected. This is a new type 
even for her.) 

MARION (she speaks to herself). 
WTiat an e.xtraordinary young man! 
(hi a moment kurt comes hack in. 
MARION is very glad to see him, greets 
him as if there had been a long sepa¬ 
ration) Oh, hello! 

KURT (embarrassed). I forgot my 
hat! (He can't see it at once.) 

MARION (without moving nor look¬ 
ing aivay from him, she indicates die 
hat on the sofa left). There it is! 
Rjoht ne.xt to mine. 

KURT (crosses for it). Oh yes. (Pichs 
up the hat) Tlianks. (for a moment 
he stands uncertainly, hat in hand, 
looking at marion who has not 
taken her eyes off him. He is embar¬ 
rassed) Well, so long! 

MARION. So long, (kurt leavcs 
again. She stands as before looking 
after him. She turns toward the 
piano—sees the check—picks it up 
jnd reads it to make sure it's true. 
The whole thing has a slightly fan- 
tastic quality to her. She is very 
happy and excited. She waves the 
check in her hand like a pennant and 
humming she crosses to the piano 
seat and sits and plays the waltz from 


"Danubia." She sees ike pad and 
pencil on the piano and stops play¬ 
ing and, picking up the pencil and 
the pad, she crosses to the small arm¬ 
chair in the upstage end of the win 
dow and sits with her feet on the 
window seat. She repeats the first 
words of the first chapter aloud to 
herself as she writes them down) 
I am bom . . . (minnie enters from 
door left to get the tea things she 
had left on the model stand, marion 
taps the pencil on the pad as she re¬ 
peats the words) I am bom . . . 
(The time seems remote to her) 
I am bom—I meet Richard Kurt- 
Well, Minnie, here’s the outline—I 
am bom ... I meet Richard Kurt 
—no\v all I have to do is to fill in. ... 
(minnie, used to having irrele- 
vancies addressed to her, takes this 
program rather stolidly.) 

MINNIE. Was, Marion? 

MARION (trying to get rid of her), 
Fi.x something light, will vou, Min¬ 
nie . . . I’m not going out. 

MINNIE. Ahcr dcr Junge kommt! 

MARION, \\niat Junge? 

MINNIE. Der Junge dem sie . . . 

MARION. Oh, yes! The Junge T met 
on the boat. You’ll have to send him 
awav. I can’t go out tonight. From 
now on, Minnie, no more frivolous 
engagements! 

O O 

MINNIE (flsfo«is?icd). Sie bleiben 
ganzen abend zu Hause? 

MARION. Yes, Minnie. I’m spending 
the evening alone with my life . . . 
(She remeinbcrs kuf.t’s words mid 
repeats them as if, after all, they have 
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made a profound impression on her) 
... get a good, straight, clear-eyed 
look at it . . . 

MINNIE (picks up the tea tray and, 
hustling toward the kitchen, promis¬ 
ing delights). Ein fleisch briihe und 
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pfannkuchen! . . . (minnie exits 
door left.) 

MARION (already brooding over he^ 
past). I am bom. . . . 

(Slowly the curtain falls.) 


ACT TWO 


Scene—T« e same. About three weeks later. Afternoon. 

At rise—MARION is mining some touches on the full-length portrait of 
leander NOLAN wJiich stands away from the audience. She is wearing her 
working costume, baggy red corduroy trousers, a sash and a worn blue smock 
over a kind of sweater-jacket. She is very happy. . , . On the piano nearby 
are her writing things. While touching up leander she is struck by an idea 
for her book. Puts down her brush and palette and goes to the piano to jot 
down some notes. The idea pleases her. She giggles to herself. Then she 
returns to her easel, minnie comes in and stands watching her a moment 
before marion sees her. 


MARION (sees MINNIE at last). Oh 
ves, Minnie—do you want anything? 

MINNIE. You asked me to come right 
away, Marion. 

MARION. Did I? 

MINNIE, Ja. (Sifting on sofa right) 
Zo! You have left a note on the 
kitchen I should come in right away 
I am back from the market. 

MARION (studying the portrait). Of 
course I did. That’s right, Minnie. 

MINNIE. Well, what did you want, 
Marion? 

MARION (washing paint brush in tur¬ 
pentine jar). Did I tell you there’d be 
two for dinner? 


MINNIE. Ja. Gewiss! Das ist vy I vent 
to the market. 

MARION. Well, Ive changed my 
plans. Fm dining out with Feydie 
after all, 

MINNIE (rising and looking at pic¬ 
ture). Ach, Gott! (She studies the 
portrait.) 

MARION (looks humorously at min¬ 
nie and puts her arm about Minnie’s 
shoulders.) Gut? 

MINNIE. Ziemlich gut— 

MARION. Do you know who it is? 

MINNIE. Oh. das sieht man ja gleich. 
Das ist Herr Nolan! 

MARION (shaking her hand in grati¬ 
tude). Thank you, Minnie. (Door- 
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hell rings) See who that is, will you, 
Minnie? 

MINNIE, Fraulein ist zu hause? 

MARION, "xh erwarte Herr Feydak. 
Fur ihn bin ich immer zu hause. 

MINNIE (agreewg heartily as she 
crosses to the door'). Ja, }<i, dcr Herr 
Feydak. . . . (minnie goes ottt. 
MARION jots doii^n a note on the y>ad 
tvhich is on the ‘piano. feydak en- 
ters. MINNIE closes the door and exits 

left.) 

AiARiON (at piano). Hello, Feydie! 
Sit dou^! 

FEYDAK. Well, my dear, which career 
do I interrupt? 

MARION (laughing). I don’t know! 

FETOAK. One comes to see you with 

diffidence nowadays, (feydak re- 

# 

moves coat and hat and places them 
on the upstage end of the sofa right, 
and sits on the left side of the sofa.) 

MARION. While I'm painting I think 
of funny things to say, funny 
phrases. It won’t be a serious biog¬ 
raphy, thank God. I’m dedicating it 
to Vicki: “To Vicki—the gayest per¬ 
son I have ever known!” Bv the wav, 
have you got any little snapshots of 
\^icki—all I’ve got are formal photo¬ 
graphs u'ith his orders. I’d like to get 
something a little more intimate. 

FEYDAK. ril hunt some up for you. 

MARION. Have you heard from the 
Powers vet, when you are to leave? 

FEYDAK. Tomorrow. 

MARION (stnefeen—sits right of him). 

Feydie! 


FEYDAK (fatalistically). Tomorrow 
(They sit). I shall leave you with 
sorrow, Marion. 

MARION, ril have no one to laugh 
with. 

FEYDAK. For me it’s an exile. 

MARION. You’ll have a wonderful 
time. I shall miss you terribly. 

FEYDAK. Perhaps you’ll come out. 

MARION. Perhaps I will. I’ve always 
wanted to go to China. If I have 
enough money left from all my labors 
ril stop in on you—en route to China. 

FEYDAK. That would be marvelous. 

MARION. You know writing one’s life 
has a sobering effect on one—you get 
it together and vou think: “Well! 
look at the damn thing . . .” 

FEYDAK. Do you Want to be impres¬ 
sive? 

MARION. Well, I don’t wan’t to be 
trivial . . . 

FEYDAK. I think you escape that. 

MARION. My friendships haven’t 
been trivial. . . . (She gives his 
hand a squeeze.) 

FEYDAK. Have you seen that horn- 
bastic young man? 

» O 

MARION. Oh, ves. He comes in every 
once in a while to see how I’m get¬ 
ting on. He’s quite insulting. Under’ 
ncath his arrogance I suspect heV 
ven^ uncertain- 

y 

FEYDAK. Oh, now, don’t tell me he 
has an inferiority complex! 
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MARION. Well, I think he has! feydak. I don’t believe it. 


FETOAK. The new pyschology is very 
confusing. In my simple day you 
said: “That young man is bumptious 
and insufferable” and you dismissed 
him. Now you say: “He has an in¬ 
feriority complex” and you encour¬ 
age him to be more bumptious and 
more insufferable. It’s very confus¬ 
ing. 

MARION. There’s a kind of honesty 
about him that I like. 

FEYDAK putting two and 

two together'). Oh! 

MARION. Nothing like that, Feydie! 
As a matter of fact—I don’t mind tell¬ 
ing you ... I like him very 
much—* 

FEYDAK. I think he is destined . . . 

MARION, He’s not interested. He’s 
some kind of fanatic. Social, I think: 
I’ve met that kind in Russia—quite 
unassailable. But I’m optimistic. . . . 
(They iaugh) Well, one must never 
despair, must one. Life is so much 
more resourceful and resilient than 
one is oneself. Three weeks ago 
when you came to see me I felt quite 
at the end of my rope. I didn’t tell 
you quite but I actually didn’t know 
which way to turn. I felt tired too— 
which troubled me. Well, now I find 
myself, quite suddenly, (She indt- 
cates portrait) doing Leander and— 
(She indicates manuscript on piano) 
doing myself. New Vista. Very ex¬ 
citing. 

FEYDAK. All this enthusiasm for art 
alone? 

MARION (laughing). Of course!— 
Feydie, what did you think? 


MARION. Come here and have a look 
at Leander! 

FEYDAK (he rises—walks to the can' 
vas on the easel). Hm! Formal! 

MARION. It’s to hang in tlie White 
House. (She winks at hhn, he 
laughs, puts his arm around her 
shoulder.) 

FEYDAK. Marion, you're adorable! 
(They walk downstage together, 
their arms around each others shoul¬ 
ders, very affectionately.) 

MArtiON. Oh, Feydie, I’m having a 
wonderful time. Quiet too. Writing 
enforces silence and solitude on one. 
Vve always lived in such a rush—a 
kind of interminable scherzo. . . . 

FEYDAK. Good title! . . . 

MARION. Think so? I’ll put il 
down. . . . (Writes on pad on 
piano. FEYDAK sits on right arm of 
sofa left, facing her) Intenninable 
scherzo. . . . How do you spell it? 
A little affected. Might do for a chap¬ 
ter heading maybe. . . . (P.etimis 
to him—sitting on model stand—fac¬ 
ing him) But I realize now I haven’t 
in years had time to stop and think. I 
sit here forhours, Feydie, and nothing 
comes to me. Then, suddenly, the 
past will come in on me with such a 
rush—odd, remote, semi-forgotten 
things of the past. Are they true? 
How much is true? One can never 
be sure, can one? I remember cer¬ 
tain griefs and fears. I remember 
their existence without recallino at 
all their intensity—their special an¬ 
guish. Why? W^at was the matter 
with me? What made them so acute? 

It is like recalling a landscape with 
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t,ut color, a kind of color-blindness of mabion. I’m splendid. Been up aB 


the memory'. (^Doorbell rirtgs. Sne 
calls out to her factotum) Minnie! 
(MINNIE enters left and crosses 
rapidly to hall door, marion arranges 
the model stand on which stands the 
papal armchair in red and gold) 
This is probably the Plon. Nolan. 
He’s due for a sitting. He pretends 
he doesn’t like to have his picture 
painted, but I know he does. 
(minnie enters from hallway. She 
is flustered and giggly-) 

MINNIE (very high-pitched voice). 
Herr Van'ick Vilson! 

MARION. Tjnnpi Wilson! 


night? 

WILSON. No, no! This is business. 
(minnie has crossed to kitchen door 
upper left, never taking her eyes from 

WILSON.) 

MARION. This is Mr. Feydak. Mi. 
Warwick Wilson, the famous film 
star. 

WILSON (crosses to sofa and shakes 
hands with feydak— dratwatically), 
Feydak! The Mr. Feydak? 

FEYDAK (^again mistaken for his 
brother). Ja. 


MINNIE (to feydak). Dei fllm start wilson. I’ve heard of you indeedl 


FEYDAK. So? 

MINNIE ^radiant). Ja! Jal 

MARION. Oh. Feydie, you’ll adore 
this. Ask him in, Minnie. 

MINNIE («s she goes out to admit 
wilson). Gott, ist er schon) 

MARION. Wanvick’s public. 

FEYDAK. And mine! 

MARION (in a quick whisper). What¬ 
ever you do—outstay him! 

(minnie has opened the door and 
WARWICK WILSON cnters. He is very 
h aridsome, explosively emotional, 
and given to cosmic generalization. 
He is in evening c?ofhes, a red car¬ 
nation in his buttonhole.) 

WILSON (crossing to marion and 
kissing her hand). Marian! 

MARION. Wanvick! 

WILSON. Darling! How are 3 ’ou? 


FEYDAK. Have you? Thanks. 

MARION. Mr. Feydak is on his way 
to Hollywood. He is to write the 
music for . . • 

WILSON (sits on the model stand — 
facing front). Of course! I am hon¬ 
ored, Mr. Feydak—deeply honored. 
That unforgettable waltz—how does 
it go? . . . (He starts to hum with 
a sivaying gesture the waltz from the 
“Merry Widow”) Music’s my one 
passion! 

MARION. Once you said it was me. 

WILSON. A lot of good it did me! 

MARION (to wilson). Well, tell 
me . . . (She sees minnie, wlio is 
stiil staring at wilson) Look at Min¬ 
nie. Tlie mere sight of you has up¬ 
set her so that she’s speechless. 

MINNIE. Aber, Fraulein! 

(wilson rises graciously and gives 
MINNIE a friendly wave of the hand 



BIOGRAPHY 237 

Me 5 tio snob, minnif, speechless Wilson Cleaning bock toward 
ivith delight, exits left.^ ' marion). Speak, Oracle! No! Don’t 

( WILSON rettirns to his position on tell me now. Put it into that book 
ihe model stand.') you’re writing. 


MARION. All right, Minnie! War¬ 
wick, Warwick! You mustn’t do 
things like that to Minnie, at her 
age! 

WILSON (tragically). 'There you are! 
This face! This cursed face! I should 
go masked really. One has no private 

life! 

MARION (sits in throne chair on 
model stand). What would you do 
with it if you had it, eh, T)Tnpi? 

WILSON (delighted). That nick¬ 
name! 

MARION. It just rolled off my tongue. 
Did I call you that> 

WILSON. You did! You invented it. 
No one’s called me that since you 
left Hollyw'ood. And you promised 
to explain the significance to me, but 
you never did. 

MARION. Did it have a significance^ 

FEYDAK. Marion has a knack for 
nicknames. 

MARION. I love 'em. I’d like to do a 
chapter on nicknames. 

WILSON (highly pleased). Tympi! 
Tympi! (Very patronizing to fey- 
dak) You are an intuitive person, 
Mr. Feydak. I can see that, (feydak 
ad libs: *'Danke schon') Can you 
imagine what she meantl’ 

FEYDAK. Her vagaries are beyond me, 
Mr. Wilson. 


MARION (marion and feydak ex¬ 
change glances). How things get 
around. 

M'XLSON. It’s been in the back of my 
mind for years, Marion ... to have 
you paint me. Now that we’re both 
in town together . . . 

MARION. Well, I’d love to .. . 

WILSON. In the costume of the Dane. 
(marion and feydak exchange a 
look. Strikes a pose) I’d like to be 
done in his costume. I hope, Mr. 
Feydak, that they won’t break your 
spirit in Hollywood as they’ve al¬ 
most broken mine! 

feydak (with a smile). My spirit is 
indestructible! 

WILSON (rises and crosses to rear of 
sofa and pats feydak on ihe hack). 
I’m glad to hear it. (Returns to left 
of model stand and stands with his 
right foot on it) You know, for vears 
I’ve been begging them to do Shake¬ 
speare. (Gesticulates.) 

MARION (interrupting him). Sit 
down and be comfortable. 

WILSON. They simply won't listen. 
But I’m going to give' up acting and 
produce! 

MARION. Oh, good God! Don't do 
that! 

WILSON. Why not? 

MARION. What would Minnie do 
with her night off? 
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WILSON Qsmiles'). My public, eh? 

MARION. Yes! 

WILSON. Quite so! CPatronizingly') 
You artists who work in media like 
painting or literature - ( Fo feydak) 
or music, that too is a beautiful art, 
Mr. Feydak—transcends speech— 
transcends everything; by saying 
nothing it says all. 

f-EYDAK. Ja! 

(,T/jc doorbell rings,') 

WILSON. You are certainly lucky com¬ 
pared to us poor actors. We— (min- 
NiE enters and crosses to hall door 
upper center) Wouldn’t it be ironic 
if all that remained of me after I am 
gone were vour painting of me? That 
is why I want it, perhaps—my poor 
grasp on immortality* 

FEYDAK. You sce, Marion, you con¬ 
fer immortality! 

MARION. I think immortality is an 
overrated commodity. But tell me, 
Tympi, what are you doing away 
from Hollywood? 

MINNIE (comes in announcing), Der 
Herr Nolan! (minnie then looks at 

WILSON. WILSON Stands— looks at 
MINNIE.) 

MARION. Show him in. Show him in. 
(With a lingering look at WILSON, 
MINNIE goes back. To others, after 
watching minnie exit) You see! 

FEYDAK. The effect is instantaneous 
—like music . , , 

(nolan enters, minnie follows 
NOLAN in and exits into kitchen, 
murmuring ecstatically, '"Gott! 1st 
er schon!", looking at wilson.) 
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MARION. Hello, Bunny. (Introdw> 
ing nolan) You know Mr. Feydak, 
Mr. Nolan, this is Warwick Wilson, 
you've heard of him. 

(feydak hows to NOLAN, who TC/ 
turns the how,) 

WILSON. It's a pleasure, Mr. Nolan. 
I’ve heard of you indeed! (The 
shake hands.) 

MARION. You're late for your sitting, 
Bunny. Will the presence of these 
gentlemen embarrass you? I don't 
mind if you don't. 

iSroLAN (has entered rather worried 
and angry. He has a magazine rolled 
in his hand. He now speaks very irri- 
tatedly). As a matter of fact, 
Marion . • . 

MARION (putting him in throne chair 
on model stand). Oh, sit down, like a 
good fellov/. The light is getting bad. 
(nolan sits. WILSON sits on the right 
arm of the sofa left on which feydak 
is sitting, marion gets to work on 
bunny) How did you find me, 
Tympi? 

WILSON. I read in a magazine that 
you were barging into literature . , , 

NOLAN (half rising, showing maga¬ 
zine). This is true then! 

MARION. Don't get up. Bunny . . . 
(Nevertheless she takes the nutg- 
azine and looks at it) Well, Dickie 
has gone and spread himself, hasn't 
he? (She sits on sofa left between 
WILSON and feydak) Look here, 
Feydie! (SIjoifs him the ftdFpage an¬ 
nouncement of her honk in mag¬ 
azine.) 

feydak (lool-ing). Do you think you 
can live up to this? 
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MARION. Why will they write this 
sort of thing? (Rises and goes back) 
Makes me out a kind of female Cas¬ 
anova. (She drops the magazine on 
the stand at nolan’s feet) Well, 
they'll be disappointed. 

NOLAN (bitterly). Will they? 

MARION. Bunny! (But she thinks 
nothing of it—merely pushes him 
into a better light.) 

FEYDAK (tactfully—he senses dan¬ 
ger). May I ask, Mr. Wilson —are 
you making a picture at the moment? 

WILSON. No, I'm in New York mak¬ 
ing some personal appearances. 

MARION. Personal appearances. I 
love that phrase. Has such an air of 

magnanimity about it. (Crosses to 
painting.) 

WILSON. Pretty boring, I can tell 
you! I've got writer's cramp signing 
autograph books. It's a perfect mar¬ 
tyrdom I assure you. It's no fun at 
all. (wiLSON crosses to stand—puts 
his right foot on it, leans on his knee 
with his right arm and studies no- 
LAN, his face not six inches away 
fic/m nolan's. NOLAN fidgets.) 

MARION, I can imagine! What's the 
matter, Bunny? You seem under a 
strain today ... not relaxed. 

NOLAN (bursting out and glaring at 
all of them). It s like being watched 
while you're taking a bath! 

MARION. Oh, I’m so sorry. Bunny! 

FEYDAK (rising). I quite sympathize 
with Mr. Nolan. 

WILSON (moves away). Supposing 
I were so shy, eh, Mr. Nolan? 
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FEYDAK (crosses to MARION who is 
above her easel, nght). I’m off, 
Marion. (Kisses her hand) Auf wie- 
dersehen! 

MARION (meaningfully). You’ll have 
to go— (wiLSON sits again on arm oj 
sofa left) both of you . . . 

WILSON (rises). I was just going my 
self. My next appearance is at 6:45. 
(Speaks to others.) 

FEYDAK (to help her). Perhaps I can 
drop you, Mr. Wilson. 

WILSON (faces feydak). No, I'll 
drop you . . . (Turns to marion) 

I say, Marion . . . 

(feydak, helpless, goes upstage put¬ 
ting on coat.) 

MARION. Yes, TjTnpi? 

WILSON. If you started my portrait 
right away and it turns out—I am 
sure it will turn out—you might put 
it in your book, mightn’t you? I'm 
frankly sick of just appearing in fan 
magazines. 

MARION. We'll see. Why not? 

WILSON. Splendid! Don't fail to come 
tonight. Good-bye, dearest Marion. 
Good-bye again, Mr. Nolan. (He 
starts to sh^e nolan’s hand but is 
interrupted by marion, almost 
screaming.) 

MARION. No, no, no! Don’t do that 
—don’t touch him. 

WILSON. Most happy! See you later. 

. . . (He waves himself off at last— 
MARION returns to her easel.) 

M^ON (to feydak). Don’t forget 
—I'm dining with you. 
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fEYD^iK Clike the player in "Hatnlet" 
who hnrlesqites Poloniiis). Most 
bappy-see you later, (feydak 
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a hollow sound. (She heats an intag- 
inary drum with her paint brush') 
Boom! (Suddenly nolan quits the 


leaves.) 

MARION (with relief). Now then .. . 

NOLAN (muttering to himself). Silly 
ass! 

MARION (working on painting). That 
young man is one of the most fa¬ 
mous people in the world, do you 
realize that, Bunny? His profile fol¬ 
lows vou all over Europe—Asia. 
Ubiquitous profile. Have you ever 

seen him? 

NOLAN (unsxverved). He*s a silly 
ass! 

MARION I admit he’s somewhat on 
that side-hut that other one-that 
Fcvdie—he’s the darling of the 
world! 

NOLAN (very short—hittcriy). Evi- 
dentlv! 

MARION (surprised). Bunny! 

NOLAN (sni’fige Who isn t a 

darling? Eveiyonc’s a darling as far 
as I can see! The world s full of 
darlings. Your world at any rate. 

MARION. But, darling . . . (She sud¬ 
denly stops—sits at right end of sofa 
right). Oh, Bunny, I remember 

now! 

NOLAN. You remember what? 

MARION. Tympi! Why I nicknamed 
him Tympi. Don’t you see? 

NOLAN. No, I don’t see . . . 

MARION. For tympanum—a large in- 
srxumcnt in the orchestra producing 


pose) What is it? 

NOLAN. I can’t sit today. I’m not in 
the mood. 

MARION. I could tell there was some¬ 
thing worrying you. 

NOLAN. There is something worry¬ 
ing me! 

MARION. Well, what is it? 

NOLAN. This confounded story! Are 
you really writing it? 

MARION. Well, yes—I am. 

NOLAN. What do you intend to teu? 

MARION. Well, that’s a rather diffi¬ 
cult question to answer—it’s like 
asking me what I’ve been doing all 
my life. 

NOLAN. When does this biography 
start? 

MARION (beginning to wonder ahev: 
this questioning). With my birtli— 
coincidence, isn’t it? 

NOLAN. All the time back home— 
when you were a girl in Knoxville? 

MARION. Yes, of course. I’ve had a 
wonderful time going back over it 
all. 

NOLAN. Everything? 

MARION. Everything I can remem¬ 
ber. 

NOLAN. Do I come into it? 

MARION (smiling to herself). You 
do! You certainly do! 
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NO CAN. You must leave me out of 
that story! 

MARION. But Bunny, how can I pos¬ 
sibly leave you out? 

NOLAN. You must, that's all! 
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notes, then crosses to desk up-per 
right'). I don’t care what the adver¬ 
tisements say about my story—I know 
what I’m writing . . . 

NOLAN. I’m sorry. 


MARION. But how can I? You were 
too important—think of the role you 
played in my life. By your own con¬ 
fession, Bunny darling, you—you 
started me. That’s a good idea for a 
chapter heading, isn’t it? “Bunny 
Starts Me.” I must put that down. 


NOLAN. This is no joke, Marion. 
(With menace) I warn you , . . 


MARION. Warn me! Let me under¬ 
stand you. Are you seriously asking 
me to give up an opportunity like 
this just because . . . 


MARION. That’s all right. (But this 
has gone pretty deep.) 

NOLAN (after a pause). If you’re do¬ 
ing this for money— (She turns and 
watches him) I know you've been 
pretty hard up—I promise you I’ll 
get you commissions enough to more 
than make up for this story. I was 
talking about you only the other day 
to my prospective father-in-law. He’s 
a big man, you know. I am sure I 
can get him to sit for you . . . 

MARION. The tip isn’t big enough. 


NOLAN (rises and gets down from 
the model stand. Speaks with brutal 
command). Opportunity! Cheap ex¬ 
hibitionism! A chance to flaunt your 
affairs in a rag like this, (Indicating 
magazine on piano) I won’t be drawn 
into it. I can tell you that! (He is 
in a towering rage.) 

MARION (after a pause). I know that 
by your standards, Bunny, I’m a loose 
character. But there are other stand¬ 
ards, there just are. 


NOLAN (scared now that he sees the 
extent to which he has hurt her) 
Marion! . . . 

MARION. It amuses me to write my 
life. I am pleasure-loving—you know 
that—I will therefore pass up the 
opportunity of painting your big 
father-in-law. I will even give up the 
pleasure of painting you. And we can 
part friends, then, can't we? (She 
reaches out her hand to him) Good 
bye. Bunny. 


NOLAN (crosses to center-drops 
magazine on model stand). Not in 
Tennessee! 


NOLAN (devastated). Marion—you 
can’t do this to me—you can’t send 
me away like this . . . 


MARION I’m afraid you’re 

provincial. Bunny, 


NOLAN. I’m sorry. 

MARION (takes off her smock, crosses 
to small table down right, gets her 


MARION. I don’t think I’ve ever in 
my life had a \nilgar quarrel with 
anyone. This is the nearest I’ve come 
to it. I’m a little annoyed with you 
for that. I think it’s better we part 
now while we can still do so with 
some—dignity. Shall we? 
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NOLAN. You don’t realize whats in¬ 
volved—or you ^vouldn’t talk like 

that . . . 

MARION. What is involved? 

NOLAN. My entire career. Thats 
what’s involved. 

MARION. Oh! 

NOLAN. This is the most critical mo¬ 
ment of my life. My fiancee s father 
is the most powerful leader of opin¬ 
ion in my state. Frankly, 1 depend 
on him for support. To have this 
kind of thing bandied about now 
mif^ht cause a permanent rift be¬ 
tween him and me—might seriously 
interfere, not only with my candi¬ 
dacy for the Senate, but with my 
marriage. 

MARION. They are interlocking—I 
quite understand. 

NOLAN. A revelation of this kind- 
coming at this moment—might be 
fatal . . . 

MARION. Revelation! You make me 
feel like-I can’t tell you what you 
make me feel like . . • CShc lattgks— 

scndhysfcricaJIy.) 

NOLAN (scpiJclirnO. You must give 
this up, Marion. 

MARION. IVe met distinguished men 
abroad — politicians, statesmen — a 
Prime Minister even—and this kind 
of “rcvelation”-as you so luridly call 
it—is no more to them than a theme 
for after-dinner banter. They take it 
in their stride. My God, Bunny, you 
take it so big! 

NOLAN. These people Pm depending 
cn to elect me aren’t sophisticated 


like you or me. (^marion looks at 
NOLAN with some surprise) What I 
mean is-they're country people es¬ 
sentially—my future father-in-law is 
sympathetic to their point of view. 

MARION. Tell me—your father-in- 
law, is he the man with the chest 

expansion? 

NOLAN. He’s a fine sturdy man-as 
you perhaps know, he makes a fetish 
of exercise. 

MARION (huhUing again). You see 
his pictures in shorts in health mag¬ 
azines. 

NOLAN. There’s no disgrace in that. 

MARION (sits on right arm of sofa 
left). It doesn’t shock me, Bunny. I 
was just identifying him, thats all. 

NOLAN. I owe everything to Kinni- 
cott—I wouldn’t be running for the 
Senate right now if not for him. I 
can’t risk offending him. 

MARION. What the devil’s happened 
to you anyway? You used to be quite 
a nice boy—even fun occasionally ... 

NOLAN (wistful—turns away). May¬ 
be—if you had stuck to me . . . 

MARION. Ts! Ts! Ts! Poor Bunny. 
I'm soriA' for you. Really I am. (She 
strokes his arm.) 

NOLAN (suddenly passioftate—faces 
her). Don’t touch me! 

MARION (amazed). Bunny! 

NOLAN. Do you think I’m not hu¬ 
man! 

MARION. Well, if you aren’t the most 
contradictory , . 
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NOLAN. I realized the moment I came 
in here the other day—the moment I 
saw you . . . 

/lARiON (interrupting). But Bunny! 
You're engaged and you're going to 
be a Senator. 

NOLAN (walks away from her). For¬ 
get it! Forget I ever said it. . . . 

MARION, You bewilder me . . . 

NOLAN (Utterly). I'm not surprised 
I bewilder you. You've spent your 
life among a lot of foreign counts. 
It's well known that foreigners are 
more immoral than we are. 

MARION. I'm very touched. I am 
really. (She kisses him in a friendly 
way,) 

NOLAN. Don’t do that! I forbid you! 

MARION. All right. I'll never attack 
you again, I promise. 

NOLAN. I wish I had never come back 
into your life—it was a terrible mis¬ 
take—you’d forgotten me. 

MARION (seriously). Oh, you're 
wrong. First love—one doesn’t for¬ 
get that. 

NOLAN (passionately). But you did! 
You forgot me! And if you got the 
chance again, you’d humiliate me 
again. 

MARION. Humiliate! What queer no¬ 
tions you have— Is it a question of 
pride or vanity between us? We re 
old friends—friends. 

NOLAN (moves a step right). Please 
forget this—I don’t know what came 
over me—I . ♦ . 


MARION. Of course. There’s nothing 
to forget. (Moves a step toward him) 
It’s quite all right, dear . . . (She 
pats him on his hand) . . . Oh, ex¬ 
cuse me . . . 

NOLAN. I warn you, Marion—I sol¬ 
emnly warn you—if you persist in 
this— 

MARION. Never in my life have 1 
seen a man vacillate so between pas¬ 
sion and threat . . . 

NOLAN. I shall find ways to stop you. 
Mr. Kinnicott, my future father-in- 
law, is a powerful man. 

MARION. I know. Extraordinary bi¬ 
ceps. 

NOLAN. I warn you, Marion. This 
matter is beyond flippancy. 

MARION (sits). There'll be some 
very distinguished people in my bi¬ 
ography. You needn’t be ashamed. 

NOLAN. Tliat movie-actor! 

MARION. Tympi in Hamlet costume 
—you in a toga. I'll print your por¬ 
traits on opposite pages—my two 
men! 

NOLAN. You are malicious! 

MARION. I must admit, Bunny, that 
you provoke in me all my malicious 
impulses. You come here suddenly 
and you convey to me \vhat I’ve 
missed in not martyring you. (The 
hack-door hell rings, minnie crosses 
to ansT.ver it during Marion’s speech) 
You dangle before me the inventory 
of your felicities—a career, a fortune, 
a fabulous bride—and then, because 
I get a chance to chronicle my own 
adventures—you obiect—you tell me 
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I mustn’t! I have a nice nature, Bun¬ 
ny, or I should be angry—I should be 

indignant, 

(kurt enters.) 

NOLAN (sharply and with threat). 
Now, Marion, IVe warned you . . . 
You'll regret this. 

MARION. Hello, Dickie, do talk to 
Bunny for a minute, will you? 
(Crosses to the stairs and starts up 
them to her bedroom) I've simply got 
to change, (minnie enters up center 
and exits left) Feydie's coming to 
take me out to dinner. 

NOLAN. But, Marion . . . 

MARION. I couldn’t do anything 
about this in any case, Bunny dear, 
because I've promised Dickie. In 
fact, I signed something, didn’t I, 
Dickie? Don’t go away, either of 
you. . . . (marion blows them a kiss 
and exits into her bedroom. A pause 
between the two men. kurt crosses 
downstage to above the model stand. 
Suddenly, nolan goes to kurt and 
reaches out his hand to him.) 

NOLAN. How do you do, young man? 

KURT (very much surprised). How 
do Toii do? (He looks at him nar¬ 
rowly, his head a little on one side, 
a terrier appraising a mastiff.) 

NOLAN. I am very glad to see you. 

KURT. Isn’t that nice . . . ? 


NOLAN (sits on sofa right). You did. 
Sit down. In fact—I hope you don’t 
mind—if you will allow me as a pre¬ 
rogative of seniority—to ask you a 
few questions. I have a purpose in 
mind and not—I trust—an idle pur¬ 
pose. 

KURT. Shoot! (Sits) Anything to en¬ 
lighten the professor! (He knows he 
is going to be pumped and has de¬ 
cided to be casual, naive and even 
respectful.) 

NOLAN (clearing his throat). Now 
then—your present position on the 
magazine you represent—have you 
been on it long? 

KURT, About two years. 

NOLAN. And before that? 

KURT. Newspaper work. 

NOLAN. And before that? 

KURT. Tramping around the world. 
Odd jobs. Quite a variety. 

NOLAN. College? 

KURT. Believe it or not—Yale—two 
years . . . worked my way through- 
washed dishes. 

NOLAN. Very interesting preparation 
. . . very interesting . . . Tell me 
now—your present work—do you find 
it interesting? Is the remuneration 
satisfactory? 


NOLAN. You may be surprised to 
learn that on the one occasion when 
we met you made quite an impres¬ 
sion on me. 

KUPT. Did D 


KURT. Two hundred smackers a 
week. That’s twice what I’ve ever 
earned in my life before. 

NOLAN. Now then— to come to the 
point—no doubt you’ve heard of my 
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prospective father-in-law, Mr. Orrin kurt. Why are you making me this 
Kinnicott? offer? 


KURT. Heard of him! We pay him 
the compliment of imitation. He is 
our model, our criterion, our guiding 
star! 

NOLAN, As you know, Mr. Kinni- 
cott’s interests are varied. He owns 
some powerful newspapers in my 
state. The other day I heard him say 
that he wanted a new man in Wash¬ 
ington. 

KURT Cplaying naively excited'). 
Now that’s something to give one’s' 
eve-teeth for! 


NOLAN. I am not making you an of¬ 
fer. I shall merely attempt to expe¬ 
dite . . . 

KURT. Why? The first time we met 
we didn’t exactly hit it off, now, did 
we? Why then are you going to ail 
this trouble? 

NOLAN. I have discussed you with 
Miss Froude, who is an old friend of 
mine and whose opinion I greatly 
respect. She thinks very highly of 
you, Mr. Kurt. My own impres- 
sion . . . 


NOLAN ('pleased at the result). I 
think it might be possible to swing 
it—very possible. 


KURT (inexorably). Why? What, as 
they say, is the pay-off? 


KURT, God, what a break! 

NOLAN. As it happens, Mr. Kinnicott 
is at present in town. I shall arrange 
an appointment for you in the next 
few days. Naturally, I expect you to 
keep the matter entirely confidential. 

KURT. Naturally! You needn’t wor¬ 
ry on that score, Senator, I assure 
you. 

NOLAN. Thank you, Mr, Kurt. That 
is all I ask. (A pause.) 

KURT. Mr. Nolan—do you mind if 
I ask you something? 

NOLAN. Certainly not . . , 

KURT. You won’t consider me im¬ 
pertinent? 

NOLAN (with a smile). I don’t object 
to impertinence, Mr. Kurt. I was 
often considered impertinent myself 
when I was vour age. 


NOLAN, ril tell you. I’ll tell you quite 
frankly, I don’t want Miss Froude’s 
autobiography, which you have per¬ 
suaded her to write, to appear in- 
your magazine. I want it killed! 

KURT. Oh! You want it killed? 

NOLAN. Exactly. 

KURT, ^^^ly? 

NOLAN. Marion knows why. We 
needn’t go into that. 

KURT (wounded by a sudden and 
devastating jealousy). Good God! 
You! You tool 

Cmarion enters from balcony. She 
is wearing a dove-colored evening 
dress—the gamine transformed into 
lady-of-the-world.) 

MARION. Well! How have you two 
boys been getting on? What do you 
think? 



s. N. BEHRMAN 


246 

KURT C^eething. Crosses to foot of 
stairs). I’ll tell you what I think. . . . 

MARION. About the dress 1 mean . . . 
(S/ie does a turn for them.) 

NOLAN (without looking up at her 
or the dress. He is watching kurt). 
It’s charming. 

MARION. Thank you, Bunny. With 
all his faults Bunny is much more 
satisf actor)' than you are, Dickie. 

KURT (at I^oiling point). He s chival¬ 
rous, he is! His chivalry is so exqui¬ 
site that he has just been attempting 
to bribe me to keep your story from 
being published. His gallantry is so 
delicate that he’s terrihed about be- 
ins mentioned in it. 

O 

MARION (comes down stairs during 
kurt’s speech). Don’t be so worked 
up about it, Dickie. You’re another 
one who takes it big. It’s catching! 

KURT (flaring at her). You’re not 
ver)' sensitive. . . . 

MARION. \Miy should I be? You mis¬ 
apprehend Bunny. If he doesn t 
want to be in the same story with 
me that's his business. And it’s noth¬ 
ing to do with chivalry or gallantry 
or nonsense like that. 

NOLAN, Marion—this young man .. . 

KURT (taunting him). WTiat about 
Washington, Mr. Nolan? Mr. No¬ 
lan, a prospective Senator, offers to 
bribe me with a post in Washington 
controlled bv his prospective father- 
in-law. . . . 

MARION. If it’s a good job take it, 
Dickie, by all means. . . . 


KURT. I am afraid, Marion, that your 
code is more relaxed than mine . . . 

MARION. Code, nonsense! I gave up 
codes long ago. I’m a big laissez-fairo 
girl! 

NOLAN. If this young man is an ex' 
ample of the distinguished company 
you’ve come to associate with, Mar- 
ion . . . 

MARION. Don’t quarrel, children— 
please. It distresses me. 

NOL.AN. He’s extremely objection¬ 
able. 

KURT. What about Washington, 
now, Senator? Are you still willing 
to expedite . . . ! (kurt and nolan 
stand glaring at each other, marion 
tries to calm the troubled waters. 
Crosses to nolan. J 

MARION. Really, Dickie, you’re very 
naughty. Don’t mind him, Bunny. 
He’s very young. 

KURT. And incorruptible! 

NOLAN. Marion, I claim the privi¬ 
lege of a friendship that antedates 
Mr. Kurt’s by some years, to beg 
you, very solemnly, not to prostitute 
your talents to his contemptible, sen- 
sation-mongering rag. 

KURT Cfticcs them). Theres a sena¬ 
torial sentence! 

MARION. Hush, Dickie, hush! Bunny 
darling, it’s true that Dickie’s maga¬ 
zine isn’t the Edinhuroh Review. On 
the other hand your assumption that 
my story wall be imlgar and sensa¬ 
tional is a little gratuitous, isn’t it? 

NOLAN. You refttse then? 
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MARION Cgently hut with a serious 
overtone'). Ves. This—censorship be¬ 
fore publication seems to me, shall 
we say, unfair. It is—even in an old 
friend—dictatorial. 

NOLAN C'lWt/i an air of finality). You 
leave me then no alternative. I am 
very sorry. 

KURT. Don't let him frighten you, 
Marion, he can't do anything. 

NOLAN. I can forgive you anything, 
Marion, but the fact that you value 
my wishes below those of this inso¬ 
lent young man. 

MARION. But this insolent young 
man hasn’t anything to do with it! 
Can’t you see, Bunny—it’s my own 
wish that is involved. 

NOLAN. I have explained to you the 
special circumstances. If you would 
consent to delay publication till after 
election. . . . 

(Slie turns to kurt to ask him to 
make this concession hut can't get a 
word in. She is wedged between 
both of them.) 

KURT. She has nothing to do with 
the publication date. That’s my 
province. Gosh, what a chance for 
the circulation manager in Tennes¬ 
see! (He rubs his falms together in 
mock antici'pation of profits.) 

NOLAN Qosing his temper at last). 
You are tampering with more than 
you bargain for Mr.— Mr — . . . 

KURT. Kurt. 

MARION. With a *‘K." 

NOLAN. There are ways of dealing 
with a young man like this and you'll 
soon find out what they are! 
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KURT. Them’s harsh words, Senator! 

NOLAN. You wait and see. 

MARION. Bunnv! 

✓ 

NOLAN. Don’t speak to me! I nevei 
want to see you again! (He goes 
out.) 

MARION (really distressed). This is 
awful! 

KURT (highly elated). It’s wonder¬ 
ful! 

MARION. But I’m very fond of Bunnv. 
Oh dear! I’ll telephone him to 
night . . . 

KURT (grimly). Over my dead body' 

MARION. Can it be, Dickie, that 1 
control the election of Senators from 
Tennessee? (Sits at right end of sofa 
left.) 

KURT (after a moment). Hosv could 
you ever have loved a stuffed shin 
like that? 

MARION. He wasn’t a stuffed shirt. 
That’s the funny part. He was 
charming. He was a charming boy 
Rather thin. Rather reticent. He was 
much nicer than you, as a matter of 
fact. . . . 

KURT. I’m sure he was! 

MARION. He was much less violent! 

KURT (sits). Hypocritical old buc¬ 
caneer! 

MARION. He used to work hard all 
day and at night he studied law. We 
used to walk the country lanes and 
dream about the future. He was 
scared—hf was wistful. How did he 
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emerge into this successful, ambi- 
tious, overcautious—mediocrity'? How 

do we all emerge into what we 
are? How did I emerge into what I 
am? I’ve dug up some of my old dia¬ 
ries. I was a tremulous young girl. I 
was eager. I believe I was naive. 
Look at me now! Time, Dickie . . . 
What will you be at forty? A bond¬ 
holder and a commuter . . . Oh- 
Dickie! 

:uRT (tensely'). I'll never be forty! 

MARION (loughiwg). How will you 
avoid it? 

KURT (same tone). I'll use myself 
up before I'm forty. 

MARION. Do you think so? I don't 
think so. (Rises) I sometimes wake 
up on certain mornings feeling abso¬ 
lutely — immortal! Indestructible! 
One is perpetually reborn, I think, 
Dickie. E\'eryone should write one's 
life, I think—but not for publication. 
For oneself. A kind of spiritual 
Spring-cleaning! 

KURT. The Ego preening . . . ! 

.MARION (sitting on right ann of sofa 
left). Well, why not? After all, one's 
ego is all one really has. 

KURT. Reminiscence is easy. So is 
anticipation. It’s the present that’s 
difiicult and most people are too 
I;f7y or too indifferent to cope with 

It. 
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KURT (with sudden bitterness). I see 
the past as an evil thing—to be extir¬ 
pated. 


MARION. How awful! (Pause) Why? 

KURT. That’s not important. 

MARION (rises). You freeze up so 
whenever 1 try to find out anything 
about you. I’m not used to that. Usu¬ 
ally people open up to me—I’m a 
bom confidante. But not you. . . . 
I’m interested too, because in an odd 
way I’ve become very fond of you. 

KURT, My life’s very dull, I assure 
you. My past lacks completely what 
you would call glamour. 

MARION. No, Dickie. I don’t believe 
that. I don’t believe that’s true of 
anybody’s life. 

KURT. Well, it’s true. Moreover it’s 
true of most people’s lives. It’s easy 
for anyone who’s lived as you have 
to make romantic generalizations. 
It’s very pleasant for you to believe 
them. Well, I shan’t disillusion you. 
(Tunis away from her) Why should 
I? It’s not important. (She is sitting 
down, smoking a cigarette in a 
holder, watching him. He becomes 
conscious that she is studying him.) 

MARION. I had no idea you felt this 
way about me—you despise me, don’t 
you? (He doesnt anstver) Don’t 
you? 

KURT. Yes. 

MARION. Why} 


MARION. It’s natural for you to say 
that—at your age one has no past and 
no future either, because the intima¬ 
tion of the future comes only with 
the sense of the past . . . 


KURT (rises. Walks away). Why did 
we start this? 

MARION. You're annoyed at having 
even momentarily revealed yourself. 
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aren t you? 111 have your secret, mauion. How? Tm very interest- 
Dickie—ril pluck out the heart of ed. . . . 
vour mystery. 

KURT. Well, for one thing, his fu- 
KURT. Secret! Mystery'! More roman- ture father-in-law might get me fired, 
tic nonsense. I have no secret. No¬ 
body has a secret. There are differ- Marion. Could he do that? 
cnt kinds of greed, different kinds of 

ambition—that’s all! kurt. He might. He might easily. 

(marion sits wpright and looks at 
MARION. Oh, you simplify too much klw) Some form of briber)'. He 
—really I’m afraid you do. Tell me— niight go to my chief and offer him 
why do you disapprove of me? Is it ^ job—anything. 

—as Bunny does—on moral grounds? 

MARION. All on account of my poor 
KURT Cright end of sofa left-angri- biography— It seems incredible 

ly). You’re superficial and casual and anyone would take all this trou 

irresponsible. You take life, which is * * * 

a tragic thing, as though it were a 

trivial bedroom farce. You’re a sec- ^^rt. I’d just like to see them try- 

ond-rate artist who's acquired a rep- that’s all . . . 

utation through vamping celebrities 

to sit for you. marion. What would you do? 


MARION Cqtlietly, she continues 
smoking'). Go on . . . 

KURT. As an unglamorous upstart 
who has been forced to make my way 
I resent parasitism, that’s all! 


KURT. Do?! I d make the Honorable 
Nolan the laughing stock of the 
country, and his athletic father-in- 
law too. I’d just plaster them, that’s 
what I’d do. 

MARION. You sound vindictive. 


MARION. Isn’t there in biolog)' some¬ 
thing about benevolent parasites, 
Dickie? Many great men, I believe, 
owe a debt of gratitude to their para¬ 
sites, as many plants do . . . there are 
varieties. Again, Dickie, you simpli¬ 
fy unduly. It is a defect of the radical 
and the young. 

KURT. To return to the Honorable 
Nolan . . . 

MARION. I return to him with re¬ 
lief . . . 

KURT. He may exert pressure on us, 
vou know . . . 


KURT. Baby, I am vindictive! 

MARION. Funny, I’m just amused... , 

KURT. Well, eveiy'thing’s a spectacL; 
to you! (Tiirns away from her) God, 
how I hate detachment' 

MARION. Your desire to break up 
Bunny is quite impersonal then. 

KURT. Surgical. Just as impersonal 
as that. 

MARION. You’re a funny boy, Dickie 

KURT (turns away from her). I’m 
not funny and I’m not a boy. You’ve 
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been around with dilettantes so long 
you don’t recognize seriousness 
when you see it. 

MARION. But it's the serious people 
who are funny, Dickie! Look at 
Bunny. 

KURT (faces her). Yes, look at him! 
An epitome of the brainless muddle 
of contemporary life, of all the self- 
seeking second raters who rise to 
power and wield power. Thats why 
I’m going to do him in. (The phone 
rings—for a moment they pay no at‘ 
tention to it) It’s the most beautiful 
chance anybody ever had and I’d 
just like to see them try ^nd stop me. 
(Phone keeps ringing. MARION an¬ 
swers it.) 

MARION. Yes . , . yes . . . certainly. 
(To KURT— rt hit surprised) It’s for 
you . . . (S/ie hands him hand- 
receiver.) 

KURT (takes phone and talks from 
rear of sofa). Yes. Hello . . . sure. 
Well, what about it? .. . Oh, you 
want to talk to me about it, do you? 

. . . I thought you would . . . Til be 
around . . . sure ... so long. (He 
hangs up) They’ve begun! (He is 
almost gay with the heady scent of 
battle.) 

MARION. What do you mean? 

KURT. TThat was my chief. He wants 
to talk to me about your story. Kinni- 
cott’s begun to put the screws on 
him. He’s going to ask me to kill it. 
All rioht-ni kill it! 

MARION (faintly). J can’t believe 
it. . . . 

KURT. Neff’s bad a call from the 
father-in-law . . . 


MARION. Did he say so? 

KURT. No, but you can bet he has! 

MARION. I must say this puts my 
back up . . . 

KURT, ril make a fight for it to keep 
my job. But if he’s stubborn I’ll tell 
him to go to bell—and go to a pub¬ 
lisher with your manuscript. And if 
I don’t get quick action that way I’ll 
publish it myself—I’ll put every 
penny I’ve saved into it . . . 

MARION. But why should you? Why 
does it mean so much to you: 

KURT. Do you think I’d miss a 
chance like this?— It’ll test the cali 
bre of our magazines, of our press, 
our Senators, our morality . . . 

MARION. All on account of my poor 
little story—how Vicki would have 
laughed! 

KURT (a spasm of jealousy again). 
Who’s Vicki? 

MARION (aware of it). An old friend 
to whom I’m dedicating the biogra- 
phy. 

KURT. Yeah! (Sits beside her then 
speaks) WHiere is he now? 

MARION. He’s dead. (A pause. She 
gets up and crosses to center) I’ve 
always rather despised these contem¬ 
porary' women who publicize their 
emotions. (Another moment. She 
walks upstage. She is thinking 
niond) And here I am doing it my¬ 
self. Too much self-revelation these 
days. Loud speakers in the confes¬ 
sional. Why should I add to the 
noise? I think, as far as this story is 
concerned. I’ll call it a day, Dickie 
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KURT. What! 

MARION. Let^s forget all about it, 
shall wei^ 

KURT. If you let me down now. I’ll 
hate you. 
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MARION. Are you so strong? (A 
pause. KURT doesn’t answer) Mow 
old are you, Dickie? 

KURT (turns axi^ay). WHiat difference 
does that make? 

MARION. Who do you live with? 


MARION. Will you? Why won’t you 
take me into your confidence then? 
Why won’t you tell me about your¬ 
self? What are you after? 


KURT. I live alone. 


MARION. Are you in love with any 
body? 


KURT (after a moment of inhibition 
decides to reveal his secret dream). 
My ambition is to be critic-at-Iarge 
of things-as-they-are. I want to find 
out everything there is to know 
about the intimate structure of 
things. I want to reduce the whole 
system to absurdity. I want to laugh 
the powers-that-be out of existence 
in a great winnowing gale of 
ter. 

MARION. That’s an interesting re¬ 
search. Of course it strikes me it's 
vitiated by one thing—you have a 
preconceived idea of what you will 
find. In a research biased like that 
from the start you are apt to over¬ 
look much that is noble and generous 
and gentle. 



KURT. No. 

MARION. Where are your parents? 
KURT. They’re dead. 

MARION. Long? 

KURT. My mother is. I hardly remem¬ 
ber her. Just barely remember her. 

MARION. Your father? (He doesn't 
ansxver) Do you remember vour 
father? 

KURT (in a strange voice). Yes. I 
remember him all right. 

MARION. W^at did your father do? 

KURT. He was a coal miner. 


KURT (challenging and hitter). Have 
you found generosity and gentleness 
and nobility? 

MARION. A good deal—yes. 

KURT. Well, I haven’t! 

MARION. I’m sorry for you. 

KURT. You needn’t be. Reserve your 
pity for weaklings. I don’t need it! 


MARION. Oh! Won’t you tell me 
about him? I’d like to know. 

KURT. I was a kid of fourteen. There 
was a strike. One day my father took 
me out for a walk. Sunny spring 
morning. We stopped to listen to an 
organizer. My father was a mild lit' 
tie man with kind of faded, tired 
blue eyes. We stood on the outskirts 
of the crowd. My father was holding 
me by the hand. Suddenly somebody 
shouted: “The militia!” There was a 
shot. Everybody scattered. My father 
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was bewildefed—be didn t know 
whicli way to turn. A second later 
he cruinplcd down beside me. He 
was bleeding. He was still holding 
my hand. l ie died like that, . . . CA 
inomOTt. He concludes hciTshly 
coWy-like steel) Arc there any 
other glamorous facts of my exist¬ 
ence you would like to know? 

MARION (stirred to her heart). You 
poor boy ... I knew there was some¬ 
thing ... I knew. ... 1 

KURT (hard and ironic). It’s trivial 
really. People c.xaggerate the impor¬ 
tance of human life. One has to die. 
(Turns to her) The point is to have 
fun while you’re alive, isn’t it? Well, 
you’ve managed. I congratulate you! 


MARION (her heart full). Dickie 
darling—why are you so bitter against 
me? Why against me ... ? 

KURT. Do you want to know that 
too? Well, it’s because . . . (His voice 
rises. She suddenly doesn't want him 
to speak.) 

MARION. Hush, dearest— hush—don’t 
say any more— I understand—not any 
more . . . 

(His defenses vanish suddenly. He 
sinks to his knees beside her, his arms 
around her.) 

KURT. Marion, my angel! 

MARION (infinitely compassionate, 
stroking his hair). Dickie—Dickie— 
Dickie . . . Why have you been 
afraid to love me? 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 


Scene—T he same. 

Time—L ute afternoon. Two weeks later. 

The telephone is ringing as the curtain rises. There is a moment and 
MINNIE enters and crosses to rear of the table, rear of the sofa left. She picks 
up the receiver. 


MINNIE (speaking into the phone). 
Hello.—Nb, Mr. Kurt, she’s not yet 
back. Yot: You’re not coming home 
to dinner?!—But I’ve made the pfann- 
kuchen vou like— Vot?— You’re 
tired of mv damn pfannkuchen— 

(She shouts augrihO Every night I 
make dinner and vou and Marion go 
out!—I’m not yelling— Vot? Vot 


shall I tell Marion?— Vot?— (Door¬ 
bell rings) Vait—vait a minute.— 
Someone’s ringing. (She puts the re¬ 
ceiver on the table and goes to the 
door. MINNIE shoivs in leander no- 
LAN, ivho is followed by orrin kin- 
NicoTT, ivho is a big, well-developed 
Southerner, about fifty-five, with a 
high-pitched voice. He is a stiperWy- 
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built man with a magnificent chest 
development. He is aware that he is 
a fine figure of a man, impeccably 
dressed in formal afternoon clothes.^ 

NOLAN Cto MINNIE, wlw has preced¬ 
ed him into the room). Did Miss 
Froude say she was expecting us for 
tea, Minnie? 

MINNIE. No, Mr. Nolan. She didn't 
say nothing to me. 

NOLAN. Not even when she'd be 
back? 

MINNIE (hangs up coats'). No. She 
just went out. 

NOLAN. All right, Minnie. We’ll 
wait. 
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open window, fails, sits on windou 
seat) Bet she's underexerciscd. 

NOLAN. On the contrary—she's radi¬ 
antly healthy! 

KiNNicoTT. Cosmetics, I bet! These 
fly-by-night characters. . . . 

NOLAN (very irritated). Why do you 
keep calling her a fly-by-night char¬ 
acter? She’s nothing of the sort! 

KINNICOTT (crosses to nolan). Look 
here, Leander. . . . 

NOLAN. Well? 

KINNICOTT. Llave you been entirely 
frank with me, in this matter? 


MINNIE. Yes, Mr. Nolan. (She is 
about to go out into kitchen when 
she remembers that kurt is on the 
telephone. She picks up the receiver 
and says) Hello-Mr. Kurt-you 
dere?— Good-bye! (She then hangs 
up the receiver and exits left.) 

KINNICOTT (quertilously. Sits on sofa 
right). Did you tell her four o’clock? 


NOLAN. Yes. I told her. (nolan’s 
manner with his fatherdn-law-to-be 
in this scene conveys the beginnings 
of a secret irritation, an inner rebel¬ 
lion.) 


KINNICOTT. Does shc know I’m a 
busy man? 

NOLAN (gloomily). She's not im¬ 
pressed much by busy men. 

KINNICOTT. I know these fly-by-night 
characters. I've dealt with 'em be¬ 
fore . . . Bad— (He sniffs the air of 
the room) bad air. (Rises— tries to 


NOLAN. Of course I have. . . , 

KINNICOTT (cryptic). About the past 
—yes. But I refer to the present. 

NOLAN. I don’t know what you mean, 

KINNICOTT. I think you do know 
what I mean. Sometimes the way 
you talk I suspect—I suspect, Lean¬ 
der—that you are still in love with 
this woman. 

NOLAN. Nonsense! I simply tell you 
that she s not a fly-by-night charac¬ 
ter. That doesn t mean I’m in love 
with her! 

KINNICOTT. My daughter feels the 
same thing. 

NOLAN. Slade! You've discussed this 
with Slade! 


KINNICOTT. She’s discussed it with 
me. She’s no fool, that girl. She’s no- 
ticed things lately. 
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NOLAN. What things? 

kinnicott. She says she talks to you 
and that you’re off somewhere else 
-^dreaming. I tried to put her on an¬ 
other scent—but she was positive. 
She said: “Come on now,^ dad— 
don’t stall me-come clean!" So I 

told her! 

NOLAN. You did! 

KINNICOTT. Yes. 

NOLAN. When? 

kinnicott. Yesterday. Told her it 
happened fifteen years ago, that you 
were a naive young feller, didnt 
know anything about women, were 
just naturally taken in . . . 

NOLAN. That’s not true though. I 
was not taken in. 

kinnicott. There you go again- 
defending the woman that’s endan¬ 
gering your entire career and using 
up my energies and yours when you 
ought to be home right now getting 
together with folks and thinking 
how to cinch this here election. Not 
going to be a walk-over, you know. 
(Again (ri'ing the wittdotv^ How do 
you open this thing to get some air? 
(Sits on windoio seat.) 

NOLAN. 1 don’t know. What did 
Slade say when you told her? 

kinnicott. Nothin*. You know 
Slade’s not the talkin' kind. 

NOLAN. Funny she didn’t mention 
it to me last night. 

kinnicott. Didn’t want to worry 
yer probably ... all wool and a 
yard wide that girl is. I warn you, 


Leander, don’t tamper with the most 
precious and rare thing. . . . 

NOLAN (impatient of oratory). I 
know—I know. The point is—what 
are we going to do? 

KINNICOTT. ’Course I can get that 
young fellow—what’s his rame? 

NOLAN. Kurt. 

KINNICOTT. I can get him fired all 
right. From what you've told me, 
Leander, he’s got something else up 
his sleeve. . . . 

NOLAN. I’m afraid so. 

KINNICOTT. That’s what I want to 
find out from your lady friend. And 
Fve got a pretty sure idea right now 
what it is. 

NOLAN. What do you mean? 

KINNICOTT. Money! 

NOLAN (still not understanding). 
Money. . . . ? 

KINNICOTT. Blackmaill 

NOLAN. You’re crazy! 

KINNICOTT. You don’t know much 
about women, Leander; when you 
know the sex as well as I do you’ll 
know that every woman has black¬ 
mail up her sleeve. 

NOLAN. Look here, Orrin. . * . ! 

KINNICOTT (rises, confronts nolan). 
Now, you listen to me for a mo¬ 
ment, son. . . . This situation’s gone 
about far enough right now. You’d 
better make up your mind whether 
you want this blackmailing female 
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or whether you want my daughter 
, . . and you’d better make it up 
rignt quick. 


NOLAN Coring up'). I resent your 
tone, Orrin, and I won’t be ordered 
around as if I were a high-grade 
servant! 


HINNICOTT. Now son, when you get 
control of your temper, and cool 
down a little bit, you'll see that my 
ordering hasn’t been so bad for you. 
m acloiowledge you were mighty 
successful as a lawyer, but in poli¬ 
tics, you’re nothing but a novice. 

NOLAN C^esentful). Am D 
(^Doorhell.) 


KiNNicoTT (severely). Daughterl 
What are you doing here? 

SLADE. Came to have my picture 
painted. What are you? 

KINNICOTT. Your coming here at this 
time is most inopportune, daughter. 
We are here on business. 

SLADE Cmischievously). I can im¬ 
agine! 

NOLAN. I’m very glad you came, 
Slade. I want you to meet the woman 
whom your father has just been ac¬ 
cusing of the most reprehensible 
crimes! 


KINNICOTT. Just look back a bit, 
that’s all—I’ve had to push and bol¬ 
ster you to get you where you are. 

NOLAN C^esperately). I know—I 
have every reason to be grateful to 
you—that’s the worst of it. 

(minnie enters and crosses to hall 
door. Both men turn and watch to 
see who it is that is calling.) 


SLADE. I’m pretty anxious to get a 
load of her myself. (Looks ahoiit flic 
room taking it in and then sits on 
the left end of the sofa helow the 
piano) Nice lay-out. Gee, I wish I 
were artistic. What a lucky gal she 
is! A paint-brush and an easel and 
she can set up shop anywhere in the 
world. That’s independence for you! 
Gosh! (Skc looks about, admiring 
and envious.) 


MINNIE (^speaking to someone at the 
door). Ja, Fraulein? 

SLADE (off stage). Is Miss Froude 
in? 

MINNIE. Nein, Fraulein. 

SLADE Centering). Well, I’ll just 
wait. (sLADE KINNICOTT js a good- 
looking, dark, high-spirited girl, a 
rather inspiriting and healthy exam¬ 
ple of the generation growing up on 
D. H. Lawrence. To her father and 
NOLAN as she crosses downstage be¬ 
tween them) Hello. 

kolan. Slade! 


KINNICOTT. Why must you come 
here to get your picture painted? We 
have tolerable good artists in Knox¬ 
ville. 

SLADE. Well, if you must know I’m 
very keen to have a heart-to-heart 
talk with my fiance’s old girl. Natu¬ 
ral, isn’t it? 

KINNICOTT. No, it isn’t natural! 

NOLAN (crosses angrily to window 
and back toward kinnicott and sits 
down on stool right near sofa on 
which SLADE and her father are sit¬ 
ting). This is what you get for telling 
Her, Orrin. 
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SLADE. If you think I didn’t suspect to Make National Figures 


something was up ever since Froude 
arrived here, you don t know your 
little bride. Maybe I haven’t been 
watching the clouds gather on that 
classic brow! Where is my rival? 
Don’t tell me she’s holding up two 
big shots like you two boys. 

;;inn:cott. Slade, this is no time 
. . , please leave us before she comes. 

SLADE. Not I! Just my luck; when a 
stor)' is going to come out which has 
something in it J want to read, you 
two killjoys are going to suppress it! 

NOLAN. This isn’t exactly a joke, you 
know, Slade. . . . 


there’s a title for you! 

kinnicott. Slade, you’re talking too 
much! Shut up! 

NOLAN (rises and moves stool toward 
them a hit). No, she isn’t at all. . . , 
(To slade) If your interest in me 
requires the artificial stimulus of an 
episode that happened twenty years 


ago 


SLADE. I mean it. 


• • « 


SLADE (leaning toward him). It re¬ 
quires something. . . . 

NOL/'N (leaning closer toward her. 
The three heads are now close to¬ 
gether, kinnicott’s in the center). 
Does it? 


KiNNicoiT (saf/l)0- I*ve spoiled you, 
Slade—r\'c been too easy with 
you. . . . 

I 

SLADE. At least I hope you’ll buy the 
imiiHScripf. My God, father, I’m cu¬ 
rious. Can’t you understand that? 
I want to find out what Leander 
’vas like before he became ambitious. 
I‘\'e a right to know! This stor)^ 
might hurt you with the voters in 
Tennessee, Leander, but it’s given 
me a kick out of vou I didn’t know 
\sas there! How' did she make you, 
Leander- that’s what I’d like to 
know. You've been pretw unap¬ 
proachable to me but I sort of took 
it for granted National Figures we :e 
like that. Also I’d gotten to the 
point when 1 was going to suggest 
that wc break our engagement, but 
this little incident revives my inter¬ 
est, 

NOLAN (farions). Indeed! 

SLADE. Yes indeed. Wlierc is this 
uoman? What is that secret? How 


SLADE. It does. We were getting so 
that conversation, when we were 
alone, was rather difficult. 

(nolan starts to argue.) 

KINNICOTT (pushes them apart). 
Children! Children! 

NOLAN. We’re not children! (To 
slade) If our relationship is so— 

SLADE. Tenuous . . . ? 

NOLAN. . . . Tliat it requires artifi* 

cinl . . . 

SLADE. Respiration . . . ? 

NOLAN. If it's as bad as that then 1 
think perhaps we’d both better • • ■ 

SLADE. Call it a day? .. • You’ll need 
me in the Senate, Leander, to fill 
the gaps when you get hung up 
a speech. Consider carefully what 
you are discarding. . . * 
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NOLAN. If that is the case I tell you 
solemnly we’d better separate now. 

SLADE Onock tragedy). Father, Le- 
ander is giving your daughter the 
air. Do something! 

KINNICOTT. I don’t blame him for 
being irritated. You should not be 
here. Please go home. 

SLADE (lights cigarette). Don’t wor¬ 
ry, dad. ril get him back. 

KINNICOTT. This is a bad mess, Le- 
ander. And I must tell you frankly 
that I don’t altogether approve of 
your attitude . . . 

NOLAN, And I must tell you frankly 
that I don’t approve of yours, . . , 

KINNICOTT. Is that so! 

NOLAN. I don’t like your tone in 
speaking of a woman with whom at 
one time I had a relation of the ten- 
derest emotion—for whom I still have 
a high regard. . . , 

KINNICOTT. That’s evident anyway! 

NOLAN. When you apply to such a 
woman the terms you used before 
Slade came in, when you impute to 
her motives so base, you cast an equal 
reflection on my judgment and my 
character, . . . 

SLADE. And that, pop, is l^se-majest6. 

NOLAN. And it may be perfectly true, 
Slade, that knowing Miss Froude 
has spoiled me for the flippant mod¬ 
ernisms with which you study. . . . 

SLADE. I’m dying to ask her one 
thing: when you made love to her 
in the old days did it always sound 
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like a prepared speech on tariff 
schedules? 

KINNICOTT. This is getting us no¬ 
where. . . . 

SLADE. Well, dad, what do you eX' 
pect? Leander and I have broken oui 
engagement since I came into this 
room. That's progress, isn’t it? 

KINNICOTT. Your coming here at this 
time was most unfortunate. 

SLADE. Leander doesn't think so. 
Oronically) He's free now to pur¬ 
sue the lady for whom he still has a 
high regard. (Rises) Are we no 
longer engaged, Leander? 

NOLAN. That’s not for me to say. 

SLADE (rises and shakes hands with 
nolan). Gentleman to the last! And 
at the very moment— 

KINNICOTT (in despair—speaks as 
SLADE starts to speak). Slade, if you 
would only go home! 

SLADE (^crosses left). Just at the very 
moment when I was saying to my¬ 
self: Well, if a brilliant and beauti¬ 
ful woman who has played footie 
with royalty in the capitals of the 
world loved him, mavbe there's a 
secret charm in him that I’ve over¬ 
looked—just when I was saying that 
and preparing to probe and discover, 
(Lightly) he gives me the air. (Sits 
on sofa left) By God, Orrin, there’s 
life for you. (Bell rings) Ah, that 
must be my rival! (nolan gets up 
and fixes his tie, expecting marion. 
jBi(t it is KURT who comes in. He 
faces them. He is in a white heat of 
anger.) 

KURT. Well, gentleman. I'm not sur¬ 
prised to find you here! (Drops hat 

A 
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on model stand and comes down- 
Stage leftj 

NOLAN (about to introduce kinni- 
cott). How do you do, Mr. Kurt 
. . . this is. . . • 

KURT. I can guess who it is. I can 
auess why you’re here. Having failed 
to intimidate me you are here to in¬ 
timidate Miss Froude. (slade rises, 
excited by this tempest} Well,^ I 
can advise you that you will fail with 

her too. 

NOLAN. This is his usual style, Orrin. 
Don’t mind him. 

KURT. I have just come from my ofhee 
where I have been informed by Mr. 
jNjefE— (slade stands heloxc kurt 
—just behind him—matching him} 
ivhoni you doubtless know, Mr. 
Kinnicott-that I could decide be¬ 
tween publishing Miss Froude s story 
or oiving up my job. I invited him to 
go'^to hell. Tliat invitation I now 
cordially extend to you two gentle¬ 
men. 

SLADE. Why doesn t somebody in¬ 
troduce me to this interesting young 
man? (She comc.s loienrd bin/. kURT 
is emWressed. but covers it in a 
gruff manner. He has actually not 
been aware of her in the room.} 

KURT. I’m sorry—I—1 didn t know. 

slade. Why are you sort)'? I’m Slade 
Kinnicott. (She gives him her hand. 
He takes it, limply.} 

kurt. Alright—alright. (He is dis¬ 
armed and feels, suddenly, rather 
foolish.} 

slade. Lcander, why have you kept 
me apart from this young man? 


kurt. I’m sorry—I . . . 

SLADE. Nonsense. What’s youj 
name? 

kurt. Richard Kurt. 

SLADE. Go to it— (Twms him toward 
others.} 

kinnicott Citnpressively—interpos¬ 
ing between them}. You’re being 
very foolish, young man. 

KURT (crosses toward them—to right 
of model stand}. Possibly. 

NOLAN. You can’t argue with him. 
I’ve tried it. He’s a fanatic. 

KURT. But if you ask me I thini 
you’re being very foolish. 

KINNICOTT (ivlio ivonts to find out 

what’s in kurt’s mind). Are we? 
How do you figure that, young man? 

SLADE (parroting—crosses and sits on 
model stand. She is having a won- 
derfid time}. Yes, how! 

KINNICOTT. Oh, hush your mouth. 

KURT. Because I’m going to publish 
Miss Froude’s book myself. And I 
promise vou that it’ll be the best- 
advertised first book that’s come out 
in a long time. 

SLADE. Thank God! Will you send 
me the advance sheets? I’ll make it 
worth your while, Mr. Kurt. 

KINNICOTT. I can see you are an ex¬ 
tremely impulsive young man. Have 
you ever inquired, may I ask . . . ? 

SLADE (edges a hit closer to kurt). 
This is going to be dangerous! Look 
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out, Richard. . . , (nolan sits on 
stool, disgusted with slade.) 

KiNNicoTT ^smoothly'). Have you in¬ 
quired into the penalties for libel, 
Mr. Kurt? 

KURT. Libel! You’re going to sue me 
for libel, are you? 


Is this Mr. Kinnicott? (He boit's) 
I’m so glad to see you. (The) shake 
hands^ I'm so sorry to be late. 
(Wm’es hello to nolan) Hello, 

• 

SLADE (this is too much for her). Oh, 
my God—BUNNY! (She sits, over¬ 
come.') 



KINNICOTT Qsame voice). Yes. You 
and Miss Froude both . . , yes. . . . 


KURT. Well, you just go ahead and 
try it, that’s all I can tell you. Go 
ahead and sue. (Crosses to above 


nolan) It’ll put Mr. Nolan in 
charming position before those wori: 
constituents of his, won’t it? Qt 
eludes both nolan and kinnicott 
Go ahead and sue, both of you—su 
year heads off ... I I promise th 
two of you I’ll gi\'e you the fight 0 
your lives! 


SLADE (delighted). Good for you, 
Richard! 

(marion cojwes in. She wears a long 
red velvet coat, and a little red cap 
stuck on the side of her golden head 
she looks a little like Portia. She 
is at the top of her form.) 


MARION (to nolan). I’m so sorry . .. 

nolan (glaring at slade). It’s all 
right, Marion! 

MARION. Has Minnie given you tea? 
I’ll just. . . Minnie! (minnie enters) 
Tea, Minnie, please. . . . (To the 
men) Or cocktails—highballs . . . ? 

kinnicott. I never drink alcoholic 
mixtures. 


nolan (asserting his independence). 
I’ll have a highball! 

O 


kinnicott. I must tell you, Leander, 
that I do not approve— 


nolan. 

straight! 



have 


two whiskies 


MARION (beaming with hospitality). Highball for you. 

Well! How nice! Minnie! Kinnicott? 


KURT (goes upstage to right of 
marion). This chivalrous gentle¬ 
man has just been proposing to sue 
you for libel—he considers . . . 

SLADE (who rises and stands just be¬ 
low the model stand). I’m Slade 
Kinnicott. 


SLADE. Thanks. 

marion. I’ll fix them myself, Minnie. 
Just bring us some tea, Minnie. 

kinnicott. Nor do I wish any tea. 

KURT (crosses down left). Nor do I. 


MARION (crosses downstage to her 
and they shake hands over the model 
stand). How very nice of vou to 
come! (Turns and faces kinnicott) 


MARION. Do you mind if I have a 
cup? Do sit down. Miss Kinnicott. A 
tiring day. . . . (slade sits on 
model stand, marion goes up to rear 
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jup of tea— 

MINNIE. Ja, Fraulein. (Remember- 
tjjg) A telegram for you, Fraulein. 


MINNIE exits left.) Thank you, 
Minnie. 

SLADE. You’re very lovely. 


MARION. Oh, thank you, Minnie, 
just put it there on the table, (min- 
nie leaves the telegram on the table 
rear of the sofa left and then exits 
left. MARION removes her coat and 
nat and crosses to rear of piano and 
itarts to mix the highballs^ Now 
;hcn! What is all this nice cheerful 
talk about a libel suit? That’s what 
they’re always having in England, 
isn’t it, on the least provocation. It’s 
v\'hen you’ve circulated a lie about 
someone—defamed someone mali¬ 
ciously—isn’t it? Bunny! (S/ie gives 
NOLAN kis tu’O drinks. He takes them 
and returns to his position, marion 
picks 2 ip the other glass and crosses 
with it to slade) Now then—whom 
ha\’e I defamed? 


MARION. Thank you, my dear. 

SLADE. I can’t tell you how curious 
I’ve been about you—I— 

kinnicott. This is all very well— 
but Fm a busy man . . - 

MARION (looks at KINNICOTT as shc 

crosses and sits right of slade. A mo¬ 
ment, then MARION speaks'). It seems 
so strange to see you with all youi 
clothes on. It seems a pity—as an 
artist I must say it seems a pity—to 
conceal that wonderful chest de¬ 
velopment that I’ve admired so often 
in The Body Beautiful. 

kinnicott. That’s neither here not 
there. 


KURT. You’ve defamed the Honor¬ 
able Mr. Nolan! 

MARION (hands drink to slade). 
Have 1? Oh, I am tired. . . . (She 
sits on sofa) Sit by me, won’t you, 
Miss Kinnicott? 

SLADE (seiiHtcriiig over). Thanks. 
(She sits by marion on the sofa.) 

MARION. You’re very pretty. . . . 

SLADE (jjiore u-’fln?d}')- Thanks! 

MARION. Bunny, I congratulate you. 
I’ve heard so much about you, Nliss 
Kinnicott. And I think it’s very gra¬ 
cious of vou to come and see me. If 
Bunny lets me I'd like to paint you— 
(minnie enters) and give you the 
portrait for a wedding-present. (She 
rises and crosses to above model stand 


MARION (this is almost an aside to 
slade). It seems to me that it’s de¬ 
cidedly there, (marion and slade 
/fiiigh quietly together.) 

kinnicott. Slade, you’ve upset every¬ 
thing by coming here. . . . 

(kurt comes fouvard. He has been 
eaten up with irritation that the 
superb indignation he felt should 
have been so dissipated by this cas¬ 
cade of small talk. He can stand it 
no longer.) 

KURT (crosses to right of model 
stand). If you understood better 
what these gentlemen mean to 
do. , . ! 

NOLAN (protests). It wasn’t my ideal 

KURT. You wouldn’t be quite so 
friendly, Marion. - . . 
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MARION, i couldn’t possibly be un¬ 
friendly to anyone so frank—and— 
and gladiatorial—as Mr. Kinnicott. 

KURT Cfttrious at her for not letting 
hi?n launch into it). A libel suit . . . ! 

MARION. Oh, yes! A libel suit! It 
sounds so cozy. Sit down, won’t you? 
(kinnicott sits on stool} A libel 
suit. Now then—what shall it be 
about? 

KUPT. The Honorable Nolan is go¬ 
ing to sue you for libel. . . . 

NOLAN, ril punch your head if you 
say that again. ... 

KURT. On the assumption that when 
yoc say in your story that you and he 
were lovers you are lying and defam¬ 
ing his character! 

MARION. Dear Bunny, you must want 
to be a Senator very very badly! 

NOLAN (in despair}, I never said it, 

I tell you! 

MARION. As a matter of fact, how 
could 1 prove it? Come to think of 
it, are there any letters? Did you 
ever write to me, Bunny? 

NOLAN. I don’t remember. 

MARION. I don’t think you ever did. 
You see—we were always—during 
that dim brief period of your youth 
—we were always so close—letters 
were hardly necessary, were they? 
Did I ever send you any letters, 
Bunny? 

NOLAN. I don’t remember, I tell you. 

MARION. Neither do 1. You might 
look around in old trunks and places 


and see if you can find some old let¬ 
ters of an affectionate nature—I’d 
love to read them—they’d probably 
make wonderful reading now. Why 
is it that the things one writes when 
one’s young always sounds so fool- 
ish aftenvards? Has that ever oc 
curred to you, Mr. Kinnicott? 

KINNICOTT. I don’t admit the fact. 
MARION. No. 

KINNICOTT. No. I was looking over 
some old editorials of mine written 
in the depression of 1907 and they're 
just as apropos today. I haven’t 
changed my ideas in twenty-five 
years. 

MARION. Haven’t you really? How 
very steadfast. Now if the world 
were equally changeless, how con¬ 
sistent that would make you. (To 
kurt) Well, there isn’t any docu¬ 
mentary evidence. 

kurt. It doesn’t matter. . . . 

KINNICOTT. As I said before, this is 
getting us nowhere. Don’t you think, 
Miss Froude, that the only way we 
can settle this is by ourselves? (She 
smiles at him} I can see you’re a 
sensible woman. 

MARION. I am very sensible. 

KINNICOTT. And you and I can settle 
this matter in short order. 

KURT. You don’t have to talk to him 
at all if you don’t want to. 

MARION (smiling at kinnicott). 
But I’d lov'e to. I’ve ahvavs wanted 
to meet Mr Kinnicott. There are 
some questions I want very much 
to ask him. (To the others') You can 
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all wait in my bedroom. Its fairly 
(idv, I think. 

SLADE (to KURT — Rises, cTosses to 
him'). Why don’t you take me for 
a walk, Richard? 

MARION (as KURT hesitatcs). Do 

that, Dickie. A walk'll do you good. 
NOLAN. What'll I do? 

MARION (as if it were another dil¬ 
emma). You wait in my bedroom. 
(Aware suddenly of the proprieties) 
No—in Minnie’s bedroom. It’s just 
ne.xt to the kitchen. 

NOLAN (defiantly). I will! (He exits 
into bedroom.) 

KURT (sidky—he doesn't quite like 
the liirti affairs have taken). We'll 
be back in ten minutes. 

SI ADE (os they go out). You can’t 
tell, Richard, (slade and kurt 
exit.) 

(marion draws a deep breath. She 
assumes at once with kinnicott the 
air of tiro equals, mature people 
talking freely to each other after 
they've gotten rid of the children.) 

MARION (they cross to sofa left). 

Now we can talk! It’s funnv—I feel 

# 

we’ve put the children to bed and 
can have a quiet talk after a lot of 
chatter. 

kinnicott. Same here! 

MARION. Please sit doum. (They 
do.) 

KINNICOTT. I feel surc vou and I can 
come to an undcrstancfing. 

MARION. I'm sure wc can. 


KINNICOTT. Now then, about this 
little matter of the story— You won’t 
mind if I speak very frankly to 
you. . . . ? 

MARION. Not at all. 

KINNICOTT. You sce, Miss Froude.,, 

MARION. Oh, call me Marion. Every¬ 
body does. 

KINNICOTT. Thanks. Call me Orrin. 

MARION. Alright, I'll try. Not a very 
usual name. Orrin. Fits you. Strong. 
Rugged strength. 

KINNICOTT. Thank you. 

MARION. You’re welcome. What were 
you going to say when I interrupted 
vou? You w'ere going to say some¬ 
thing. . . . 

KINNICOTT. I was going to say— 
you're not at all what I e.xpected to 
meet. 

MARION. No? \\^at did you think 
I'd be like? Tell me—I’d love to 
know. 

KINNICOTT. Well, you’re kind of 

0 

homey—you know—folksy . . . 

MARION. Folksy. (Smiles) After all, 
there's no reason I shouldn’t be, is 
there? I’m just a small-town girl 
from Tennessee. I sometimes w^onder 
at myself—how I ever sot so far 

^ O 

away. . . . 

KINNICOTT eposifirely) Metabolism! 

MARION. I beg your pardon. . . . 

KINNICOTT. T always say—take most 
of the bad men and most of the loo^e 
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women and correct their metabolism 
and you’ll correct them. 

MARioPT. Really? 

kinjNICOTT ^seriously'). Absolutely. 
Trouble with our penology experts— 
so-called—is that they’re psychologists 
—so-called—when they should be 
physiologists. 

MARION. That is very interesting in¬ 
deed. Have you ever written any¬ 
thing about thatf 

KiNNicoTT. Off and on. 

MARION. Any definitive work I mean? 

KINNICOTT. Tm considering doing 
that right now. 

MARION. Oh, I do wish you would! 
it’s extraordinary how little one 
knows about one’s own body, isn’t it? 
I get so impatient of myself sometimes 
-of my physical limitations. My 
mind is seething with ideas but I 
haven’t the physical energy to go on 
working. I tire so quickly—and often 
for no apparent reason. Why is that, 
Mr. Kinnicott? 

KINNICOTT. Defective— 

(She says at same time with him.) 

MARION—KINNICOTT. Mctabolism! 

KINNICOTT. Tell me— 

MARION. What? 

KINNICOTT. Do you eat enough 
roughage? 

MARION. I don’t know, offhand. 

KINNICOTT (firmly). Well, you 
should know! 
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MARION. As I say, Orrin—cne is so 
ignorant of these fundamental things. 

KINNICOTT Cdefniitcly aware now oj 
MARION as a personal possibility). 
1 can see this, Clarion—if you’d mei 
me—instead of Leandcr—when you 
^vere a young girl—you’d have been 
a different woman. 

MARION. Tm sure I would. Imaoinc 

O 

—with one’s metabolism disciplined 
early in life—how far one could go. 

KINNICOTT (confidentially offerinp 
her hope). It’s not too late! 

MARION. Isn’t it? 

KINNICOTT. Er. . . . (He drops 
voice still lower) What are you de 
ing tomorrow evenin’? 

MARION. I— Tm free. 

KINNICOTT (same voice). Will you 
have dinner with me? 

MARION. I'd be delighted. 

kinnicoti. Fine! Then we can go 
over this little matter of the story and 
Leander quietly. Leander isn’t strong 

on tact. . . . 

MARION, You know, some men aren’t. 

kinnicott. You and I can make a 
friendly adjustment. 

MARION. What fun! (They chuckle.) 

kinnicott. What time shall wf 
meet? Say seven-thirty? 

MARION. Let's say eight ... do voj 
mind? 


KINNICOTT. My apartment? 
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wiARioN. If vou like 
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MARION (os MINNIE enters). It's too 


AiNNicoTT. Here’s my card with the 
address. It’s a roof apartment. I'm a 
widower. 

MARION. Irresistible combination! 
KiNNicoTT. By the way— 

MARION. What? 

KINNICOTT. Don’t mention our little 
date for tomorrow evenin’ to Le- 
ander. 

MARION (rising). No, I agree with 
you. I don’t think that would be wise. 

KINNICOTT (^nodding trustingly — 
^ises). Fine! At seven-thirty? 

MARION. No—no. Eight. 

lONNicoTT. Oh yes . . . eight. (A 
moment's pause. He visibly preens he- 
fore her, buttoning his beautifully’ 
fitting frock coat across his heroic 
chest.) 

MARION (approving). Wonderful! 
Wonderful! 

xiNNicoTT (going toward bedroom. 
To her). Do you mind if I . . . 
Leander . . . 

MARION. Not at all. 

KINNICOTT. ni take the load ofF his 
mind. 

(He goes out. She can't heliex'e it. 
The xvhole situation is so fafitastic. 
She flings off her little red cap and 
shaking with laughter collapses on 
the couch, minnie comes in to clear 
up the tea’tJungs.) 


good to be true, Minnie. . . , 

MINNIE. Vat is too good to be true? 

MARION. I must ■write some of it 
down before I forget it . . . (The 
bell again, marion gets up to make 
notes on her script) —A widower’s 
penthouse— (With an irritated sigh 
MINNIE goes out to answer bell. 
MARION sits at desk jotting notes very 
fast. SLADE and kurt come in. kurt 
is morose, marion gets up to greet 
them) Well, children? 

SLADE. That walk was a total loss 

MARION (latighing). What did you 
expect? 

SLADE. Well, a little encouragement 
—just a soupfon . . . 

MARION. Dickie’s very serious. 

SLADE. How did you come out with 
dad? 

MARION. Wonderful! I’m crazy about 
him! 

SLADE. But he got you to renege on 
the story' . . . 

MARION. Well, he thinks so. How¬ 
ever, we’re going to discuss it to¬ 
morrow evenin’, 

SLADE. Thought he’d date you up— 
could tell by the way he eyed 
you. . . . 

MARION. He’s going to teach me how 
to li\'C in a state of virtuous metabo¬ 
lism. 

SLADE. Ob! Don’t you believe it! 
Dad’s an aw'ful old chaser. 
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f.fARiON Qrather shocked'). Slade! slade. You’re independent. You’re 

—yourself. You can do anything you 
SLADE (^amused). Are you shocked? like. 


MARION. You make me feel a little 
old-fashioned, (kurt is intensely irri¬ 
tated by this conversation.) 

KURT. Where are they? 

MARION. They're in there sitting on 
Minnie's bed. Orrin is probably tell- 
ing Bunny that ever^'thing’ll be all 
right. 

SLADE (sits left of Marion). Mar¬ 
ion. . . . 

MARION. Yes. . . . 

SLADE. WTiat is there about Bunny 
you can’t help liking? 

(^Utterly disgusted, kurt goes to sofa 
dou'n left and sits staring moodily 
into a gloomily-tinted future.) 

MARION. He's a dear—there's some 
thing very touching about Bunny- 
sweet . . . 

SLADE. Were you in love with him 
once? 

MARION. Yes. 

SLADE. Are you in love with him 
now? 

MARION. No. 

SLADE (in a whisper). Are you in 
love with—someone else? 

MARION (fl moment’s pause). Yes. 

SLADE. 1 thought you were. He's mad 
about you.— I en\'y you, Marion. 

MARION. Do you? Why? 


MARION. Yes, I know. But it’s pos¬ 
sible one can pay too much for inde 
pendence. I’m adrift. Sometimes— 
) ou know what seems to me the most 
heavenly thing—the only thing—for 
a woman? Marriage, children- the 
dear boundaries of routine . . . 

SLADE. If you had married Bunny he 
would’ve given ’em to you. He’s'still 
in love with you, but he doesn’t quite 
know it. Shall I tell him? 

MARION (parrying). What are yoi. 
talking about? 

SLADE. I wish we could change 
places, Marion. You can with me but 
I can’t with you. 

(kinnicott and nolan come in from 
the bedroom, kinnicott is at his 
most oleaginous.) 

KINNICOTT (to kurt). Well, youDg 
man! Over your little temper? 

kurt. No, I’m not over it! What 
makes you think I’m over it? 

KINNICOTT. Well, well, well! As far 
as I’m concerned there are no hard 
feelings. I’m going to call up your 
employer myself when I get home 
and tell him, that as far as you are 
concerned, to let bygones be bygones. 
Can't do more than that, can I? 

KURT. To what do I owe this gen¬ 
erosity? 

KINNICOTT. To the fact that in Mis^ 

Froude you have a most gracious 
friend and interceptor. (He gives 
MARION a gallant, old-South how) 
Miss Froude—this has been a very 
great pleasure. 
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MARION (rises-with an answering 

houO- Thank you! (slade also 
rises.) 

KiNNicoTT (giving her his hand). 
Auf wicdersehen. 

MARION. Auf wiedersehen. Ich kann 
cs kaum crwartcn! 

kinnicott (preteTiding to under- 
<tcwd). Yes, oh, yes, yes, of course! 
(To sj.AD^) Come, Slade. (He goes 
to hall door.) 

SLAUE. All right, dad. (To nolan) 
Coming—Bunnv? 

NOLAN. Well, yes—I’m coming. 

SLADE (fo nolan). You want to 
stav. Whv don’t you? 

KINNICOTT (quickly marshaling his 
little /olfoii’ing icitk a military pre¬ 
cision). I think Leandcr had better 
come with us— 

SLADE (to MARION). 

Marion. 

MARION (to slade). Good'bye, Slade. 
(They shake hands) Come to see me. 

SLADE. Thanks, I will. 

KINNICOTT (smiles at marion). Miss 
Froude! (Boms to marion m/io re¬ 
turns his horn) Come, daughter. 
Come, Lcander. (To kurt) Good- 
hve, voung man. No hard feelings. 
^KURT glares at him. kinnicott 
Tgain boms to marion) Miss Froude! 
(marion is startled into still a third 
how. He calls without looking hack) 
Come. Slade! Leander!! 

BLADE (os she exits). Bunny! 


NOLAN (Ii«gers an instant then 
crosses to marion). Fll be back. 

MARION. When? 

NOLAN. In a few minutes. All right? 

MARION, ni be in. (He goes out 
qjtickly. MARION is in wonderful 
spirits. She rtins to KURT and throws 
her arms around him) Oh, Dickie. 
That Orrin! That Orrin! 

KURT. What did you say to him that 
put him in such good spirits? 

MARION. F.verything I said put him 
in good spirits. I can't wait for to¬ 
morrow evenin'. I can't wait for that 
dinner. It’ll probably consist entirely 
of roughage—just imagine! He's the 
quaintest man I ever met in my life. 
He’s too good to be true. (Sits right 

of KURT.) 

KURT. Well, he may be quaint to you 
but to me he’s a putrescent old hypo¬ 
crite and I don’t see how you can 
bear to have him come near you, say 
less 20 to dinner with him! 

MARION (sobered by his intensity). 
You’re so merciless in your judg- 
ments, Dickie. You quite frighten 
me sometimes—you do really. 

KURT. And so do you me. 

MARION. I do? That’s absurd! 

KURT. You do. It’s like thinking a 
person fastidious and exacting and 
finding her suddenly . . . 

MARION. Gross— indiscriminatiijg? 

KURT (bluntly)* Yesl 



BIOGRAPHY 


MARION. You know, Dickie, I adore 
you and Fm touched by you and I 
love you but I’d hate to live in a 
country where you were Dictator. It 
would be all right while you loved 
me but when you stopped. . . . 

KURT. It wouldn’t make any differ¬ 
ence if I stopped—I shouldn’t be that 
kind of a Dictator . . . 

MARION (glances at him. Almost 
sadlyO. I see you've thought of 

it. . . . 

KURT (inexorahlyO. What did you 
say to Kinnicott? 

MARION. Your manner is so—inquisi¬ 
torial. I haven’t been able to get used 
to it. 

KURT (angry and jealous'). I heard 
you tell Nolan to come back too . . . 
How do you think I feel? 

MARION. Dickie! 

KURT. Wffien Nolan sat there and 
told me he had been your lover, I 
felt like socking him. Even when 
we’re alone together, I can’t forget 
that ... yet you encourage him, 
and Kinnicott— My God, Marion, 
you seem to like these people! 

MARION. I certainly like Slade. 

KURT. Well I don’t. She’s conceited 
and overbearing. Thinks she can 
have anything she likes because she’s 
Orrin Kinnicott’s daughter. 

MARION. That’s where you’re wrong. 
She’s a nice girl—and she’s unhappy. 

KURT (hitterly). Maladjusted, I sup¬ 
pose! 
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MARION. Dickie, Dickie, Dickie! 
Studying you, I can see why so many 
movements against injustice become 
such absolute—tyrannies. 

KURT. That beautiful detachment 
again. . . . (He is white with fury. 
He hates her at this moment.) 

MARION (with a little laugh). You 
hate me, don’t you . . . ? 

KURT. Yes! Temporizing with these 
. . . ! Yes ...II hate you. (S/ie 
says nothing, sits there Looking at 
him) These people flout you, they 
insult you in the most flagrant way. 
God knows Fm not a gentleman, but 
it horrifies me to think of the insuf¬ 
ferable arrogance of their attitude 
toward you ... as if the final insult 
to their pride and their honor could 
only come from the discovery that 
this stuffed shirt Nolan had once 
been your lover! The blot on the im¬ 
maculate Tennessee scutcheon! Why, 
it’s the God-damndest insolence I 
ever heard of. And yet you flirt and 
curry favor and bandy with them. 
And you’re amused—always amused! 

MARION. Yes. I am amused. 

KURT. I can’t understand such . . . ! 

MARION. Of course you can’t. That’s 
the difference—one of the differences 
—between 25 and 35! 

KURT. If the time ever comes when 
Fm amused by what I should hate, I 
hope somebody shoots me. What did 
you tell Kinnicott? 

MARION. Nothing. Simply nothing. 

I saw no point in having a scene with 
him so I inquired into his favorite 
subject. He gave me health hints. 
He thinks tomorrow night he will 
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cajole me-tlirough the exercise of 
his great personal cliann—into giving 
up my plan to publish. 

KURT. Well, why didn’t you tell him 
right out that you w'ouldn’t? 

MARION. Because I wanted to avoid 
a scene. 

KURT. You can’t always avoid scenes. 
That’s the trouble with you—you 
expect to go through life as if it were 
a beautifully-lit drawing room with 
modulated voices making polite chat¬ 
ter. Life isn’t a drawing room ... 1 

MARION. I have—once or twice—sus¬ 
pected it. 

KURT (rises). What the devil are you 
afraid of, anyway? I had a scene to¬ 
day in the office and I was prepared 
for one here—until vou let me 
down— 

MARION (lightly). Prepared? I think 
you were eager. . . . 

KURT. What if I was! It’s in your be¬ 
half, isn’t it? 

MARION. Is it? But you forget, Dickie. 
\fou’re a born martyr. I’m not. I think 
ihe most uncomfortable thing about 
martyrs is that they look down on 
people who aren’t. (Thinks—looks 
at him) As a matter of fact, Dickie, 
I don’t really understand. Why do 
you insist so on this stort^? Why is 
it so important—now wouldn’t it bo 
better to give it up? 

KURT. Give it up! 

MARION. Yes. 

KURT. You’d give it up* 


MARION. Why not? 

KURT (_oheying a sudden man^c im¬ 
pulse). After all this—after all I’ve—1 
Oh, yes, of course! Then you could 
marry Nolan and live happily for¬ 
ever after. And be amused. Good-bye! 
(He rushes up center, grabs his hat 
from the siand as he passes it, and 
continues on out the door.) 

MARION (rises and runs after him). 
Dickie! 

KURT (going out the door). Good¬ 
bye! 

MARION. Dickie! Dickie! (The 
door slams, marion u^alks hack into 
the room. A pause. She stands still 
for a moment; she shakes her head. 

. . . She is very distressed and sad¬ 
dened and a deep unhappiness is 
gnawing in her heart, an awareness 
of the vast, uncrossahle deserts be¬ 
tween the souls of human beings. 
She makes a little helpless gesture 
with her hands, 7Hurmuring to her¬ 
self) Poor Dickie! Poor bov! (In 
its Italian folder the manuscript of 
her hook is lying on the piano before 
her. She picks if rip—she gives the 
effect of weighing the script in her 
hand. Slowly, as if in a trance, she 
walks with the script to the Franklin 
stoi’e downstage left and sits before 
it on a little stool. She opens the 
7nanu$cript and then the isinglass 
door of the stove. The light from be¬ 
hind it glows Oft her face. She looks 
again down on her manuscript, at 
this morsel of her recorded past. She 
tears out a 'page or hvo and puts them 
info the fire. A moment and she has 
put the entire script info the stove 
and she sits there watching its crema¬ 
tion. The doorbell rings. As minnie 
comes in to answer it, she shifts ihe 
door of the stove (?i(ickly.'^ 
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MARION. It*s probably Mr. Nolan. 
(minnib goes owt. marion makes a 
visible effort to shake herself out of 
her mood, nolan comes in followed 
by MINNIE who crosses stage and 
goes in the bedroom left, nolan i< 
excited and distrait.) 

NOLAN. Hello, Marion. . . . 

MARION. Hello, Bunny dear. 

NOLAN Cs'parring for time). Excuse 
me for rushing in on you like this 
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NOLAN (sits). When Orrin told me 
what you’d done—that you wero 
going to give up the story. . . . 

MARION. But I— 

NOLAN. He said he was sure he could 
get you to do it. It all came over me 
—your generosity—your wonderful 
generosity. 

MARION (beyond words). Oh, 
Bunny! (Sits. She is in a sort of 
laughing des'pair. He hardly notices 
her attitude. He rushes on.) 


MARION. I’ve been expecting you. 

NOLAN. That’s right! I told you I was 
coming back, didn’t P . . . 

MARION. You did—yes. 

NOLAN. I must have known—I must 
have felt it—what would happen. 
. . . Marion . . . 


MARION. Bunny dear, you’re all 
worked up. Won’t you have a high¬ 
ball? ^ 


NOLAN. No, thanks. Marion. . . . 
MARION. YeSj Bunny , . . 

NOLAN. I’ve done it! 


NOLAN. I realized in that moment 
that in all this time—since I’d been 
seeing you—I'd been hoping you 
wouldn’t give up the story, that you 
would go through with it, that my 
career would go to smash. . . . 

MARION (faintly). Bunny. . . . 

NOLAN. I saw then that all this— 
ivhich I’d been telling mvself I 
wanted—Slade, a career, Washing¬ 
ton, public life—all of it—that I didn’t 
want it, that I was sick at the pros¬ 
pect of it—that I wasn’t up to it, 
that I was scared to death of it. 1 
saw all that—and I told her—I told 
Slade. . . . 

MARION. You did! 

NOLAN. Yes. 


MARION. You’ve done what? 

NOLAN. I’ve broken with Slade. I’ve 
broken with Kinnicott I’ve broken 
wdth all of them. 

MARION. You haven’t! 

NOLAN. Yes! I have! 

MARION. Oh—oh. Bunny! 


MARION. What did she say? 

NOLAN. She said she knew it. She’s 
clever, that girl. She’s cleverer than 
I am. She’s cleverer than you are. 
I’m afraid of her cleverness. I’m un 
comfortable wath it. Marion, I know 
I seem stupid and ridiculous to you 
—just a Babbitt—clumsy—but I love 
you, Marion. I always have- never 
anyone else. Let me go with you 
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ivherever you go— QLest she think it 
a ‘'■pro^josition'^ I mean—I want to 
marry you. 

MARION. I’m terribly touched by 
this, Bunny darling, but I can t marry 
you. 

NOLAN. Why not? 


NOLAN (slowly). Do you mean that 
you and he—you don’t mean that 
. . . ? 

MARION. Yes, Bunny. 

NOi.AN (dazed). Are you going to 
marry him? 

MARION. No. 


MARION. If I married you it would 
be for the wrong reasons. And it 
wouldn't be in character really— 
neithei for me—nor for you. Besides 
that, I think you’re wrong about 
Slade. She’s very nice, you know. I 
like her very much. 

NOLAN. I don’t understand her. I 
never will. 

MARION. If you did you’d like her. 
You better have another try. Really, 
Bunny, I wish you would. 

NOLAN. Letting me down easy, aren’t 
vou? 

MARION. It’s Slade’s manner that 
shocks you—her modern—gestures. 
If you really understood me—as you 
think you do—I’d really shock you 
very much, Bunny. 

NOLAN, ni risk it. Marion, my dear¬ 
est Marion, won’t you give me some 

• • • 

MARION (sees she must tell him'). Be¬ 
sides,—I’m in love. 

NOLAN Qstunned). Really! With 
whom? 



MARION. Dickie . . . You see, Bunny 
. . . (He can’t get over this. There 
is a considerable pause) You see, 
Bunny . . . 


NOLAN (he passes his hand over his 
forehead). This is a shock to me, 
Marion. 

MARION (gently). I thought it only 
fair to tell you. 

NOLAN (in a sudden passion). You 
—you. ... (He feels like striking her, 
cojitTols himself with difficulty) Any¬ 
body else but him. . . . ! 

MARION. You see, Bunny. 

NOLAN (after a moment—rises). 
Sorry! Funny, isn’t it? Joke, isn’t it? 

MARION, I’m terribly fond of you, 
Bunny. (Takes his hand) I always 
will be. That kind of tenderness out¬ 
lasts many things. 

NOLAN (blindly). I’ll go on, I sup¬ 
pose. 

MARION. Of course you will! 
(nolan crosses to model stand and 
gets his hat. KURT comes in. There 
is a silence, nolan forces himself to 
look at him. kurt does not meet his 
glance, kurt is white and shaken— 
not in the least truculent) Good-bye. 
Bunny dear. Bunny! 

nolan. Yes, Marion. 

MARION. Will you do me a favor? 

NOLAN. Yes. 
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MARION. Will you please tell Mr. 
Kinnicott for me—that as I’ve been 
called out of town suddenly—I can’t 
dine with him tomorrow night. You 
will see him, won’t you, and you’ll 
fell him? 

NOLAN. Yes. (nolan leaves, A si' 
leuce again. . . . Suddenly kurt 
goes to her, embraces her with a kind 
of hopeless intensity.^ 

KURT (in a whisper, like a child^. 
Please forgive me. . . . 

MARION. Yes. 

KURT. These moods come over me— 
I can’t control myself—afterwards I 
hate myself—it’s because I love you 
so much— I can’t bear to. . . . 

MARION. I know, dear— I know. . . . 

KURT. Fm tom up all the time—tom 
to bits. 

MARION. I know, dear . . . 

KURT. When this is all blown over— 

could we—do vou think . . . 

0 

MARION. What, dear? 

KURT. If we could only go away to¬ 
gether, the two of us—somewhere 
away from people, by ourselves? 

MARION. Why not, Dickie? We can 
go now, if you want to. . . . 

KURT. Now? But you’re crazy. How 
can we possibly leave now—with the 
book. . . . 

MARION. Dickie—I must tell you . . . 
KURT. You must tell me what? 
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MARION. You must be patient—you 
must hear me out for once—you must 
try to understand my point of view. 
(S/ie leads him to sofa left and sit 
beside kijn.) 

KURT. What do you mean? 

MARION. You know, Dickie, I’ve been 
very troubled about you. I’ve been 
sad. I've been sad. 

KURT. I was angry ... I didn't 
mean ... It was just that . . . 

MARION. No, you don’t understand— 
it wasn’t your anger that troubled 
me. It was ourselves—the difference 
between us—not the years alone but 
the immutable difference in tempera¬ 
ment. Your hates frighten me, 
Dickie. These people—poor Bunny, 
that ridiculous fellow Kinnicott—to 
you these rather ineffectual, blunder¬ 
ing people symbolize the forces that 
have hurt you and you hate them. 
But I don’t hate them. I can’t hate 
them. Without feeling it, I can un¬ 
derstand your hate but I can’t bring 
myself to foster it. To you, this book 
has become a emsade. It couldn’t be 
to me. Do you know, Dickie dear— 
and this has made me laugh so to my¬ 
self—that there was nothing in the 
book about Bunny that would ever 
have been recognized by anybody. It 
was an idyllic chapter of first love— 
that’s all—and there was nothing in 
it that could remotely have been con¬ 
nected wath the Bunny that is 
now. . . . 

KURT. So much the better—! Think 
of the spectacle they’ll make of them¬ 
selves—destroyed by laughter. . . . 

MARION. I don’t believe in destruc¬ 
tive campaigns, Dickie . , . outside 
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of the shocking vulgarity of it all—I 
couldn’t do it—for the distress it 
would cause. . . . 

KURT. You’ve decided not to publish 

then. . . . 

MARION. I’ve destroyed the book, 

Dickie. 

tuRT. You’ve destroyed it! 

MARION. Yes. I’m sorry. 

KURT. You traitor! 

MARION. It seemed the simple thing 
to do— the inevitable thing. 

KURT. What about mel You might 
have consulted me—after what 
I’ve . . . 

MARION. I’m terribly sorry—but I 
couldn’t possibly have published that 
book. 

KURT (in a queer voice'). I see now 
why everything is this way, . . . 

MARION. I couldn’t . . . ! 

KURT. Why the injustice and the 
cruelty go on—year after year—cen¬ 
tury after century—without change 
—because—as they gro\v older—peo¬ 
ple become—foZcrajit/ Things amuse 
them. I hate you and I hate your 
tolerance. I always did. 

MARION. I know you do. You hate my 
essential quality—the thing that is 
me. That’s what I was thinking just 
now and that’s what made me sad. 

KURT. Nothing to be said, is there? 
(Rises) Good-bye. 


MARION Crises). All right! (kurt 
starts to go. She calls after him, pifi- 
fully) Won’t you kiss me good-bye? 

KURT. All right. 

(MARION goes up after him. They 
kiss each other passionately.) 

MARION (whispering to him). 1 
would try to change you. I know I 
would. And if I changed you I should 
destroy what makes me love you. 
C^od-bye, my darling. Good-bye, my 
dearest. Go quickly, (kurt goes up 
stage and exits without a word. He 
is blinded by pain) Dickie. . . . ! 
(marion is left alone. She is trem¬ 
bling a little. She feels cold. She goes 
to the stove and sits in front of it, 
her back to it, trying to get warm. She 
becomes aware that her eyes are full 
of tears. As minnie comes in, she 
brushes them away.) 

MINNIE. Are you worried from any¬ 
thing, Marion? 

MARION. No, Minnie. I’m alright. 

MINNIE. I tink maybe dot telegram 
bring you bad news. 

MARION. Telegram? What telegram? 

MINNIE, Dot telegram I bring you. 

MARION, Of course—I haven’t even 
—where is it? 

MINNIE (gets telegram from table 
rear of sofa left and hands it to 
marion). There it is! 

MARION. Thank you, Minnie. 
(Opens telegram and reads it) This 
is from heaven! Minnie, I want you 
to pack right away. We’re leaving! 
(She springs up.) 




MINNIE. Leaving? Ven? 
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MARION. Right away. Tonight! TTiis 
is from Feydie! Listen! (Reads tele¬ 
gram aloud to MINNIE) “Can get you 
commission to paint prize winners 
Motion Picture Academy—ware an¬ 
swer at once. Feydie.” (Hysterically 
grateful for the mercy of having 
something to do at once, of being 
busy, of not having time to think) 
Something always turns up for me! 
Pack ever)'thing, Minnie. I want to 
get out right away. (She rushes up- 
stage right, picks up her hat and coat 
and then runs to the stairs left.) 

MINNIE. Don’t you tink you better 
vait till tomorrow? 
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MARION. No, Minnie. Once the 
temptation to a journey comes into 
my head I can’t bear it till I’m on my 
way! This time, Minnie, we’ll have 
a real trip. From Hollywood we’ll go 
to Honolulu and from Honolulu to 
China. How would you like that, 
Minnie? (She starts up the stairs.) 


MINNIE (for her, enthusiastic). Fine, 
Marion! (Calls after her as she riins 
upstairs) Dot crazy Kurt he goes vit 
us? 


MARION (as she disappears into her 
bedroom). No, Minnie—no one—we 
travel alone! 

(Quick curtain.) 
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ACT ONE 


Scene—S it/iwg-roowz of the miller home in a large small-town in Connects 
cut~ahout 7:30 in the morning of July 4th, 1906. 

The room is fairly large, homely looking and cheerful in the morning sun¬ 
light, furnished with scrupulous medium-priced tastelessness of the period. 
Beneath the two windows at left, front, a sofa with silk and satin cushions 
stands against the wall. At rear of sofa, a bookcase with glass doors, filled 
with cheap sets, extends along the remaining length of wall. In the rear 
wall, left, is a double doorway with sliding doors and portieres, leading into 
a dark, windowless, back parlor. At right of this doorway, another bookcase, 
this time a small, open one, crammed with boys and girls' books and the 
best-selling novels of many past years—books the family really have read. To 
the right of this bookcase is the mate of the double doonvay at its left, with 
sliding doors and portieres, this one leading to a well-lighted front parlor. 
In the right wall, rear, a screen door opens on a porch. Farther forward in 
this wall are two windows, with a writing desk and a chair between them. 
At center is a big, round table with a green-shaded reading lamp, the 
cord of the lamp running up to one of five sockets in the chandelier above. 
Five chairs are grouped about the table—three rockers at left, right, and right 
rear of it, two armchairs at rear and left rear. A medium-priced, inoffensive 
rug covers most of the floor. The walls are papered white with a cheerful, 
ugly blue design 

Voices are heard in a conversational tone from the dining-room beyond 
the back parlor, where the family are just finishing breakfast. Then mrs. 
miller's voice, raised commandingly, "Tommy! Come back here and finish 
your milk!” At the same moment tommy appears in the doorway from the 
hack parlor—a chubby, sun-bumt boy of eleven with dark eyes, blond hair 
wetted and plastered down in a part, and a shin^, good-natured face, a rim 
of milk visible about his lips. Bursting with bottled-up energy and a longing 
to get started on the Fourth, he nevertheless has hesitated obediently at hi 
mother’s call. 


TOMMY Ccalls hack pleadingly'). Aw, 
I’m full, Ma. And I said excuse me 
and you said all right. (His father's 
voice is heard speaking to his mother. 
Then she calls: "All right. Tommy,” 
and TOMMY asks eagerly) Can I go 
out now? 


TOMMY (fidgeting, but obediently). 

May I, Ma? 

mother’s voice. Yes. (tommy 
jumps for the screen door to the porch 
at right like a sprinter released by 
the starting shot.) 


mother's VOICE (correcringZy). May father’s voice (shouts after him). 

But you set o£F your crackers away 
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from the house, remember! (Bwt 
TOMMY is already through the screen 
door, which he leaves open behind 
him.) 

(A moment later the family appear 
from the hack parlor, coming from 
the dining-room. First are mildred 
and ARTHUR. MILDRED IS fifteen, tall 
and slender, with big, irregular fea¬ 
tures, resembling her father to the 
complete effacing of any pretense at 
prettiness. But her big, gray eyes are 
beautiful; she has vivacity and a 
fetching smile, and everyone thinks 
of her as an attractive girl. She is 
dressed m shirtwaist and skirt in the 
fashion of the period. 

(ARTHUR, the eldest of the Miller 
children who are still living home, is 
nineteen. He is tall, heavy, barrel¬ 
chested and muscular, the type of 
football linesman of that period, with 
a square, stolid face, small blue eyes 
and thick sandy hair. His manner is 
solemnly collegiate. He is dressed in 
the latest college fashion of that day, 
which has receded a bit from the ex¬ 
treme of preceding years, hut still 
runs to padded shoulders and pants 
half-pegged at the top, and so small 
at their wide-cuffed bottoms that they 
cannot be taken off ivith shoes on.) 

MILDRED (as they appear—inquisi¬ 
tively). Where are you going today. 
Art? 

ARTHUR (with superior dignity). 
That’s my business. (He ostenta¬ 
tiously takes from his pocket a tobac¬ 
co pouch with a big Y and class 
numerals stamped on it, and a heavy 
bulldog briar pipe with silver Y and 
numerals, and starts filling the pipe.) 

MILDRED (teasingly). Bet I know, 
just the same! Want me to tell you 
her initials? E. R.! (She laughs. 

ARTHUR, pleased by this insinuation 


O NEILL 

at his lady-killing activities, yet finds 
it beneath his dignity to reply. He 
goes to the table, lights his pipe and 
picks up the local morning paper, and 
slouches hack into the armchair ai 
left rear of table, beginning to 

whistle "Ob, Waltz Me Around 
Again, Willie" as he scans the head¬ 
lines. MILDRED sits On the sofa at 
left, front.) 

(Meanwhile, their mother and their 
aunt lily, their father's sister, have 
appeared, following them from the 
hack parlor. MRS. miller is around 
fifty, a short, stout woman with fad- 
ing light-brown hair sprinkled with 
gray, who must have been decidedly 
pretty as a girl in a round-faced, cute, 
small-featured, wide-eyed fashion. 
She has big brown eyes, soft and ma¬ 
ternal—a hustling, mother-of-a-family 
manner. She is dressed in shirtwaist 
and skirt. 

(lily miller, her sister-in-law, is 
forty-two, tall, dark and thin. She 
conforms outwardly to the conven¬ 
tional type of old-maid school 
teacher, even to wearing glasses. But 
behind the glasses her gray eyes are 
gentle and tired, and her whole at¬ 
mosphere is one of shy kindliness. 
Her voice presents the greatest com 
trast to her appearance—soft and full 
of sweetness. She, also, is dressed in a 
shirtwaist and skirt.) 

MRS. MILLER (as they appear). Get¬ 
ting milk down him is like— (S«d- 
derily she is aware of the screen door 
standing half open) Goodness, look 
at that door he^s left open! The house 
will be alive with flies! (Rushing 
out to shut it) I’ve told him again 
and again—and that’s all the good it 
does! It's just a waste of breath! 
(She slams the door shut.) 

LILY (siniling). Well, you can’t ex¬ 
pect a boy to remember to shut doors 
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—on the Fourth of July. (S/ic goes 
diffidently to the straight-hacked 
chair before the desk at right, front, 
leaving the comfortable chairs to the 
others.') 

MRS. MILLER. That’s you all over, 
Lily—always making excuses for him. 
You’ll have him spoiled to death in 
spite of me. (S/ie sinks in rocker at 
right of table) Phew, I’m hot, aren’t 
you? This is going to be a scorcher. 
(She picks up a magazine from the 
table and begins to rock, fanning her¬ 
self.) 

(Meanwhile, her husband and her 
brother have appeared from the hack 
parlor, both smoking cigars, nat mil¬ 
ler is in his late fifties, a tall, dark, 
spare man, a little stoop-shouldered, 
more than a little bald, dressed with 
an awkward attempt at sober respect¬ 
ability imposed upon an innate heed¬ 
lessness of clothes. His long face has 
^rge, irregtdar, iindistinguished fea- 
lures, hut he has fine, shrewd, 
humorotis gray eyes. 

(siD DAVIS, his brother-in-law is 
forty-five, short and fat, bald-headed, 
with the Puckish face of a Peck's 
Bad Boy who has never grown up. 
He is dressed in what had once been 
a very natty loud light suit hut is now 
a shapeless and faded nondescript in 
cut and color.) 

SID (as they appear). Oh, I like the 
job first rate, Nat. Waterbury’s a 
nifty old town with the lid ofF, when 
you get to know the ropes. I rang in 
a joke in one of my stories that 
tickled the folks there pink. Water- 
wagon—Waterbun'—Waterloo! 

MILLER (grinning). Dam good! 

SID (pleased). I thought it was pretty 
fair myself. (Goes on a bit ruefully, 
as if oppressed by a secret sorrow) 
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Yes, you can see life in WaterbuiA', 
all right—that is, if you’re looking 
for life in Waterbury! 

MRS. MILLER. What’s that about 
Waterbur)% Sid? 

SID. I was saying it’s all right in its 
way—but there’s no place like home. 
(As if to punctuate this remark, there 
begins a series of bangs from just 
beyond the porch outside, as tommy 
inaugurates his celebration by setting 
off a package of firecrackers. The as¬ 
sembled family jump in their chairs.) 

MRS. MILLER. That boy! (She rushes 
to the screen door and out on the 
porch, calling) Tommy! You mind 
what your Pa told you! You take your 
crackers out in the back yard, you 
hear me! 

ARTHUR (frowning scornfully). 
Fresh kid! He did it on purpose to 
scare us. 

MILLER (grinning through his an 
noyance). Darned youngster! He’ll 
have the house afire before the day’s 
out. 

SID (griws and sings). 

“Dunno what ter call 'im 
But he*s mighty like a Rose—velt." 

(They all laugh.) 

LILY. Sid, you Crazy! (siD beams at 
her. MRS. MILLER comes back from 
the porch, still fuming.) 

MRS. MILLER. Well, IVc made him 
go out back at last. Now we’ll have a 
little peace. (As if to contradict this, 
the bang of firecrackers and torpedoes 
begins from the rear of the house, 
left, and continues at intervals 
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throughout the scene, not nearly ^ 
loud as the first explosion, hut suffi¬ 
ciently emphatic to form a disturh- 
ifjg punctuation to the conversation,') 

MILLER. Well, what’s on the tappee 
for all of you today? Sid, you re corn- 
ing to the Sachem Club picnic with 
me, of course. 

SID Ca hit emharrassedly). You bet. 

I mean Fd like to, Nat-that is, if- 

MRS. MILLER (regarding her brother 
tvith smiling suspicion). Hmm! I 
know what that Sachem Club pic¬ 
nic’s always meant! 

LILY (breaks in in a forced joking 
tone that conceals a deep earnest¬ 
ness). No, not this time, Essie. Sid’s 
a reformed character since he’s been 
on the paper in Waterbury. At least, 
that’s what he swore to me last night. 

SID (avoiding her eyes, hniniliafed— 
joking it off). Pure as the driven 
snow, that’s me. They’re running me 
for president of the W.C.T.U. 
(They all latigh.) 

MRS. MILLER. Sid, you’rc a caution. 
You turn everything into a joke. But 
vou be careful, you hear? We’re go¬ 
ing to have dinner in the evening to- 
night, you know—the best shore din¬ 
ner you ever tasted and I don’t want 
vou coming home—well, not able to 
appreciate it. 

i.iLY. Oh, I know he’ll be careful to¬ 
day. Won't you, Sid? 

SID (more embarrassed than ever— 
joking it off melodramatically). Lily, 
I swear to you if any man offers me a 
drink, Fll kill him—that is, if he 
changes his mind! (They all laugh 
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except LILY, who bites her lip and 
stiffens.) 

MRS. MILLER. No usc talking to him, 
Lily. You ought to know better by 
this time. We can only hope for the 
best. 

MILLER. Now, you women stop pick¬ 
ing on Sid. It’s the Fourth of July and 
even a downtrodden newspaperman 
has a right to enjoy himself when he’s 
on his holiday. 

MRS. MILLER. I wasn’t thinking only 
of Sid. 

MILLER (with a wink at the others). 
What, are you insinuating I ever—? 

MRS. MILLER. Well, to do you jus¬ 
tice, no, not what you’d really call— 
But I’ve known you to come back 
from this darned Sachem Club pic¬ 
nic— Well, I didn’t need any little 
bird to whisper that you’d been some 
place besides to the well! (She smiles 
goodmaturedly. miller chuckles.) 

SID (after a furtive glance at the stiff 
and silent lily— changes the sttbject 
abruptly by turning to Arthur). 
How are you spending the festive 
Fourth, Boola-Boola? (arthur stif¬ 
fens dignifedly.) 

MILDRED (teasingly). I can tell you, 
if he won’t. 

MRS. MILLER (smiling). Off to the 

Rands’, I suppose. 

ARTHUR (^vith dignity). I and Bert 
Turner are taking Elsie and Ethel 
Rand canoeing. We’re going to have 
a picnic lunch on Strawberry Island. 
And this evening I'm staying at tlie 
Rands for dinner. 
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MILLER. You’re accounted for, then. 
How about you, Mid? 

MILDRED. I’m going to the beach to 
Anne Culver’s. 

ARTHUR Csiircastically'). Of course, 
there won’t be any boys present! 
Johnny Dodd, for example? 

MILDRED with a co¬ 

quettish toss of her head). Pooh! 
what do I care for him? He’s not the 
only pebble on the beach. 

MILLER. Stop your everlasting teas¬ 
ing, you two. How about you and 
Lily, Essie? 

MRS. MILLER. I don’t know. I haven’t 
made any plans. Have you, Lily? 

LILY (quietly). No. Anything you 
want to do. 

MRS. MILLER. Well, I thought wc’d 
just sit around and rest and talk. 

MILLER. You can gossip any day. 
This is the Fourth. Now, I’ve got a 
better suggestion than that. What do 
you say to an automobile ride? I’ll 
get out the Buick and we’ll drive 
around town and out to the light¬ 
house and back. Then Sid and I 
will let you ofiF here, or anywhere you 
say, and we’ll go on to the picnic. 

MRS. MILLER, I’d love it. Wouldn’t 
you, Lily? 

LILY. It would be nice. 

MILLER. Then, that’s all settled. 

SID (emharrassedXy). Lily, want to 
come with me to the fireworks dis¬ 
play at the beach tonight? 


MRS. MILLER. That’s right, Sid. You 
take her out. Poor Lily never has any 
fun, always sitting home with me. 

LILY (flustered and grateful). I—I’d 
like to, Sid, thank you. (Then an 
apprehensive look comes over her 
face) Only not if you come home— 
you know. 

SID (again emharrassed and humili¬ 
ated—again joking it off, solemnly). 
Evil-minded, I’m afraid, Nat. I hate 
to say it of your sister. (They all 
laugh. Even lily cannot suppress a 
smile.) 

ARTHUR (with heavy jocularity). Lis¬ 
ten, Uncle Sid. Don’t let me catch 
you and Aunt Lily spooning on a 
bench tonight—or it’ll be my duty 
to call a cop! 

(siD and LILY hoth look painfully 
emharrassed at this, and the joke 
falls flat, except for mildred who 
cant restrain a giggle at the thought 
of these two ancients spooning.) 

MRS. MILLER (rehukiugly). Arthur! 

miller (dryly). That’ll do you. Your 
education in kicking a football 
around Yale seems to have blunted 
your sense of humor. 

MRS. MILLER (suddenly—startledly). 
But where’s Richard? We're forget¬ 
ting all about him. Why, where is 
that boy? I thought he came in with 
us from breakfast. 

MILDRED. I’ll bet he’s off somewhere 
writing a poem to Muriel Mc- 
Comber, the silly! Or pretending to 
write one. I think he just copies— 

ARTHUR (looking hack toward the 
dining-room). He’s still in the din- 



284 EUGENE 

ing-room, reading a book, ('burning 
back—scornfully^ Gosh, hes always 
reading now. It*s not my idea of hav- 
ing a good time in vacation. 

MILLER Ccatistically). He read his 
school books, too, strange as that may 
seem to you. That s why he came out 
top of his class. I’m hoping before 
you leave New Haven they’ll find 
time to teach you reading is a good 
habit. 

MRS. MILLER (shflrply). That re¬ 
minds me, Nat. I’ve been meaning 
to speak to you about those awful 
books Richard is reading. You’ve got 
to give him a good talking to— (She 
gets up from her chair} I’ll go up and 
get them right now. I found them 
where he’d hid them on the shelf in 
'lis wardrobe. You just wait till you 
«ee what— (She bustles off, rear 
right, through the front prior.) 

MILLER (^plainly not relishing what¬ 
ever is coming—to siD grumhlingly'). 
Seems to me she might wait until 
the Fourth is over before bringing 
up— (Tken with a grin} I know 
.•here’s nothing to it, anyway. When 
[ think of the books I used to sneak 
off and read when I was a kid. 

SID. IMe, too. I suppose Dick is deep 
In Nick Carter or Old Cap Collier. 

MILLER. No, he passed that period 
long ago. Poetry’s his red meat now¬ 
adays, I think—love poetry—and 
socialism, too, I suspect, from some 
dire declarations he’s made. (Then 
briskly} Well, might as well get him 
on the carpet. (He calls) Richard. 
(No answer—lender) Richard. (No 
answer—then in a bellow} Richard! 

ARTHUR (shouting). Hey, Dick, 
wake up! Pa’s calling you. 
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Richard’s voice (from the dining' 
room} All right. I’m coming. 

MILLER. Dam him! When he gets 
his nose in a book, the house could 
fall down and he’d never— 

(RICHARD appears in the doorway 
from the hack parlor, the hook he has 
been reading in one hand, a finger 
marking his place. He looks a bit 
startled still, reluctantly called hack 
to earth from another world. 
He is going on seventeen, ;wst out 
of high school. In appearance he is 
a perfect blend of father and mother, 
so much so that each is convinced he 
is the image of the other. He has his 
mothers light-brown hair, his father's 
gray eyes; his features are neither 
large nor small; he is of medium 
height, neither fat nor thin. One 
would not call him a handsome hoy; 
neither is he homely. But he is defi¬ 
nitely different from both of his par¬ 
ents, too. There is something of ex¬ 
treme sensitiveness added—a restless, 
apprehensive, defiant, shy, dreayny, 
self-conscious intelligence about him. 
In manner he is alternately plain sim¬ 
ple hoy and a posey actor solemnly 
playing a role. He is dressed in prep 
school reflection of the college style 

of ARTHUR.) 

RICHARD. Did you want me, FaV 

MILLER. I’d hoped I’d made that 
plain. Come and sit down a while. 
(He points to the rocking chair at 
the right of table near his.} 

RICHARD (^ceming forward—seizing 
on the opportunity to play up his pre¬ 
occupation—unth apologetic stiperi- 
ority}. I didn’t hear you, Pa. i was 
off in another world. 

(MILDRED slyly shoves her foot out so 
that he trips over it, almost falling. 
She laughs gleefully. So does 

ARTHUR.) 
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ARTHUR. Good for you, Mid! That’ll 
wake him up! 

RICHARD Cgn«s sheepishly—all hoy 
H0R7). Darn you, Mid! I’ll show you! 
(He pushes her hack on the sofa and 
tickles her with his free hand, still 
holding the hook in the other. She 
shrieks.') 

ARTHUR. Give it to her, Dick! 

MILLER. That’s enough, now. No 
more roughhouse. You sit down here, 
Richard, (richard obediently takes 
the chair at right of table, opposite 
his father) What were you planning 
to do with yourself today? Going out 
to the beach with Mildred? 

RICHARD Cscornfully superior). That 
silly skirt party! I should say not! 

MILDRED. He’s not coming because 
Muriel isn’t. I’ll bet he’s got a date 
with her somewheres. 

RICHARD (flushing hashftilly). You 
shut up! (Then to his father) I 
thought I’d just stay home. Pa— 
this morning, anyway. 

MILLER. Help Tommy set off fire¬ 
crackers, eh? 

RICHARD (drawing himself tip—with 
dignity). I should say not. (Then 
frowning portentously) I don’t be¬ 
lieve in this silly celebrating the 
Fourth of July—all this lying talk 
about liberty—when there is no 
liberty! 

MILLER (a twinkle in his eye). 
Hmm. 

RICHARD (getting warmed up). The 
land of the free and the home of the 
brave! Home of the slave is what they 
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'ought to call it—the wage slave 
ground under the heel of the capital¬ 
ist class, starving, crying for bread 
for his children, and all he gets is a 
stone! TTie Fourth of July is a stupid 
farce! 

I 

MILLER (putting a hand to his 
mouth to conceal a grin). Hmm. 
Them are mighty strong words. 
You’d better not repeat such senti¬ 
ments outside the bosom of the 
family or they’ll have you in jail. 

SID. And throw away the key. 

RICHARD (darkly). Let them put me 
in jail. Put how about the freedom 
of speech in the Constitution, then? 
That must be a farce, too. (Then he 
adds grimly) No, you can celebrate 
your Fourth of July. I’ll celebrate the 
day the people bring out the guil¬ 
lotine again and I see Pierpont Mor¬ 
gan being driven by in a tumbril! 
(His father and sid are greatly 
amused; lily is shocked hut, taking 
her cue from them, smiles, mildred 
stares at him in puzzled wonderment, 
never having heard this particular 
line before. Only Arthur betrays the 
outraged reaction of a patriot.) 

ARTHUR. Aw say, you fresh kid, tie 
that bull outside! You ought to get 
a punch in the nose for talking that 
way on the Fourth! 

MILLER (solemnly). Son, if I didn’t 
know it was you talking, I’d think 
vve had Emma Goldman with us. 

ARTHUR, Never mind. Pa. Wait till 
we get him down to Yale. We'll take 
that out of him! 

RICHARD (with high scorn). Oh, 
Yale! You think there’s nothina in 
the world besides Yale! After'^all, 
what is Yale? 
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arthub. You'll find out what! 

sir (^provoc^iivehO. Don t let them 
scare you, Dick. Gi\'e em hell! 

LILY (shocked). Sid! You shouldn t 
swear before— 

RICHARD. What do you think I am. 
Aunt Lily-a baby? I’ve heard worse 
than anything Uncle Sid says. 

MILDRED. And said worse himself, 

1 bet! 

MILLER (with a comic air of resigna- 
tion). Well. Richard, I’ve always 
found I’ve had to listen to at least 
one stump speech every Fourth. I 
only hope getting your extra strong 
one right after breakfast will let me 
off for the rest of the day. (They 
all laugh now, taking this as a cue.') 

RICHARD (somberly). That’s right, 
laugh! After you, the deluge, you 
think! But look out! Supposing it 
comes before? Why shouldn’t the 
workers of the world unite and rise? 
They have nothing to lose but their 
chains! (Me recites threateningly) 
“The days grow hot, O Babylon! 'Tis 
cool beneath thy willow trees!” 

MILLER. Hmm. That's good. But 
where’s the connection, exactly? 
Something from that book you’re 
reading? 

RICHARD (su-perior). No. That’s 
poetry. This is prose. 

MILLER. I've heard there was a dif¬ 
ference between ’em. What is the 
book? 

RICHARD (importantly). Carlyle’s 
“French Revolution.” 
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MILLER. Hmm. So that’s where you 
drove the tumbril from and piled 
poor old Pierpont in it. (Then Scri- 
ously) Glad you're reading it. 
Richard. It’s a dam fine book. 

RICHARD (with unflattering astonish¬ 
ment). What, have you read it? 

MILLER. Well, you see, even a news¬ 
paper owner can’t get out of reading 
a book every now and again. 

RICHARD (abashed). I—I didn’t 
mean—I know you— (Then enthusi¬ 
astically) Say, isn’t it a great book, 
though—that part about Mirabeau— 
and about Marat and Robespierre— 

MRS. MILLER (appears from the front 
parlor in a great state of flushed an¬ 
noyance). Never you mind Robes¬ 
pierre, young man! You tell me this 
minute where you've hidden those 
books! They were on the shelf in your 
wardrobe and now you've gone and 
hid them somewheres else. You go 
right up and bring them to your 
father! (richard, for a second, looks 
suddenly guilty and crushed. Then 
he bristles defensively.) 

MILLER (after a quick understanding 
glance at him). Never mind his get¬ 
ting them now. We'll waste the 
whole morning over those darned 
books. And anyway, he has a right 
to keep his library to himself—that is, 
if they're not too— What books are 
they, Richard? 

RICHARD (self-consciously). Well— 
there’s— 

MRS. MILLER. I'll tell you, if he won’t 
—and you give him a good talking to. 
(Then, after a ^nce at richard, 
mollifiedly) Not that I blame Rich¬ 
ard. There must be some boy he 
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knows who’s trying to show ofF as 
advanced and wicked, and he told 
him about— 

RICHARD. No! I read about them my¬ 
self, in the papers and in other 
books. 

MRS. MILLER. Well, no matter how, 
there they were on his shelf. Two by 
that awful Oscar Wilde they put in 
jail for heaven knows what wicked¬ 
ness. 


MRS. MILLER. All about somcone 
who murdered his wife and got hung, 
as he richly deserved, as far as 1 
could make out. And then there were 
two books by that Bernard Shaw— 

RICHARD. The greatest playwright 
alive today! 

MRS. MILLER. To hear him tell it, 
maybe! You know, Nat, the one who 
wrote a play about—well, never mind 
—that was so vile they wouldn’t even 
let it play in New York! 


ARTHUR C^iiddenly — solemnly 
authoritative'). He committed bigamy. 
(Then as siD smothers a Hirst of ri¬ 
bald laughter) What are you laugh¬ 
ing at? I guess I ought to know. A 
fellow at college told me. His father 
was in England when this Wilde was 
pinched—and he said he remembered 
once his mother asked his father 
about it and he told her he’d com¬ 
mitted bigamv. 

MILLER (hiding a smile behind his 
hand). Well then, that must be 
right, Arthur. 

MRS. MILLER. I wouldn’t put it past 
him, nor anything else. One book 
was called the Picture of something 
or other. 

RICHARD. “The Picture of Dorian 
Gray.” It’s one of the greatest novels 
ever written! 

MRS. MILLER. Looked to me like 
cheap trash. And the second book 
was poetr^^ The Ballad of I forget 
what. 

RICHARD. “The Ballad of Reading 
Gaol,” one of the greatest poems ever 
WTitten. CHe iproncmnces it Reading 
Goal [fls in goalpostj .) 


MILLER. Hmm. I remember. 

MRS. MILLER. One was a book of his 
plays and the other had a long title 
I couldn’t make head or tail of, only 
it wasn’t a play. 

RICHARD (proudly). “The Quintes 
sence of Ibsenism.” 

MILDRED. Phew! Good gracious^ 
what a name! What docs it meanj 
Dick? I’ll bet he doesn’t know. 

RICHARD (outraged). I do, too, know! 
It’s about Ibsen, the greatest play¬ 
wright since Shakespeare! 

MRS. MILLER. Ycs, there was a book 
of plays by that Ibsen there, too! 
And poems by Swin something— 

RICHARD. “Poems and Ballads” by 
Swinburne, Ma. The greatest poet 
since Shelley! He tells the truth 
about real love! 

MRS. MILLER. Love! Well, all I can 
say is, from reading here and there, 
that if he wasn’t flung in jail along 
with Wilde, he should have been. 
Some of the things I simply couldn’t 
read, they were so indecent— All 
about—well, I can’t tell you before 
Lily and Mildred. 
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SID C'^ith a wink at RiCHARD^jofe- 
ingl)0- Remember, I’m next on that 
one, Dick. I feel the need of a lit¬ 
tle poetical education. 

LILY (^scandalized, hut laughing"). 
Sid! Aren’t you ashamed? 

MRS. MILLER. This IS no laughing 
matter. And then there was Kipling 
—but I suppose he’s not so bad. And 
last there w'as a poem—a long one— 
the Rubav— What is it, Richard? 

RICHARD. “The Rubaiyat of Omar 
Khayyam.” That’s the best of all! 

MILLER. Oh, I’ve read that, Essie- 
got a copy down at the office. 

SID (enthusiasticallyX So have I. It's 

a pippin! 

LILY (with shy excitement). I—IVe 
read it, too—at the library. I like- 
some parts of it. 

MRS. MILLER (scanddized). Why, 

Lily! 

MILLER. Everybody's reading that 
now, Essie—and it don’t seem to do 
them any harm. There’s fine things 
in it, seems to me—true things. 

MRS. MILLER (a hit bewildered and 
uncertain now). Why, Nat, I don’t 
see how you— It looked terrible 
blasphemous—parts I read. 

SID. Remember this one: (He quotes 
rhetorically) “Oh Thou, who didst 
with pitfall and gin beset the path 
I was to wander in—” Now, I’ve al- 
wavs noticed how beset my path was 
with gin—in the past, you under¬ 
stand! (He casts a joking side glance 
at LILY. The others laugh. But lily 
is in a mehneholy dream and hasnt 
heard him-) 
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MRS. MILLER (tuTtly, hut evidently 
suppressing her usual smile where he 
is concerned). You would pick out the 
ones with liquor in theml 

LILY (suddenly--with a sad pathos^ 
quotes awkwardly and shyly). I like 
—because it’s true: 

“The Moving Finger writes, and hav¬ 
ing writ, 

Moves on: nor all your Piety nor 

Wit 

Shall lure it back to cancel half a 
Line, 

Nor all your Tears wash out a Word 
of it.” 

MRS. MILLER (astonished, as are all 

the others). Why, Lily, I never knew 
you to recite poetry before! 

LILY (immediately guilty and apolo¬ 
getic). I—it just stuck in my memory 
somehow. 

RICHARD (looking at her as if he had 
never seen her before). Good for vou, 
Aunt Lilv! (Then enthusiastically) 
But that isn’t the best. The best is: 

'*A Book of Verses underneath the 
Bough, 

A Jug of Wine, A Loaf of Bread— 
and Thou 

Beside me singing in the Wilder- 
ness— 

ARTHUR (ivho, bored to death by all 
this poetry quotings has wandered 
over to the windenv at rear of desk, 
right). Hey! Look who’s coming up 
the walk— Old Man McComber! 

MILLER (irritably). Dave? Now what 
in thunder does that damned old— 
Sid, I can see where we never are 
going to get to that picnic. 
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MRS. MILLER C'^exatiously'). He’ll 
know we re in this early, too. No use 
lying. CThen appalled hy another 
t/jought)That Norah—she’s that thick, 
she ne\'er can answer the front door 
right unless I tell her each time. Nat, 
you’ve got to talk to Dave. I'll have 
her show him in here. Lilv; you run 
up the back stairs and get your things 
on. I’ll be up in a second. Nat, you 
get rid of him the first second you 
can! Whatever can the old fool 
want— (She and lily Intny out 
through the hack parlor.^ 

ARTHUR. I’m going to beat it—just 
time to catch the eight-twenty trol- 



MiLDRED. I’ve got to catch that, too. 
Wait till I get my hat. Art! (She 
rushes into the hack parlor.^ 

ARTHUR (shouts after her). I can^t 
wait. You can catch up with me if 
you hurry. (He turns at the hack- 
parlor door^with a grin) McComber 
may be coming to see if vour inten¬ 
tions toward his daughter are dis¬ 
honorable, Dick! You’d better beat 
it while your shoes are good! (He 
disappears through the hack-parlor 
door, laughing.) 

RICHARD (a hit shaken, hut putting 

on a hrave front). Think I’m scared 
of him? 

MILLER (gazing at him—frowning). 
Can’t imagine what— But it’s to com¬ 
plain about something, I know that. 
I only w'ish I didn’t have to be pleas¬ 
ant with the old buzzard—but he’s 
about the most valuable advertiser 
I've got. 

sm (sympathetically). I know. But 
tell him to go to hell, anyway. He 
needs that ad more than you. 


(The sou7id of the hell comes from 
the rear of the house, off left fro^n 
hack parlor.) 

MILLER. There he is. You clear out, 
Dick—but come right back as soon 
as he’s gone, you hear? I’m not 
through with you, yet. 

RICHARD. Yes, Pa. 

MILLER. You better clear out, too, 
Sid. You know Dave doesn’t approve 
jokes. 

SID. And lo\'es me like poison! Come 
on, Dick, we’ll go out and help Tom¬ 
my celebrate. (He takes Richard’s 
arm and they also disappear through 
the hack-parlor door, miller glances 
through the front parlor toward the 
front door, then calls in a t07ie of 
strained heartiness.) 

MILLER. Hello, Dave. Come right in 
here. Wliat good wind blows you 
around on this glorious Fourth? 

(A flat, brittle voice answers him: 
‘‘Good morning,“ and a moment later 

DAVID MC COMBER appears m the 
doorway from the front parlor. He is 
a thin, dried-up little man with a 
head '■00 large for his body perched 
on a scrawny neck, and a long solemn 
horse face with deep-set little black 
eyes, a blunt formless nose and a tiny 
slit of a mouth. He is ahozit the same 
age as miller hit is entirely hald, 
and looks ten years older. He is 
dressed with a prim neatness in shiny 
old black clothes.) 

miller. Here, sit down and make 
yourself comfortable. (Holding out 
the cigar box) Have a cigar? 

MC COMBER (sitting down in the 
chair at the right of table—acidly). 
You’re forgetting. I never smoke. 
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MILLER ([forcing a laugh at hiinsclf[). 

I hat's so. So I was. Well, I’ll smoke 
alone then. CHc hites off the end of 
the cigar viciously, as if he wished 
it were mc comber’s head, and sits 
down opposite him.} 

MC COMBER. You askcd me what 
brings me here, so I’ll come to the 
point at once. I regret to say it s some¬ 
thing disagreeable — disgraceful 
would be nearer the truth—and it 
concerns your son, Richard! 

MILLER (beginning to bristle—hut 

calmly}. Oh, come now, Dave, Tm 
sure Richard hasn’t— 

MC COMBER (sharply}. And Vm posi¬ 
tive he has. You’re not accusing me 
of being a liar, I hope. 

MILLER. No one said anything about 
liar. I only meant you’re surely mis¬ 
taken if you think— 

MC COMBER. I’m not mistaken. I 
have proof of everything in his own 
handwriting! 

MILLER (sharply}. Let’s get doum to 
brass tacks. Just what is it you’re 
charging him wathr* 

MC COMBER. With being dissolute 
and blasphemous—with deliberately 
attempting to corrupt the morals of 
my young daughter, Muriel. 

MILLER. Then I’m afraid I will have 
to call you a liar, Dave! 

MC COMBER (without taking offense 
—in the same flat, brittle voice}. I 
thought you’d get around to that, so 
I brought some of the proofs with 
me. I’ve a lot more of ’em at home. 
(Me takes a wallet from his inside 


o'neill 

coat pocket, selects five or six slips of 
paper, and holds them out to 
miller) These are good samples of 
the rest. My wife discovered them in 
one of Muriel’s bureau drawers hid¬ 
den under the underwear. They’re 
all in his handwriting, you can’t 
deny it. Anyway, Muriel’s confessed 
to me he wrote them. You read them 
and then say I’m a liar, (miller 
has taken the slips and is reading 
them frowningly. mc comber talks 
on} Evidently you’ve been too busy 
to take the right care about Richard’s 
bringing up or what he’s allowed to 
read—though I can’t see why his 
mother failed in her duty. But that’s 
your misfortune, and none of my 
business. But Muriel is my business 
and I can’t and I won’t have her in¬ 
nocence e.xposed to the contamina¬ 
tion of a young man whose mind, 
judging from his choice of reading 
matter, is as foul— 

miller (making a tremendous effort 
to control his temper}. Why, you 
damned old fool! Can’t you see 
Richard’s only a fool kid who’s just at 
the stage when he’s out to rebel 
against all authority, and so he grabs 
at ever)'thing radical to read and 
wants to pass it on to his elders and 
his girl and hoy friends to show off 
what a young hellion he is! Why, at 
heart you’d find Richard is just as 
innocent and as big a kid as Muriel 
is! (He ptishes the slips of paper 
across the table contemphwusly} 
This stuff doesn’t mean anything to 
me—that is, nothing of what you 
think it means. If you believe this 
would corrupt Muriel, then you must 
believe she’s easily corrupted! But I’ll 
bet you’d find she knows a lot more 
about life than you give her cred’t 
for—and can guess a stork didn t 
bring her down your chimney! 
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MC COMBER. Now you 16 insulting 
my daughter. I won't forget that. 

MILLER. I'm not insulting her. I 
think Muriel is a darn nice girl. 
That's why I’m giving her credit for 
ordinary good sense. I’d say the same 
about my own Mildred, who’s the 
same age. 

MC COMBER. I know nothing about 
your Mildred except that she’s 
knoum all over as a flirt. (Then more 
sharply) Well, I knew you’d prove 
obstinate, but I certainlv never 
dreamed you'd have the impudence, 
after reading those papers, to claim 
was innocent of all wrong- 

MiLLER. And what did you dream 

I’d do} 

MC COMBER. Do what it's your plain 
duty to do as a citizen to protect other 
people’s children! Take and give him 
a hiding he’d remember to the last 
day of his life! You'd ought to do it 
for his sake, if you had any sense— 
unless you want him to end up in 
jail! 


your s 
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MILLER. I said I’d had enough out 
of you, Dave! (He makes a threaten¬ 
ing movement.) 


MC COMBER. You needn't lay hands 
on me. I’m going. But there’s one 
thing more. (He takes a letter from 
his wallet) Here’s a letter from Mu¬ 
riel for your son. (Puts it on the ta¬ 
ble) It makes clear, I think, how 
she’s come to think about him, now 
that her eyes have been opened. I 
hope he heeds what’s inside—for his 
own good and yours—because if I 
ever catch him hanging about my 
place again I'll have him arrested! 
And don’t think I’m not going to 
make you regret the insults you’ve 
heaped on me. I’m taking the adver¬ 
tisement for my store out of your 
paper—and it won't go in again, I 
tell you, not unless you apologize in 
writing and promise to punish— 


MILLER. I’ll see you in hell first! As 
for your damned old ad, take it out 
and go to hell! 


MC COMBER. That’s plain bluff. You 
know how badly you need it. So do 
I. (He starts stiffly for the door.) 


MILLER (his fists clenched, leans 
across the table). Dave, I’ve stood 
all I can stand from you! You get 
out! And get out quick, if you don’t 
want a kick in the rear to help you! 

MC COMBER (again in his flat, brit¬ 
tle voice, slowly getting to his feet). 
You needn’t lose your temper. I’m 
only demanding you do your duty 
by your own as I’ve already done by 
mine. I’m punishing Muriel. She’s 
not to be allowed out of the house 
for a month and she’s to be in bed 
every night by eight sharp. And yet 
she’s blameless, compared to that— 


MILLER. Here! Listen a minute! I’m 
just going to call your bluff and tell 
you that, whether you want to re¬ 
consider your decision or not, I’m go¬ 
ing to refuse to print your damned 
ad after tomorrow! Put that in your 
pipe and smoke it! Furthermore, I’ll 
start a campaign to encourage out¬ 
side capital to open a dr)'-goods store 
in opposition to you that won’t be 
the public swindle I can prove yours 
is! 

MC COMBER (a hit shaken by this 
threat—hut in the same flat tone). 
I’ll sue you for libel. 
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MiLLiiR. When I get through, there 
won’t be a person in town will buy a 
dishrag in your place! 

MC COMBER (fiiore shaken, his eyes 
shifting about furtively'). That’s all 
blufF. You wouldn’t dare— (Then 
finally he says uncertainly) Well, 
good day. (And turns and goes out. 
NAT stands looking after him. Slov?ly 
the finger drains from his face and 
leaves him looking a hit sick and dis¬ 
gusted. SID appears from the hack 
parlor. He is nursing a burn on his 
right hand, hut his face is one broad 
grin of satisfaction.) 

SID. I burned my hand with one of 
Tommy’s damned firecrackers and 
came in to get some vaseline. I was 
listening to the last of your scrap. 
Good for you, Nat! You sure gave 
him hell! 

MILLER (dwHy). Much good it’ll do. 
He knows it was all talk. 

SID. TTiat’s just what he don’t know, 
Nat. The old skinflint has a guilty 
conscience. 

MILLER. Well, anyone who knows 
me knows I wouldn’t use my paper 
for a dirty, spiteful trick like that— 
no matter what he did to me. 

SID. Yes, everyone knows you’re an 
old sucker, Nat, too decent for your 
own good. But McComber never 
saw you like this before. I tell you 
you scared the pants off him. (He 
chuckles.) 

MILLER (still dejectedly). I don’t 
know what made me let go like that. 
The hell of skunks like McCombei 
is that after being with them ten 
minutes you become as big skunks as 
chey are. 


SID (notices the slips of paper jn the 
table). What's this? Something he 
brought? (He picks them up and 
starts to read.) 

MILLER (grimly). Samples of the 
new freedom—from those books Es¬ 
sie found—that Richard’s been pass¬ 
ing on to Muriel to educate her. 
They’re what started the rumpus. 
(Then frowning) I've got to do 
something about that young an¬ 
archist or he'll be getting me, and 
himself, in a peck of trouble. (Then 
pathetically helpless) But what can 
I do? Putting the curb bit on would 
make him worse. Then he’d have a 
harsh tyrant to defy. He’d love that, 
darn him! 

SID (has been reading the slips, a 
broad grin on his face^suddenly he 
whistles). Phew! This is a warm lulu 
for fair! (He recites with a joking in¬ 
tensity) 

“My life is hitter ^vith thy love; 
thine eyes 

Blind me, thy tresses bum me, 
thy sharp sighs 

Divide my flesh and spirit with 
soft sound—” 

MILLER (with a grim smile). Hmm- 
I missed that one. That must be Mr. 
Swinburne’s copy. I’ve never read 
him, but I’ve heard something like 
that was the matter with him. 

SID. Yes, it’s labelled Swinburne— 
“Anactoria.” Whatever that is. But 
wait, watch and listen! The worst is 
yet to come! (He recites vvhh added 
comic intensity) 

“Tliat I could drink thy veins as 
wine, and eat 

Thy breasts like honey, that from 
face to feet 
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Thy body were abolished and 
consi'med, 

And in my flesh thy very flesh 
entombed!” 

MILLER (an irrepressible boyish grin 
coming to his face"). Hell and halle¬ 
lujah! Just picture old Dave digest¬ 
ing that for the first time! Gosh, I’d 
give a lot to have seen his face! 
(T/ien a trace of shocked reproof 
showing in his voice) But it’s no 
joking matter. That stuff is warm— 
too damned warm, if you ask me! I 
don’t like this a damned bit, Sid. 
That’s no kind of thing to be send¬ 
ing a decent girl. (More worriedly') 
I thought he was really stuck on her 
—as one gets stuck on a decent girl 
at his age—all moonshine and hold¬ 
ing hands and a kiss now and again. 
But this looks—I wonder if he is hang¬ 
ing around her to see what he can 
get? (Angrily) By God, if that’s true, 
he deserv'es that licking McComber 
says it’s my duty to give him! I’ve 
got to draw the line somewhere! 

SID. Yes, it won’t do to have him get¬ 
ting any decent girl in trouble. 

MILLER. The only thing I can do is 
put it up to him straight. (With 
pride) Richard’ll stand up to his 
guns, no matter what. I’ve never 
known him to lie to me. 

SID (at a noise from the back parlor^ 
looks that way—in a whisper). Then 
now’s your chance. I’ll beat it and 
lea\'e you alone—see if the women 
folks are ready upstairs. We ought 
to get started soon—if we’re ever go¬ 
ing to make that picnic. (He is half¬ 
way to the entrance to the front par¬ 
lor as RICHARD enters from the back 
parlor, very evidently nervous about 
MC comber’s call.) 
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RICHARD (adopting a forced, inno¬ 
cent tone). How’s your hand, Uncle 

Sid? 

SID. All right, Dick, thanks—only 
hurts a little. (He disappears, mil¬ 
ler watches his son frowningly. 
RICHARD gives him a quick side 
glance and grows more g^liltilv self- 
conscious.) 

RICHARD (forcing a snicker). Gee, 
Pa, Uncle Sid’s a bigger kid than 
Tommy is. He was throwing fire¬ 
crackers in the air and catching them 
on the back of his hand and throw¬ 
ing ’em off again just before they 
went off—and one came and he 
wasn’t quick enough, and it went 
off almost on top of— 

MILLER. Never mind that. I’ve got 
something else to talk to you about 
besides firecrackers. 

RICHARD (apprehensively). What, 
Pa? 

MILLER (suddenly puts both hands 
on his shoulders—quietly). Look 
here. Son. I’m going to ask you a 
question, and I want an honest an¬ 
swer. I warn you beforehand if the 
answer is “y^s” I’m going to punish 
you and punish you hard because 
you’ll have done something no bov 
of mine ought to do. But you’ve 
never lied to me before, I know, and 
I don’t believe, even to save yourself 
punishment, you’d lie to me now. 
would you? 

RICHARD (impressed—with dignity) 

I won’t lie. Pa. 

MILLER. Have you been trying ti - 
have something to do with MurieL • 
something you shouldn’t—you knoi / 
what I mean. 
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EUGENE 


RICHARD (sfflres at hint for a mo- 
7 ijent, as if he conldn t covtprehend 
—then, as he does, a look of shocked 
indignation comes over his face). No! 
What do you think I am, Pa? I 
Tie\'cr would! She s not that kind! 
Why, I-I her! I’m going to 
marry her-after I get out of col¬ 
lege! She’s said she would! We're 
engaged! 


MILLER (ivith great relief). All 
right. That’s all I wanted to know. 
We won’t talk any more about it. 
(He gives him an approving pat on 
the hack.) 


RICHARD. I don’t see how you could 
think- Did that old idiot McCom- 
ber say that about me? 


MILLER Qoking now). Shouldn't call 
your future father-in-law names, 
should you? ’Tain't respectful. (Then 
after a glance at Richard's indignant 
face—points to the slips of paper on 
the table) Well, you can’t exactly 
blame old Dave, can you, when you 
read through that literature you 
wished on his innocent daughter? 

RICHARD (sees the slips for the first 
time and is overcome by embarrass¬ 
ment, which he immediately tries to 
cover lip with a superior careless¬ 
ness). Oh, so that’s why. He found 
those, did he? I told her to he care¬ 
ful— Well, it'll do him good to read 
the truth about life for once and get 
rid of his old-fogy ideas. 

MILLER. Im afraid Fve got to agree 
with him, though, that they're hard¬ 
ly fit reading for a young girl. (Then 
with subtle flattery) They’re all well 
enough, in their way, for you who’re 
a man, but— Think it over, and see 
if you don't agree with me. 
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RICHARD Cemharrassedly). Aw, I 

only did it because I liked them— 
and I wanted her to face life as it is. 
She’s so darned afraid of life—afraid 
of her Old Man—afraid of people 
saying this or that about her—afraid 
of being in love—afraid of every¬ 
thing. She’s even afraid to let me 
kiss her. I thought, maybe, reading 
those things—they’re beautiful, are¬ 
n't they, Pa?— I thought they would 
give her the spunk to lead her own 
life, and not be—always thinking of 
being afraid. 

MILLER. I see. Well, I'm afraid she’s 
still afraid. (He takes the letter front 
the table) Here's a letter from her 
he said to give you. (richard 
takes the letter from him uncertainly, 
his expression changing to one of 
apprehension, miller adds with a 
kindly smile) You better be prepared 
for a bit of a blow. But never mind 
There’s lots of other fish in the sea. 
(richard is not listening to him, 
hut staring at the letter with a sort 
of fascinated dread, miller looks 
into his sons face a second, then 
turns away, trouble and embar¬ 
rassed) Dam it! I better go upstairs 
and get rigged out or I never will 
get to that picnic. (He moves awk¬ 
wardly and self-consciously off 
through the front parlor, richard 
continues to stare at the letter for a 
moment—then girds up his courage 
and fears it open and begins to read 
swiftly. As he reads his face grnwp 
more and more wounded and tragic, 
until at the end hts mouth draws 
down at the comers, as if he were 
about to break into tears. With an 
effort he forces them hack and his 
face grows flushed with humiliation 
and wronged anger.) 

RICHARD (blurts out to himself), fhe 
little coward! I hate her! She canY 
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a shame—on the Fourth, too, of all 


treat me like that! I’ll show her! (At 
the soiind of voices from the front 
parlor, he quickly shox^es the letter 
into the inside focket of his coat and 
does his best to appear calm and in¬ 
different, even attempting to xvhistle 
'Waiting at the Church.” But the 
whistle peters oxU miserably as his 
mother, lily and sid enter from the 
front parlor. They are dressed in all 
the elaborate paraphernalia of mo¬ 
toring at that pe.xod-Mnen dusters, 
veils, goggles, sid in a snappy cap.} 

MRS. MILLER. Well, wc’rc about 
ready to start at last, thank goodness! 
Let’s hope no more callers are on the 
way. What did that McComber 
want, Richard, do you know? Sid 
couldn’t tell us. 

RICHARD- You can search me. Ask 

Pa. 

MRS. MILLER (immediately sensing 
something “doxvn” in his manner^ 
going to him worriedly}. Why, what- 
ever’s the matter with you, Richard? 
You sound as if you’d lost your last 
friend! What is it? 

RICHARD (desperately}. I— I don’t 
feel so well—my stomach’s sick. 

MRS. MILLER (immediately all sym¬ 
pathy—smoothing his hair back from 
his forehead}. You poor boy! What 


days! (Turning to the others} May¬ 
be I better stay home with him, if 
he’s sick. 

LILY. Yes, ril stay, too. 

RICHARD (more desperately}. No! 
You go, Mai I’m not really sick. I’ll 
be all right. You go. I want to be 
alone! (Then, as a loxider hang comes 
from in back as tommy sets off a 
cannon cracker, he jumps to his feet} 
Darn Tommy and his darned fire¬ 
crackers! You can’t get any peace in 
this house with that darned kid 
around! Darn the Fourth of July, 
anyway! I wish we still belonged to 
England! (He strides off in an indig¬ 
nant fury of misery throxtgh the front 
parlor.} 

MRS. MILLER (stares after him xvor- 
riedly^then sighs philosophically}. 
Well, I guess he can’t be so very 
sick—after that. (Ske shakes her 
head} He’s a queer boy. Sometimes 
I can’t make head or tail of him. 

MILLER (calls from the front door 
beyond the back parlor}. Come 
along, folks. Let’s get started. 

SID. We’re coming, Nat. (He and 
the two women move off through 
the front parlor.} 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


Scene— Diwing-roow of the miller home^a little after 6 o'clock in the 
Evening of the same day. 

The room is mtich too small for the medium-priced, formidable dining¬ 
room set, especially now when all the leaves of the table are in. At left, 
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toward rear, is a dmihle doorway with slidhig doors and 'portieres leadinv 
into the hack parlor. In the rear wall, left, is the door to the pantry. At t}^ 
right of door is the china closet with its display of the family cut gloss and 
fancy china. In the right wall are two windows looking out on a side lav?n 
In front of the windows is a heavy, tigly sideboard with three pieces of old 
silver on its top. In the left wall, extreme front, is a screen door opening on 
a side porch. A dark rtig covers most of the floor. The table, with a chair at 
each end, left and right, three chairs on the far side, facing front, and tivo 
on the near side, their backs to front, takes up most of the available space 
The walls are papered in a somber brown and dark-red design. 

MRS. MILLER IS Supervising and helping the Second Girl, norah, the 
setting of the table, norah is a clumsy, heavy-handed, heavy-footed, lony 
jawed, beamingly good-matured young Irish girl—a ''greenhorn.'' 


MRS. MILLER. I really think you bet¬ 
ter put on the lights, Norah. It’s get¬ 
ting so cloudy out, and this pesky 
room is so dark, anyway. 

NORAH. Yes, Mum. (She stretches 
awkwardly over the table to reach 
the chandelier that is suspended from 
the middle of the ceiling and man¬ 
ages to turn one light on—scorn¬ 
fully') Arrah, the contraption! 

MRS. MILLER (worriedly). Careful! 

NORAH. Careful as can be, Mum. 
(But in moving around to reach the 
next bulb she jars heavily against 
^he table.) 

MRS. MILLER. There! I knew it! I do 
v\ish you’d watch—! 

NORMi (a fhistered appeal in her 
voice), Arrah, what have I done 
UTong now? 

MRS. MILLER (draws a deep breath 
-then sighs helplessly). Oh, noth¬ 
ing. Nc\'er mind the rest of the 
lights. You might as well go out in 
the kitchen and wait until J ring. 

.TORAH (relieved and cheerful 
agahi). Yes, Mum. (She starts for 
the pantry.) 


MRS. MILLER. But thcre’s one thing 
— (norah (Hr«s apprehensively) No 
two things—things I've told you over 
and over, but you always forget. 
Don’t pass the plates on the wrong 
side at dinner tonight, and do be 
careful not to let that pantry door 
slam behind you. Now you will try 
to remember, won’t you? 

NORAH. Yes, Mum. (She goes into 
the pantry and shuts the door be¬ 
hind her with exaggerated care as 
MRS. MILLER watclies her apprehen¬ 
sively. MRS. MILLER sighs and 
reaches up with difficulty and turns 
on another of the fotir lights in the 
chandelier. As she is doing so, lilv 
enters from the hack parlor.) 

LILY. Here, let me do that, Essie. I’m 
taller. You’ll only strain vourself. 
(She quickly lights the other two 
htdhs.) 

MRS. MILLER (gratefully). Thank 
you, Lily. It’s a stretch for me, I'm 
getting so fat. 

LILY. But where’s Norah? Why did¬ 
n’t she—? 

MRS. MILLER (cxosperatedly). Oh, 
that girl! Don’t talk about her! She'D 
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be the death of me! She’s that thick, 
you honestly wouldn’t believe it pos¬ 
sible. 

LILY Csmiling). W^y, what did she 
do now? 

MRS. MILLER. Oh, nothing. She 
means all right. 

LILY. Anything else I can do, Essie? 

MRS. MILLER. Well, shc’s got the 
table all wrong. We’ll have to reset 
it. But you’re always helping me. It 
isn’t fair to ask you—in your vaca¬ 
tion. You need your rest after teach¬ 
ing a pack of wild Indians of kids 
all year. 

LILY (hegmning to help with the 
table'). You know I love to help. It 
makes me feel I’m some use in this 
house instead of just sponging— 

MRS. MILLER (indignantly). Spong¬ 
ing! You pay, don’t you? 

LILY. Almost nothing. And you and 
Nat only take that little to make me 
feel better about living with you. 
(Forcing a smile) I don’t see how 
you stand me—having a cranky old 
maid around all the time. 

MRS. MILLER. What nonscnse you 
talk! As if Nat and I weren’t only 
too tickled to death to have you! Lily 
Miller, I’ve no patience with you 
when you go on like that. We've 
been over this a thousand times be¬ 
fore, and still you go on! Crazy, that’s 
what it is! (She changes the subject 

What time’s it getting to 

LILY (looking at her watch). Quarter 
past six. 


abruptly) 

be? 


MRS. MILLER. I do hope thosc men 
folks aren’t going to be late for din¬ 
ner. (She sighs) But I suppose with 
that darned Sachem Club picnic its 
more likely than not. (lily looks 
worried, and sighs. MRS. miller 
gives her a quick side glance) I see 
vou’ve got your new dress on. 


LILY (emhan'assedly). Yes, I thought 
—if Sid’s taking me to the fireworks— 
I ought to spruce up a little. 


MRS. MILLER (lookwg away). flmm. 
(A pause—then she says with an 
effort to he casual) You mustn’t 
mind if Sid comes home feeling a 
bit—gay. I expect Nat to—and we’ll 
have to listen to all those old stories 
of his about when he was a boy. You 
know what those picnics are, and 
Sid’d be running into all his old 
friends. 


LILY (agitatedly). I don’t think he 
will—this time—not after his prom¬ 
ise. 


MRS. MILLER (avoiding looking at 
her). I know. But men are weak. 
(Then quickly) That was a good 
notion of Nat’s, getting Sid the job 
on the Waterbury Standard. All he 
ever needed was to get away from 
the rut he was in here. He’s the 
kind that’s the victim of his friends. 
He’s easily led—but there’s no real 
harm in him, you know that, (lily 
keeps silent, her eyes downcast, mrs. 
MILLER goes on meaningly) He’s 
making good money in Waterbury. 
too—thirty-five a week. He’s in a bet¬ 
ter position to get married than he 
ever was. 


LILY (stiffly). Well, I hope he finds 
a woman who’s willing—though 
after he’s through with his betting 
on horse races, and dice, and playing 
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Kelly pool, there won't be much left 
for a wife—even if there was noth¬ 
ing else he spent his money on. 

MRS. pfULER. Oh, he’d give all 
that—tor the right woman. (S«d- 
Jeuly she comes directly to the 
yoinO Lily, why don’t you change 
your mind and marry Sid and reform 
him? You love him and always have— 

LILY Cstiffly^. I can’t love a man who 
drinks 

MRS. MILLER. You can’t fool me. 

I know darned well you love him. 
And he loves you and always has. 

LILY. Never enough to stop drinking 
for. (Cutting off mrs. miller’s re- 
ph') No, it’s no good in your talk¬ 
ing, Essie. We’ve been over this a 
thousand times before and I'll al¬ 
ways feel the same as long as Sid’s 
the same. If he gave me proof he’d— 
but even then I don t believe 1 
could. It's sixteen years since I broke 
off our engagement, but what made 
me break it off is as clear to me to¬ 
day as it was then. It was what he’d 
be liable to do now to anyone who 
married bhr*.—his taking up with bad 
women. 

MRS. MT7.LER Cpt'otests half-hearted¬ 
ly^. t^v'. he’s always sworn he got 
raked into that party and never had 
anything to do with those harlots. 

LILY. Well, I don’t believe him— 
didn’t then and don’t now. I do be¬ 
lieve he didn’t deliberately plan to, 
but— Oh, it’s no good talking, Essie. 
Wliat’s done is done. But you know 
how much I like Sid—in spite of 
eveiy'thing. I know he was just bom 
to bo what he is—irresponsible, never 
meaning to harm but harming in 
spite of himself. But don’t talk to 
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me about marrying him—because 1 
never could. 

MRS. MILLER (angjiJ)'). He’s a dumb 
fool—a stupid dumb fool, that’s 
what he is! 

LILY CquietlyO. No, He's just Sid. 

MRS. MILLER. It’s a shamc for you— 
a measly shame—you that would 
have made such a wonderful wife 
for any man—that ought to have your 
own home and children! 

LILY ^winces hut puts her arm 
around her affectionately—gently'). 
Now don’t you go feeling sorry for 
me. I won’t have that. Here I am, 
thanks to your and Nat’s kindness, 
with the best home in the world; and 
as for the children, I feel the same 
love for yours as if they w'ere mine, 
and I didn’t have the pain of bear¬ 
ing them. And then there are all the 
boys and girls I teach every year. I 
like to feel I’m a sort of second 
mother to them and helping them to 
grow up to be good men and women. 
So I don’t feel such a useless old 
maid, after all. 

MRS. MILLER (kisses her impulsive¬ 
ly—her voice husky). You’re a good 
woman, Lily—too good for the rest 
of us. (She turns away, ^^;iping a 
tear furtively^then abruptly chang¬ 
ing the subject) Good gracious, if 
I’m not forgetting one of the most 
important things! I’ve got to warn 
that Tommy against giving me away 
to Nat about the fish. He knows, be¬ 
cause I had to send him to market 
for it, and he’s liable to burst out 
laughing— 

LILY. Laughing about what? 

MRS. MILLER (guiltily). Well, IVe 
never loJd you, because it seemed 
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sort of a sneaking trick, but you 
know how Nat carries on about not 
being able to eat bluefish. 

LILY. I know he says there’s a cer¬ 
tain oil in it that poisons him. 

MRS. MILLER (chuckUng'). Poisons 
him, nothing! He’s been eating blue- 
fish for years—only I tell him each 
time it’s weakfish. We’re having it 
tonight—and I’ve got to warn that 
young imp to keep his face straight. 

LILY (laughing'). Aren’t you 
ashamed, Essie? 

MRS. MILLER. Not much. I’m not! I 
like bluefish! (She laughs) Where 
is Tommy? In the sitting-room? 

LILY. No, Richard’s there alone. I 
think Tommy’s out on the piazza 
with Mildred, (mrs. miller hus¬ 
tles out through the hack 'parlor. As 
soon as she is gone, the smile fades 
from LiLYs lips. Her face grows sad 
and she again glances nervously at 
her watch. Richard appears from the 
hack parlor, moving in an aimless 
aeny. His face wears a set expression 
of hitter gloom; he e?aides tragedy. 
For RICHARD, after his first outhurst 
of grief and hjimiliation, has begun 
to take a masochistic satisfaction in 
his great son‘ow, especially in the 
concern which it arouses in the fam¬ 
ily circle. 0« seeing his aunt, he 
gives her a dark look and turns and 
is about to stalk hack toward the sit¬ 
ting-room when she speaks to him 
pityingly) Feel any better, Richard? 

RICHARD (somberly). I’m all right, 
Aunt Lily. You mustn’t worry about 
me. 

LILY (going to him). But I do worry 
about you. I hate to see you so upset. 


RICHARD. It doesn’t matter. TJothing 

matters. 

LILY (ptits her arm around him sym¬ 
pathetically). You really mustn’t let 
yourself take it so seriously. You 
know, something happens and 
things like that come up, and we 
think there’s no hope— 

RICHARD. Things like what come up? 

LILY. What’s happened between you 
and Muriel. 

RICHARD (with disdain). Oh, her! I 
wasn’t even thinking about her. 1 
was thinking about life. 

LILY. But then—if we really, really 
love—why, then something else is 
bound to happen soon that changes 
everything again, and it’s all as it 
was before the misunderstanding, 
and everything works out all right 
in the end. That’s the way it is with 
life, 

RICHARD (with a tragic sneer). Life! 
Life is a joke! And everything comes 
out all wrong in the end! 

LILY (a little shocked). You mustn’t 
talk that way. But I know you don’t 
mean it. 

RICHARD. I do too mean it! You can 
have your silly optimism, if you like, 
Aunt Lily. But don’t ask me to be 
so blind. I'm a pessimist! (Then with 
an air of cruel cynicism) As for 
Muriel, that’s all dead and past. I 
was only kidding her, anyway, just 
to have a little fun, and she took it 
seriously, like a fool. (He forces a 
cruel smile to his Ups) You know 
what they say about women and trol¬ 
ley cars. Aunt Lily: there’s always 
another one along in a minute. 
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LILY (jecilly shocked this I 

don't like you when you say such 
horrible, cynical things. It isn t nice. 

RICHARD. Nice! That's all you wom¬ 
en think oi! I m proud to be a 
cynic. It’s the only thing you can be 
when you really face life. I suppose 
you think I ought to be heartbroken 
about Muriel—a little coward thats 
afraid to say her soul’s her own, and 
keeps tied to her father’s apron 
strings! Well, not for mine! There’s 
plenty of other fish in the sea! (As 
he is fijiishii 7 g, his viother comes 
hack through the hack parlor.') 

MRS. MILLER. \\^y, hcllo. You here, 
Richard? Getting hungry, I suppose? 

RICHARD Cindignantly'). I’m not hun¬ 
gry a bit! That’s all you think of, Ma 
—food! 

MRS. MILLER. Well, I must say Fve 
never noticed you to hang back at 
meal times. (To lily) What’s that 
he was saying about fish in the sea? 

LILY (sniihwg). He says he’s through 
with Muriel now. 

MRS, MILLER (tartly—giviwg her son 
a rebuking look'). She’s through with 
him, he means! The idea of your 
sending a nice girl like her things 
out of those indecent books! (Deeply 
offended, richard disdains to reply 
htU stalks wotindedly to ike screen 
door at left, front, and puts a hand 
on the knob) Where are you going? 

RICHARD (cjtiotes from "Candida” in 
a hoUoio voice). "Out, then, into the 
night with me!” (He stalks out, 
slamming the door behind him.) 

MRS. MILLER (calls). Well, don^t 
YOU go far, ’cause dinner’ll be ready 
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in a minute, and Fm not coming 
running after you! (She turns to 
LILY with a chuckle) Goodness, that 
boy! He ought to be on the stage! 
(She mimics) “Out—into the night” 
—and it isn't even dark yet! He got 
that out of one of those books, I sup¬ 
pose. Do you know, Fm actually 
grateful to old Dave McQimber for 
putting an end to bis nonsense with 
Muriel. I never did approve of Rich¬ 
ard getting so interested in girls. He’s 
not old enough for such silliness. 
Why, seems to me it was only yes¬ 
terday he was still a baby, (She sighs 
—then matter-of-factly) Well, noth¬ 
ing to do now till those men turn 
up. No use standing here like gawks. 
We might as well go in the sitting- 
room and be comfortable. 

LILY (the nervous, worried note in 
her voice again). Yes, we might as 
well. (They go out through the back 
parlor. They have no sooner disap¬ 
peared than the screen door is opened 
catitiously and richard comes back 
in the room.) 

RICHARD (stands inside the door, 
looking after ihem^quotes bitterly). 
“They do not know the secret in the 
poet’s heart.” (He comes nearer the 
table and surveys it, especially the 
cut-glass dish containing olives, with 
contempt and mutters disdainfully) 
Food! (Bwt the dish of olives seems 
to fascinate him and presently he has 
approached nearer, and stealthily 
lifts a couple and crams them into 
his mouth. He is just reaching out 
for more when the pantry door is 
opened slightly and norah peers in.) 

NORAH. Mister Dick, you thief, lave 
them olives alone, or the missus’ll 
be swearing it war. me at them! 

RICHARD Cdraws back his hand as if 
he had been sUing—too flustered to 
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he anything hut gtiilty hoy for a sec¬ 
ond'). 1—I wasn’t eating— 

NORAH. Oho, no, of course not, divil 
fear you, you was only feeling their 
pulse! (Then warninglv) Mind 
uhat I’m saying now, or I’ll have to 
tell on you to protect me good name! 
(S/ie draws hack into the gantry, 
closing the door, richard staitds, a 
prey to feelings of bitterest humilia¬ 
tion and seething revolt against ev¬ 
eryone and everything. A low whis¬ 
tle comes from just outside the porch 
door. He starts. Then a masculine 
voice calls: “Hey, Dick.” He goes 
over to the screen door grumpily-^ 
then as he recognizes the owner of 
the voice, his own as he answers he- 
r.omes respectful and admiring.) 

RICHARD. Oh, hello, VVint. Come 
on in. (He opens the door and wint 
SELBY enters and stands just inside 
the door, selby is nineteen, a class¬ 
mate of Arthur’s at Yale. He is a 
typical, good-looking college hoy of 
the period, not the athletic hut the 
hell-raising sport type. He is tall, 
blond, dressed in extreme collegiate 
cut.) 

wiNT (as he enters—warningly, in 
a low tone). Keep it quiet. Kid. I 
don’t want the folks to know I'm 
here. Tell Art I want to see him a 
second—on the Q.T. 

RICHARD. Can’t. He’s up at the 
Rands’—won’t be home before ten, 
anyway. 

WINT (irritably). Damn, I thought 
he’d be here for dinner. (More irri¬ 
tably) Hell, that gums the works for 
fair! 

RICHARD (ingratiatingly). What is 

it, Wint? Can’t I help? 
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WINT (gives him an appraising 
glance). I might tell you, if you can 
keep your face shut. 

RICHARD. I can. 

WINT. Well, I ran into a couple of 
swift babies from New Haven thii 
after, and I dated them up for to¬ 
night, thinking I could catch Art. 
But now it*s too late to get anyone 
else and I’ll have to pass it up. I’m 
nearly broke and I can’t afford to 
blow them both to drinks. 

RICHARD (with shy eagerness). I’ve 
got eleven dollars saved up. I could 
loan you some. 

WINT (surveys hhn appreciatively) 
Say, you’re a good sport. (Then shak¬ 
ing his head) Nix, Kid, I don’t want 
to borrow your money. (Then get' 
ting an idea) But say, have you got 
anything on for tonight? 

RICHARD. No. 

WINT. Want to come along with me? 
(Then quickly) I’m not trying to 
lead you astray, understand. But it’ll 
be a help if you would just sit around 
with Belle and feed her a few drinks 
while I'm off with Edith. (He 
winks) See what I mean? You don’t 
have to do anything, not even take 
a glass of beer—unless you want to. 

RICHARD (boastfully). Aw, what do 
you think I am—a rube? 

WINT. You mean you’re game for 
anything that’s doing? 

RICHARD. Sure I am! 

WINT. Ever been out with any girls 
—I mean, real swift ones that there’s 
something doing with, not these dead 
Janes around here? 
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RICHARD Cites boldly^. Aw, what do 
you think? Sure I have! 

VviNT. Ever drink anything besides 
sodas? 

RICHARD. Sure. Lots of times. Beer 
and sloe-gin fizz and—Manhattans. 

wiNT (impressed). Hell, you know 
more than I thought. (Then consid¬ 
ering') Can you fix it so your folks 
won’t get wise? I don’t want your 
old man coming after me. You can 
.^ct back by ha f-past ten or eleven, 
diough, all right. Think vou can 
cook up some lie to cover that? (As 
IVchiird hesitates—encouraging him) 
Ought to be easy—on the Fourth. 

RICHARD. Sure. Don^t worry about 
that. 

WINT. But you’ve got to keep your 
face closed about this, you hear?— 
to Art and eveiy'body else. I tell you 
straight, I wouldn’t ask you to come 
if I wasn’t in a hole—and if I didn’t 
know you were coming down to Yale 
next year, and didn’t think you re 
giving me the straight goods about 
having been around before. I don’t 
want to lead you astray. 

RICHARD (scornfully). Aw, I told 
you that was silly. 

WINT. Well, you be at the Pleasant 
Beach House at half-past nine then. 
Come in the back room. And don’t 
forget to grab some cloves to take the 
booze off your breatb. 

RICHARD. Aw, I know what to do. 

WINT. See you later, then. (He 
sf£irfs oiit and is just about to close 
the door when he thinks of some¬ 
thing) And say, I’ll say you're a 
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Han ard freshman, and you hack me 
up. They don’t know a damn thing 
about 1 lan'ard. I don’t want them 
thinking I’m travelling around with 
any high-school kid. 

RICHARD. Sure. That’s easy. 

WINT. So long, then. You better beat 
it right after your dinner while 
you've got a chance, and hang around 
until it’s time. Watch your step, Kid. 

RICHARD. So long. (The door closes 
behind wiNT. richard stands for a 
moment, a look of hitter, defiant re¬ 
bellion coming over his face, and 
mutters to himself) I’ll show her she 
can’t treat me the way she’s done! 
I’ll show them all! (Then the front 
door is heard slamming, and a mo¬ 
ment later TOMMY rushes in from 
the hack 'parlor.) 

TOMMY. Where’s Ma? 

RICHARD (surlily). In the sitting- 
room. Where did you think, Bone- 
head? 

TOMMY. Pa and Uncle Sid are com¬ 
ing. Mid and I saw them from the 
front piazza. Gee, I’m glad. I’m aw¬ 
ful hungry, ain’t you? (He rushes 
out through the hack parlor, calling) 
Ma! They’re coming! Let’s have din¬ 
ner quick! (A moment later mrs. 
MILLER appears from the hack parlor 
accompanied by tommy, who keeps 
insisting urgently) Gee, but I'm aw¬ 
ful hungry, Ma! 

MRS. miller. I know. You always 
are. You’ve got a tapeworm, that’s 
what I think. 

TOMMY. Have we got lobsters, Ma? 
Gee, I love lobsters. 
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>IRS. MILLER. Yes, \ve VC got lobsters. 
And lisb. You remember what I told 
you about that fish. (He sm'cfeers) 
Kbw, do be quiet, Tommy! (Then 
xvith a teasing smile at richard) 
Well, I’m glad to see you’ve got back 
out of the night, Richard. (He scowls 
and turns his hack on her, lily ap¬ 
pears through the hack parlor, nerv¬ 
ous and apprehensive. As she does 
so, front the front yard sid’s voice is 
heard singing “Poor John!” MRS. 
MILLER shakes her head forehod’ 
ingly—hut, so great is the comic spell 
for her even in her brother's voice, a 
humorous smile hovers at the corners 
of her lips) Mmm! Mmm! Lily, I’m 
afraid— 

LILY Chitterly). Yes, I might have 
known. 

(MILDRED runs in through the hack 
parlor. She is laughing to herself a 
hit shamefacedly. She rushes to her 
mother.) 

MILDRED. Ma, Uncle Sid’s— (She 
whispers in her ear.) 

MRS. MILLER. Never mind! You 
shouldn’t notice such things--at your 
age! And don’t you encourage him 
by laughing at his foolishness, you 
hear! 

TOMMY. You needn't whisper. Mid. 
Think I don’t know? Uncle Sid's 
soused again. 

MRS. MILLER (shchec him hy the 
arm indignantly). You be quiet! Did 
I ever! You’re getting too smart! 
(Gives him a ptish) Go to your 
place and sit right down and not an¬ 
other word out of you! 

TOMMY (^aggrieved—Tuhhing his 
arm as he goes to his place). Aw, 

Mai 


MRS. MiLLEK. And you sit down, 
Richard and Mildred. You better, 
too, Lily. We’ll get him right in here 
and get some food in him. I le’ll be 
all right then, (richard, preserving 
the pose of the nitier, disillusioned 
pessimist, sits down in his place in 
the chair at right of the two whose 
hacks face f/ont. mildred takes the 
other chah facing hack, at his left. 
TOMMY hc.s already slid into the end 
chair at right of those at the rear of 
table facing front, lily sits in the 
one of those at left, hy the head of 
the table, leaving the middle one 
[sid’s] vc-cxnt. While they are do¬ 
ing this, the front screen door is 
heard slarsming and nat’s and sid’s 
laughing voices, raised as they come 
in and fc'V a moment after, then sud¬ 
denly catAiotisly lowered, mrs- mil¬ 
ler goes to the entrance to the hack 
parlor and calls peremptorily) You 
come right in here! Don't stop to 
wash up or anything. Dinner’s com¬ 
ing right on the table. 

miller’s voice (jovially). All 
right, Essie. Here we are! Here we 
are! 

MRS MILLER (gOBs to pantry door, 
opens it and calls). All right, Norah. 
You can bring in the soup. (She 
comes hack to the hack-parlor en¬ 
trance just as MILLER enters. He 
isnt drunk hy any means. He is just 
mellow and benignly ripened. His 
face is one large, smiling, happy 
beam of utter appreciation of life. 
All's right with the world, so satis- 
fyingly right that he becomes senti’ 
mentally moved even to think of it.) 

MILLER. Here we are, Essie! Rigi/;: 
on the dot! Here we are! (He pulls 
her to him and gives her a smacking 
kiss on the ear as she jerks her head 
away, mildred and tommy giggle 
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HiCHARD holds rigidly aloof and dis¬ 
dainful lis brooding gaze fixed on 
his plate, lily forces a smile.) 

MRS. MILLER Cp^dlwg awoy^em- 
harrassedly, almost blushing). Don t, 
you Crazy! (Then recovering her- 
self-tartly) So I see, you’re here! 
And if I didn’t, you’ve told me four 
times already! 

MILLER (beamingly). Now, Essie, 
don't be critical. Don’t be carpingly 
critical. Good news can stand re¬ 
peating, can’t it? ’Course it can! 
(He slaps her jovially on her fat 
buttocks. TOMMY and Mildred roar 
with glee. And norah, who has jttst 
entered from the pantry with a huge 
tureen of sotip in her hands, almost 
drops it as she explodes in a merry 
guffaw.) 

MRS. MILLER (scandalized). Natl 
Aren’t you ashamed! 

MILLER. Couldn’t resist it! Just sim¬ 
ply couldn’t resist it! 

(norah, still standing with the soup 
tureen held out stiffiy in front of her, 
again guffaws.) 

MRS. MILLER (tums OH her with 
outraged indignailon). Norah! Bring 
that soup here this minute! (She 
stalks with stiff dignity toward her 
place at the foot of the table, right.) 

NORAH (gttiltily). Yes, Mum. (She 
brings the soup arcnind the head of 
the table, passing miller.) 

MILLER (jovially). Why, hello, 
Norah! 
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MRS. MILLER. Norahl 

NORAH (a hit resentfully). Yes^ 
Mum. Here I am. (She sets the soup 
tureen down with a thud in front 
of MRS. MILLER and passes around 
the other side, squeezing with dif¬ 
ficulty between the china closet and 
the hacks of chairs at the rear of the 
table.) 

MRS. MILLER. Tommy! Stop spin- 
ning your napkin ring! How often 
have I got to tell you? Mildred! Sit 
up straight in your chair! Do you 
want to grow up a hump>back? Rich¬ 
ard! Take your elbows off the table! 

MILLER (coming to his place at the 
head of the table, rubbing his hands 
together genially). Well, well, well. 
Well, well, well. It’s good to be 
home again. 

(norah exits into the pantry and 
lets the door slam with a bang be¬ 
hind her.) 

MRS. MILLER (jumps). Oh! (Then 
exasperatedly) Nat, I do wish you 
wouldn’t encourage that stupid girl 
by talking to her, when I’m doing 
my best to train— 

MILLER (beamingly). All right, Es¬ 
sie. Your word is law! (Then laugh- 
ingly) We did have the damdest 
fun today! And Sid was the life of 
that picnic! You ought to have heard 
him! Honestly, he had that crowd 
just rolling on the ground and split¬ 
ting their sides! He ought to be on 
the stage. 


MRS. MILLER. Nat! (She sits down 
stiffly at the foot of the table.) 

NORAH (rebuking him familiarly). 
Arrah now, don't be making me 
laugh and getting me into trouble! 


MRS. MILLER (flS NORAH COWeS bock 

with a dish of saltines—begins la¬ 
dling soup into the stack of plates 
her). He ought to be at this 
table eating something to sober him. 
up, that’s what he ought to he! (Sfefi 
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calls') Sid! You come right in here! 
(Then to norah, handing her a 
Sony 'plate) Here, Norah. (norah 
begins passing soup) Sit down, Nat, 
for goodness sakes. Start eating, ev¬ 
erybody. Don’t wait for me. You 
know I’ve given up soup. 

MILLER (sits down hut bends for- 
ward to call to his wife in a confi- 
dential tone). Essie—Sid’s sort of 
embarrassed about coming—I mean 
I’m afraid he’s a little bit—not too 
much, you understand—but he met 
such a lot of friends and—well, you 
know, don’t be hard on him. Fourth 
of July is like Christmas—comes but 
once a year. Don’t pretend to notice, 
ehi> And don’t you kids, you hear! 
And don’t you, Lily. He’s scared of 
you. 

LILY (with stiff meekness). Very 
w'ell, Nat. 

MILLER ^beaming again—calls). All 
right, Sid. The coast’s clear. (He be¬ 
gins to absorb his soup ravenously) 
Good soup, Essie! Good soup! 

(A moment later sro makes his en¬ 
trance from the hack parlor. He is in 
a condition that can best be described 
as blurry. His movements have u 
hazy uncertainty about them. His 
shiny fat face is owe broad, blurred, 
Puckish, naughty-hoy grin; his eyes 
have a blurred, wondering vague¬ 
ness. As he enters he makes a sol¬ 
emnly intense effort to appear casual 
and dead, cold sober. He waves his 
hand aimlessly and speaks with a 
silly gravity.) 

SID. Good evening. (They all an¬ 
swer “Good evening,^* their eyes on 
their plates. He makes his way 
vaguely toward his place, continuing 
his grave effort at conversation) 
Beautiful evening. I never remember 
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seeing—more beautiful sunset. (He 
bumps vaguely into lily’s chair as 
he attempts to pass behind her—im¬ 
mediately he is all grave politeness) 
Sorry—sorry, Lily—deeply soriy^ 

lily (her eyes on her plate—stiffly). 
It's all right. 

SID (manages to get into his chair 
at last—mutters to hhnself). Wha’ 
was I sayin’? Oh, sunsets. But why 
butt in? Hasn’t sun—perfect right 
to set? Mind y’r own business. (He 
pauses thoughtfully, considering 
this—then looks around from face to 
face, fixing each with a vague, 
blurred, wondering look, as if some 
deep puzzle were confronting him. 
Then suddenly he grins mistily and 
nods with satisfaction) And there 
you are! Am I right? 

MILLER (humoring him). Right. 

SID. Right! (He is silent, studying 
his soup plate, as if it were some 
strange enigma. Finally he looks up 
and regards his sister and asks with 
wondering amazement) Soup? 

MRS. MILLER. Of COUTSC, it’s SOUp. 

What did you think it was? And you 
hurry up and eat it. 

SID (again regards his soup with as- 
tonishment). Well! (Then sudden¬ 
ly) Well, all right then! Soup be it! 
(He picks up his spoon and begins 
to eat, but after two tries in which 
he finds it difficult to locate his 
mouth, he addresses the spoon plain¬ 
tively) Spoon, is this any way to 
treat a pal? (Then suddenly comi¬ 
cally angry, putting the spoon down 
with a hang) Down with spoons! 
(He raises his soup plate and de¬ 
claims) “We’ll drink to the -lead 
already, and hurrah for the next who 
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dies/’ CBowitig solemnly to right and 
left') Your good health, ladies and 
gents. (He starts drinking the sowp. 
MILLER guffaws and mildreD and 
TOMMY giggle. Even richard for- 
gets his melancholy and snickers, and 
MRS. miller conceals a smile. Only 
lily remains stiff and silent.^ 

MRS. MILLER (luidi forced seventy). 

Sid! 

SID (peers at her nntzztly, lowering 
the soup plate a little from his lips^. 

Eh? 

MRS. MILLER. Oh, nothing. Never 
*Ti 1 n d . 

SID (solemnly offended'). Are you— 
puhliclv rebuking me before assem¬ 
bled-? Isn’t soup liquid? Aren’t li¬ 
quids drunk? (Then considering this 
to himself) What if they are drunk? 
It’s a good man’s failing. (He again 
peers mistily about at the company) 
Am I right or wrong? 

MRS. MILLER. Hurry' Up and finish 
your soup, and stop talking nonsense! 

sin (turning to her-—again offended 
Iv). Oh, no, Essie, if I ever so ft ; 
forget mvself as to drink a leg of 
lamb, then you might have some- 
excuse for— Just think of waste ef¬ 
fort eating soup with spoons—fifty 
gruelling lifts per plate—billions of 
soup-eaters on globe—why, it's sim¬ 
ply staooering! (Then darkly to hhn^ 
self) No more spoons for me! If I 
want to develop my biceps, I’ll buy 
Sandow Exerciser! (He drinks the 
rest of his soup in a gulp and beams 
around at the company, suddenly all 
happiness again) Am I right, folks? 

MILLER (tvho has been choking with 
laughter). Elaw, Youre right, 

Sid, 


SID (peers at him blurredly and 
shakes his head sadly). Poor old Nat! 
Always wrong—but heart of gold, 
heart of purest gold. And drunk 
again, I regret to note. Sister, my 
heart bleeds for you and your poor 
fatherless chicks! 

MRS. MILLER (restraining a giggle^ 
severely). Sid! Do shut up for a 
minute! Pass me your soup plates, 
everx'body. If we wait for that gir) 
to take them, we’ll be here all ni^t, 
{^They all pass their plates, which 
MRS. MILLER stocks up and then 
puts on the sideboard. As she is do¬ 
ing this, NORAH appears from thd 
pantry with a platter of broiled fish. 
She is just about to place these be¬ 
fore MILLER when SID catches her 
eye mistily and rises to his feet, mah 
ing her a deep, uncertain how.) 

SID (raptly). Ah, Sight for Sore 
Eyes, my beautiful Macushla, my 
star-eved Mavoumeen— 

MRS. MILLER. Sid! 

NORAH (immensely pleased—gives 
him an arch, flirtatious glance). Ah 
sure. Mister Sid, it’s you that have 
kissed the Blarney Stone, when 
you’ve a drop taken! 

MRS. MILLER (outTagcd). Norah! 
Put doivn that fish! 

NORAH (flusteredly).Yes, Mum. (She 
attempts to put the fish down hastily 
before miller, hut her eyes are fixed 
nervously on mrs. miller and she 
gives MILLER a nasty swipe on the 
side of the head with the edge of 
the dish.) 

MILLER. Ouch! (The children, even 
RICHARD, explode into laughter.) 
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NORAH (almost lets the dish fall). 
Oh, glory be to God! Is it hurted 
you are? 

MILLER (rnhhing his head—good- 
fjaturedly). No, no harm done. Only 
careful, Norah, careful. 

NORAH (gratefully)> Yes, sorr. (She 
thumps down the dish in front of 
him with a sigh of relief,) 

SID (who is still standing—with 
drunken gravity). Careful, Mavour- 
neen, careful! You might have hit 
him some place besides the head. 
Always aim at his head, remember— 
so as not to worry us. 

(Again the children explode. Also 
NORAH. Even lily suddenly lets out 
an hysterical giggle and is furious 
with herself for doing so.) 

LILY. Fm so sorry, Nat. I didn’t mean 
to laugh. (Turning on sid furiously) 
Will you please sit down and stop 
making a fool of yourself! 

(sid gives her a hurt, mournfid look 
and then sinks meekly down on his 
chair.) 

NORAH (grinning cheerfully, gives 
LILY a reassuring pat on the hack). 
Ah, Miss Lily, don't mind him. He’s 
only under the influence. Sure, 
there’s no harm in him at all. 

MRS. MILLER. Norah! 

(norah exits hastily into the pantry, 
letting the door slam with a crash be¬ 
hind her. There is silence for a mo¬ 
ment as MILLER serves the fish and 
it is passed around, norah comes 
hack with the vegetables and dis¬ 
appears again, and these are dished 
out.) 

MILLER (is about to take his first 
bite—stops suddenly and asks his 


wife). This isn’t, by any chance, 
bluefish, is it, my dear? 

MRS. MILLER (ivit/i a warning glance 
at tommy). Of course not. ^ou 
know we never have bluefish, on 
account of you. 

MILLER (addressing the table now 
with the gravity of a man confessing 
his strange peculiarities). Yes, I re* 
gret to say, there’s a certain peculiar 
oil in bluefish that invariably poisons 
me. (At this, tommy cannot stand 
it any more but explodes into laugh¬ 
ter. MRS. MILLER, after a helpless 
glance at him, follows suit; then lily 
goes off into uncontrollable, hysteri¬ 
cal laughter, and richard and Mil¬ 
dred are caught in the contagion. 
MILLER looks around at them with 
a weak smile, his dignity now ruffled 
a bit) Well, I must say I don’t see 
what’s so darned funny about my 
being poisoned. 

sid (peers around him—then with 
drunken cunning). Aha! Nat, I sus¬ 
pect-plot! This fish looks blue to 
me—\'ery blue—in fact despondent, 
desperate, and— (He points his fork 
dramatically at mrs. miller) See 
how guilty she looks—a ver—verita¬ 
ble Lucretia Georgia! Can it be this 
woman has been slowly poisoning 
you all these years? And how well— 
you’ve stood it! What iron constitu¬ 
tion! Even now, when you are inva¬ 
riably at death’s door, I can't be¬ 
lieve— 

(Everyone goes off into uncontrol¬ 
lable laughter.) 

MILLER (grumpily). Oh, give us a 
rest, you darned fool! A joke’s a joke, 
but— (He addresses his wife in a 
wounded tone) Is this true, Essie"^ 

MRS. MILLER (wiping the tears from 
her eyes—defiantly). Yes, it is true. 




if you must know, and you d never 
have suspected it, if it weren t for 
that darned Tommy, and Sid poking 
his nose in. You’ve eaten bluefish 
for years and thrived on it and it s 
all nonsense about that peculiar oil. 

MILLER (deeply offended^. Kindly 
allow me to know my own constitu¬ 
tion! Now I think of it, I’ve felt up¬ 
set afterwards every damned time 
we’ve had fish! (He pushes his plate 
away from hint with proud renuncia¬ 
tion) I can’t eat this. 

MRS. MILLER (insultingly matter-of- 

fact'). Well, don't then. There’s lots 
of lobster coming and you can fill up 
on that. 

(RICHARD suddeytly hursts out laugh- 
ing again.) 

MILLER (turns to him caustically). 
You seem in a merry mood, Richard. 
I thought you were the original of 
the Heart Bowed Down today. 

SID (with mock condolence). Never 
mind, Dick. Let them—scoff! What 
can they understand about girls 
w'hose hair sizzchels, whose lips are 
fireworks, whose eyes are red-hot 
sparks— 

MILDRED (laughing). Is that what 
he wrote to Muriel? (Ttirning to her 
brother) You silly goat, you! 

RICHARD (surlily). Aw, shut up, 
Mid. What do I care about her? I’ll 
show all of you how much I care! 

MRS. MILLER. Pass youT platcs as 
soon as you’re through, everybody. 
I’ve rung for the lobster. And that’s 
all. You don’t get any dessert or tea 
after lobster, vou know. 

(norah appears hearing a platter of 
cold boiled lobsters which she sets 
before miller and disappears.) 
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tommy. Gee, I love lobster! 
(miller puts one on each plate, and 
they are passed around and everyone 
starts in pulling the cracked shells 
apart.) 

MILLER (feeling more cheerful after 

a couple of mouthfuls—determining 
to give the conversation another turn, 
says to his daughter). Have a good 
time at the beach, Mildred? 

MILDRED. Ob, fine, Pa, thanks. The 
water was wonderful and warm, 

MILLER. Swim far? 

MILDRED. Yes, for me. But that isn’t 
so awful far. 

MILLER. Well, you ought to be a 
good swimmer, if you take after me. 

I used to be a regular water rat when 
I was a boy. I’ll have to go down to 
the beach with you one of these days 
—though I’d be rusty, not having 
been in in all these years. (The rewi- 
niscent look comes into his eyes of 
one about to embark on an oft-told 
tale of childhood adventure) You 
know, speaking of swimming, I 
never go down to that beach but what 
it calls to mind the day I and Red 
Sisk went in swimming there and I 
saved his life. 

(By this time the family are begin¬ 
ning to exchange atnused, guilty 
glances. They all know what is com¬ 
ing.) 

SID (with a sly, blurry wink around), 
Ha! Now we—have it again! 

MILLER (turning on him). Have 
what? 

SID. Nothing—go on with your 
swimming—don’t mind me. 

MILLER (glares at him—but im.medi- 
ately is overcome by the reminiscent 
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mood again'). Red Sisk—his father savs salt water's the only thing that 


kept a blacksmith shop where the 
Union Market is now—we kids called 
him Red because he had the darned¬ 
est reddest crop of hair- 

sin (fls if he were talking to his 
'plate). Remarkable!—the curious 
imaaination—of little children. 

D 

MRS. MILLER (rtS slie SCCS MILLER 

about to explode—interposes tact- 
fjilly). Sid! Eat your lobster and shut 
up! Go on, Nat. 

MILLER (gives SID a withering look 

—then is off again). Well, as I was 
saying, Red and I went swimming 
that day. Must have been—let me 
see—Red was fourteen, bigger and 
older than me, I was only t^velve— 
forty-five years ago—wasn’t a single 
house down there then—but there 
was a stake out where the whistling 
buoy is now, about a mile out. (tom¬ 
my, who has been having difficulty 
restraining himself, lets out a stifled 
giggle. MILLER bends a frowning 
gaze on him) One more sound out 
of you, young man, and you’ll leave 
this table! 

MRS. MILLER C^uickly interposing, 
trying to stave off the story). Do eat 
your lobster, Nat. You didn’t have 
any fish, you know'. 

MILLER (not liking the reminder— 
pettishly). Well, if I’m going to be 
interrupted every second anyway— 
(He turns to his lobster and chews 
in silence for a moment.) 

MRS. MILLER (trying to switch the 

subject). How’s Anne’s mother’s 
rheumatism, Mildred? 

MILDRED. Oh, she’s much better, 

Ma. She was in wading today. She 


really helps her bunion. 

MRS. MILLER. Mildred! Where are 
your manners? At the table’s no 
place to speak of— 

MILLER (fallen into the reminiscent, 
obsessio7i again). Well, as I was say¬ 
ing, there was I and Red, and he 
dared me to race him out to the stake 
and back. Well, I didn’t let anyone 
dare me in those days. I w'as a spunky 
kid. So I said all right and w'e started 
out. We sw'am and sw'am and were 
pretty evenly matched; though, as 
I’ve said, he was biofier and older 
than me, but finally I drew ahead. 

I W'as going along easy, with lots in 
reser\'e, not a bit tired, ^vhe^ sud¬ 
denly I heard a sort of gasp from be¬ 
hind me—like this—“help.” (He imi¬ 
tates. Everyone's eyes are firmly fixed 
on their plates, except sid’s) And I 
turned and there was Red, his face 
all pinched and white, and he says 
w'eakly: “Help, Nat! I got a cramp 
in my leg!” Well, I don’t mind tell¬ 
ing you I got mighty scared. I didn’t 
know what to do. Then suddenly I 
thought of the pile. If I could pull 
him to that, I could hang on to him 
till someone’d notice us. But the pile 
W'as still—w'ell, I calculate it must 
have been tw'o hundred feet away. 

sm. Tw'o hundred and fifty! 

MILLER (in confusion). What’s 
that? 

SID. Two hundred and fifty! I’ve 
taken down the distance everv time 
you’ve saved Red's life for thirty 
years and the mean average to that 
pile is two hundred and fifty feet! 
(There is a hurst of laughter from 
around the table, sro continues com- 
plainingly) Why didn’t you let that 
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Red drown, anyAvny, Nat? I never 
knew him but 1 know I d never have 
liked him. 

MiLLEn Creally hvrt, forces a feeble 
smile to his lips and pretends to he a 
good sport aboi't it)- Well, guess 
you’re right, Sid. Guess I have told 
that one too many times and bored 
everyone. But it’s a good true story 
for kids because it illustrates the dan¬ 
ger of being (oolhardy in the water— 

MRS. MILLER Qsensbig the hurt in 
his tone, comes to his rescue^. Of 
course it’s a good story—and you tell 
it whenever you’ve a mind to. And 
you, Sid, if you were in any respon¬ 
sible state, Vd give you a good piece 
of my mind for teasing Nat like that, 

MILLER (u’ith a sad, self-pitying 

smile at his wife). Getting old, I 
guess. Mother—getting to repeat my¬ 
self. Someone ought to stop me. 

MRS. MILLER. No such thing! You’re 
as voung as you ever were. (She 
turns on md again angrily) You eat 
your lobster and maybe it’ll keep your 
mouth shut! 

SID (after a feu? chews—itrepres- 
sihly). Lobster! Did you know, 
Tommy, your Uncle Sid is the man 
invented lobster? Fact! One day— 
when I was building the Pyramids— 
took a day off and just dashed off 
lobster. He was bigoer’n’ older than 

oo 

me and he had the darnedest reddest 
crop of hair but I dashed him off 
just the same; Am I right, Nat? 
(Then suddenly in the tones of a side¬ 
show barker) Ladies and Gents— 

MRS. MILLER. Mcrcy sakes! Can’t 
you shut up? 

SID. In this cage you see the lobster. 
You will not believe me, ladies and 
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gents, but it’s a fact that this inter¬ 
esting bivalve only makes love to his 
mate once in every thousand years— 
but, dearie me, how he does enjoy 
it! 

(The children roar, lily and mrs. 
MILLER laugh in spite of themselves 
—then look embarrassed, miller guf¬ 
faws—then suddenly grows shocked.) 

MILLER. Careful, Sid, careful. Re¬ 
member you’re at home. 

TOMMY (stiddenly in a hoarse whis¬ 
per to his mother, with an awed 
glance of admiration at his uncle). 
Ma! Look at him! He's eating that 
claw, shells and all! 

MRS. MILLER (horrified). Sid, do 
you want to kill yourself? Take it 
away from him, Lily! 

SID (with great dignity). But I pre¬ 
fer the shells. All famous epicures 
prefer the shells—to the less delicate, 
coarser meat. It’s the same with clams. 
Llnless I eat the shells there is a cer¬ 
tain, peculiar oil that invariably 
poisons— Am I right, Nat? 

MILLER (good-naturedly). You seem 
to be getting a lot of fun kidding me. 
Go ahead, then. I don’t mind. 

MRS. MILLER. He better go right up 
to bed for a while, thats what he 
better do, 

SID (considering this owlishly). Bed? 
Yes, maybe you’re right. (He gets to 
his feet) I am not at all well—in 
ver\^ delicate condition—we are pray¬ 
ing for a boy. Am I right, Nat? Nat, 
I kept telling you all day I was in 
delicate condition and yet you kept 
forcing demon chowder on me, al¬ 
though you knew full well—even if 
you were full—that there is a cer- 
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tain peculiar oil in chowder that in¬ 
variably— CThey are again all laugh¬ 
ing— lily, hysterically.') 

MRS. MILLER. Will you get to bed, 
you idiot! 

SID Qmiitters graciously). Immedi¬ 
ately—if not sooner. (He turns to 
-pass behind lily, then stops, star¬ 
ing down at her) But wait. There is 
still a duty I must perform. No day 
is complete without it. Lily, answer 
once and for all, will you marry me? 

LILY (ivith an hysterical giggle). No, 
I won’t—neverl 

SID Oiodding his head). Right! And 
perhaps it’s all for the best. For how 
could I forget the pre—precepts 
taught me at mothers dying knee. 
“Sidney,” she said, “never marry a 
woman who drinks! Lips that touch 
liquor shall never touch yours!” (Gaz¬ 
ing at her mournfully) Too bad! 
So fine a woman once—and now such 
a slave to rum! (Turning to nat) 
What can we do to save her, Nat? 
(In a hoarse, confidential whisper) 
Better put her in institution where 
she’ll be removed from temptation! 
The mere smell of it seems to drive 
her frantic! 

MRS. MILLER (struggling with her 
laughter). You leave Lily alone, and 
go to bed! 

SID. Right! (He comes around behind 
lily’s chair and moves toward the 
entrance to the hack parlor—then 
suddenly turns and says with a how) 
Good night, ladies—and gents. We 
will meet—bye and bye! (He gives an 
imitation of a Salvation Army drum) 
Boom! Boom! Boom! Come and be 
saved. Brothers! (He starts to sing 
the old Army hymn) 


“In the sweet 
Bye and bye 

We will meet on that beautiful 
shore.” 

(He turns and marches solemnly out 
through the hack parlor, singing) 

“Work and pray 
\^^hile you may. 

We will meet in the sky bve and 
bye.” 

(miller and his wife and the chil¬ 
dren are all roaring with laughter. 
LILY giggles hysterically.) 

miller (subsiding at last). Haw, 
haw. He’s a case, if ever there was 
one! Darned if you can help laugh¬ 
ing at him—even when he’s poking 
fun at you! 

MRS. MILLER, (joodness, but he’s a 
caution! Ch, my sides ache, I declare! 
I was trying so hard not to—but you 
can’t help it, he’s so silly! But I sup¬ 
pose we really shouldn’t. It only en¬ 
courages him. But, my lands—! 

LILY (suddenly gets up from her 
chair and stands rigidly, her face 
working—jerkily). That’s just it— 
you shouldn’t—even I laughed—it 
does encourage—that’s been his 
downfall—everyone alwavs laughing, 
everyone always saying what a card 
he is, what a case, what a caution, so 
funny—and he’s gone on—and we’re 
all responsible—making it easy for 
him—we’re all to blame—and all we 
do is laugh! 

MILLER (worriedly). Now, Lily, 
now, you mustn’t take on so. It isn’t 
as serious as all that. 

LILY (bitterly). Maybe— it is—to me 
Or was—once. (Then contritely) I’m 
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sorry, Nat. I’m sorry, Essie. I didn t 
mean to-l’m not feeling myself to¬ 
night. If you'll excuse me, I’ll go in 
the front parlor and lie down on the 
sofa awhile. 

MRS. MILLER. Of coursc, Lily. You 
do whatever you’ve a mind to. 

(lily goes out.') 

MILLER Cfroxuning~a little shame¬ 
faced). Hmm. I suppose she’s right. 
Never knew Lily to come out with 
things that way before. Anything 
special happened, Essiel^ 

MRS. MILLER. Nothing I know—ex¬ 
cept he’d promised to take her to 
the fireworks. 

MILLER. Thats so. Well, supposing 
I take her. I don’t want her to feel 
disappointed. 

MRS. MILLER (shaking her head). 

Wild horses couldn’t drag her there 
now. 

MILLER. Hmm. I thought she’d got 
completely over her foolishness about 
him long ago. 

MRS. MILLER. She never will. 

MILLER. She’d better. He’s got fired 
out of that Waterbur\' job—told me 
at the picnic after he’d got enough 
Dutch courage in him. 

MRS. MILLER. Oh, dear! Isn’t he the 
fool! 


MILLER. I knew something was 
wrong when he came home. Well, 
I’ll find a place for him on my paper 
again, of course. He always was the 
best news-oettei this town ever had. 
But I’ll tell him he’s got to stop his 
damn nonsense. 
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MRS. MILLER (^uhtfully). YcS. 

MILLER. Well, no use sitting here 
mourning over spilt milk. (He gets 
up, and RICHARD, mildred, tommy 
and MRS. MILLER follow his example, 
the children quiet and a bit awed) 
You kids go out in the yard and try 
to keep quiet for a while, so’s your 
Uncle Sid’ll get to sleep and your 
Aunt Lily can rest. 

TOMMY (mournfully). Ain’t we go¬ 
ing to set off the skyrockets and 
Roman candles, Pa? 

MILLER. Later, Son, later. It isrA 
dark enough for them yet anyway, 

MILDRED. Come on, Tommy. I’ll see 
he keeps quiet, Pa. 

MILLER. That’s a good girl, (mil¬ 
dred and TOMMY go out through 
the screen door, richard remains 
standing, sunk in hitter, gloomy 
thoughts. MILLER glances at him— 
then irritably) Well, Melancholy 
Dane, what are you doing? 

RICHARD (darkly). I'm going out— 
for a while. (Then suddenly) Do 
you know what I think? It’s Aunt 
Lily’s fault, Uncle Sid’s going to 
ruin. It’s all because he loves her, 
and she keeps him dangling after 
her, and eggs him on and ruins his 
life-like all women love to min 
men’s lives! I don’t blame him for 
drinking himself to death! What does 
he care if he dies, after the way she’s 
treated him! I’d do the same thing 
mvself if I were in his boots! 

MRS. MILLER (indignantly). Rich¬ 
ard! You stop that talk! 

RICHARD (quotes bitterly), 

‘"Drink! for ynu know not whence 
you come nor why. 
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Drink! for you know not why you 
go nor where!” 

MILLER Qoshjg his temper—harsh¬ 
ly), Listen here, young man! IVe 
had about all I can stand of your 
nonsense for one day! You’re grow¬ 
ing a lot too big for your size, seems 
to me! You keep that damn fool talk 
to yourself, you hear me—or you’re 
going to regret it! Mind now! (He 
strides angrily away through the hack 
parlor.) 
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MRS. MILLER indignant). Rich¬ 
ard, Fm ashamed of you, that’s what 
I am. (She follows her husband. 
RICHARD stands for a second, hitter, 
humiliated, wronged, even his father 
turned enemy, his face growing more 
and more rehelliotis. Then he forces 
a scornful smile to his lips.) 

RICHARD. Aw, what the hell do I 
care? FlI show them! (He turns and 
goes out the screen door.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 

SCENE 1 


Scene—T he hack room of a bar in a small hotel-a small, dingy room, dimly 
lighted by two fly-specked globes in a fly-specked gilt chandelier suspended 
from the middle of the ceiling. At left, front, is the swinging door leading 
to the bar. At rear of door, against the wall, is a tiickel-in-the-slot player-piano. 
In the rear wall, right, is a door leading to the "Family Entrance" and the 
stairway to the tipstairs rooms. In the middle of the right wall is a window 
with closed shutters. Three tables with stained tops, four chairs around each 
table, are placed at center, front, at right, toward rear, and at rear, center. 
A brass cuspidor is on the floor by each table. The floor is ^^nswept, littered 
with cigarette and cigar butts. The hideous saffron-colored wallpaper is 
blotched and spotted. 

It is about 10 o’clock the same night, richard and belle are discovered 
sitting at the table at center, belle at left of it, richard in the Jiext chair at 
the middle of table, rear, facing front. 

BELLE is twenty, a rather pretty peroxide blonde, a typical college "tart" 
of the period, and of the cheaper variety, dressed with tawdry flashiness. But 
she is a fairly recejjt recruit to the ranks, and is still a hit remorseful behind 
her make-up and defiantly careless manner. 

BELLE has an empty gin-rickey glass before her, richard a half-empty 
glass of beer. He looks horribly timid, embarrassed and guilty, hut at the 
same time thrilled and proud of at last mingling with the pace that kills. 

The player-piano is grinding out "Bedelia." The bartender, a stocky 
young Irishman with a foxily cunning, stupid face and a cynically wise grin, 
stands just inside the bar entrance, watching them over the swinging do^. 
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BELLE (with an impatient glance at 
her escort-rattling the ice in her 
empty g/« 5 s). Drinlc up your beer, 
wbv don’t vou? It’s getting flat. 

RICHARD (etfibarrassedhO. I let it get 
that way on purpose. I like it better 
when it’s flat. (But he hastily gulps 
down the rest of bis glass, as if it 
were some nasty-tasting medicine. 
The BARTENDER chucliles audibly. 
BELLE glances at him.') 

belle (nodding at the player-piano 
scornfully). Say, George, is '‘Be- 
delia” the latest to hit this hick burg? 
Well, it’s only a couple of years old! 
You’ll catch up in time! Why don’t 
you get a new roll for that old box? 

bartender (with a grin). Complain 
to the boss, not me. We’re not used 
to having Candy Kiddoes like you 
around—or maybe we’d get up to 
date. 

belle (with a professionally arch 
grin at him). Don’t kid me, please. 
I can’t bear it. (Then she sings to 
the music from the piano, her eyes 
now on Richard) “Bedelia, I’d like 
to feel ver.” (The bartender 
laughs. She smirks at richard) 
Ever bear those words to it, Kid? 

RICHARD (who has heard them hut 
is shocked at hearing a girl say them 
—putting on a blase air). Sure, lots 
of times. That's old. 

belle (edging her chair closer and 
putting a hand over one of bis). Then 
why don’t you act as if you knew 
what they were all about? 

RICHARD (terribly pustered). Sure, 
I’ve heard that old parody lots of 
times. What do you think I am? 
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belle. I don’t know, Kid. Honest to 
God, you’ve got me guessing. 

BARTENDER (with a mocking 
chuckle). He’s a hot sport, can’t you 
tell it? I never seen such a spender. 
My head’s dizzy bringing you 
drinks! 

BELLE (laughs irritably—to Rich¬ 
ard) Don't let him kid you. You 
show him. Loosen up and buy an¬ 
other drink, what say? 

RICHARD (humiliated—man fully). 
Sure. Excuse me. I was thinking of 
something else. Have anything you 
like. (He turns to the bartender 
who has entered from the bar). See 
what the lady will have—and have 
one on me yourself. 

BARTENDER (coming to the table— 
wifb a wink at belle). That's talk¬ 
ing! Didn’t I say you were a sport? 
ril take a cigar on you. (To belle) 
What’s yours, Kiddo—the same? 

BELLE. Yes. And forget the house 
rules this time and remember a rickey 
is supposed to have gin in it. 

BARTENDER CgrjMwiwg). I’ll try to- 

seeing it’s you. (Then to richard) 
What’s yours—another beer? 

RICHARD (shyly). A small one, 
please. I’m not thirsty, 

BELLE (calculatedly taunting). Say, 
honest, are things that slow up at 
Harvard? If they had you down at 
New Haven, they’d put you in a 
kindergarten! Don’t be such a dead 
one! rilling up on beer will only 
make you sleepy. Have a man’s 
drink! 

RICHARD (shamefacedly). All right. 

I was going to. Bring me a sloe-gin 
fizz 
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BELLE (to bartender). And make 
it a real one. 

bartender (with a wink). I get 
you. Something that’ll warm him up, 
eh? (He goes into the bar, chuck¬ 
ling.) 

belle (looks around the room—ir¬ 
ritably). Christ, what a dump! (rich- 
ARD is startled and shocked by this 
curse and looks dou7n at the table) 
If this isn’t the deadest burg I ever 
struck! Bet they take the sidewalks 
in after nine o’clock! (Then turning 
on him) Say, honestly, Kid, does 
your mother know you're out? 

RICHARD (defensively). Aw, cut it 
out, why don’t you—tiy^ing to kid 
me! 

belle (glances at him^then resolves 
on a new tack—fatting his hand). 
All right. I didn’t mean to, Dearie. 
Please don’t get sore at me. 

RICHARD. Fm not sore. 

belle (seductively). You see, it’s 
this way with me. I think you’re one 
of the sweetest kids I’ve ever met— 
and I could like you such a lot if 
you’d give me half a chance—in¬ 
stead of acting so cold and indif¬ 
ferent. 

RICHARD. I’m not cold and indif¬ 
ferent. (Then solemnly tragic) It’s 
only that I’ve got—a weight on my 
mind. 

BELLE (impatiently). Well, get it off 
your mind and give something else 
a chance to work. (The bartender 
comes in, bringing the drinks.) 

bartender (setting them down— 
with a wink at belle). This’ll warm 


him for you. Forty cents, that is— 
with the cigar. 

RICHARD (pidls out his Toll and hands 
a dollar bill over—with exaggerated 
carelessness). Keep the change. 
(belle emits a gasp and seems about 
to protest, theft thinks better of it. 
The BARTENDER canuot believe his 
luck for a moment—then pockets the 
hill hastily, as if afraid richard will 
change his mind.) 

BARTENDER (respect in his voice). 
Tliank you, sir. 

RICHARD (grandly). Don’t mention 
it. 

BARTENDER. I hope you like the. 
drink. I took special pains with it. 
(The voice of the salesman, who 
has just come in the bar, calls "Hey! 
Anybody here?" and a coin is rapped 
on the bar.) I’m coming. (The bar¬ 
tender goes out.) 

belle (remonstrating gently, a new 
appreciation for her escort’s possibili¬ 
ties in her voice). You shouldn’t be 
so generous, Dearie. Gets him in bad 
habits. A dime would have been 
plenty. 

RICHARD. Ah, that’s all right. I’m no 
tightwad. 

belle. That’s the talk 1 like to hear. 
(With a quick look toward the bar, 
she stealthily pulls up her dress—1& 
Richard’s shocked fascination—and 
takes a package of cheap cigarettes 
from her stocking) Keep an eye out 
for that bartender. Kid, and tell me 
if you see him coming. Girls are only 
allowed to smoke upstairs in the 
rooms, he said. 

RICHARD (embarrassedly). All right. 

I’ll watch. 
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fiELi.K (having lighted her cigarette 
Lind inhaled deeply, holds the pack¬ 
age out to him). I'lavc a Sweet? You 
smoke, don’t you? 

RICHARD (taking one'). Sure! Ivc 
been smoking for the last two years 
^on the sly. But next year I’ll be al¬ 
lowed—that is, pipes and cigars. (He 
lights his cigarette with elaborate 
nonchalance, puffs, hut does not in¬ 
hale-then, watching her, with 
shocked concern) Say, you oughtnt 
to inhale like that! Smoking’s awful 
bad for girls, anyway, even if they 
don’t— 

CELLS (cynically amtised). Afraid it 
will stunt my growth? Gee, Kid, you 
are a scream! You’ll grow up to be a 
minister yet! (richard looks shame¬ 
faced. She scans him impatiently— 
then holds up her drink) Well, 
here’s how! Bottoms up, now! Show 
me you really know how to drink. 
It’ll take that load off your mind. 
(richard follows her example and 
they both drink the whole contents 
of their glasses before setting them 
down) There! Thats something 
like! Feel better? 

RICHARD (proud of htmself—with a 
shy smile). You bet. 

BELLE. Well, you’ll feel still better 
in a minute—and then maybe you 
won't be so distant and unfriendly, 
eh? 

RICHARD. I’m not. 

BELLE. Yes, you are. I think you just 
don’t like me. 

RICHARD (more nianftdly). I do too 

like you. 
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RICHARD. Yes, a lot. 

BELLE. Show me how much! (Then 
as he fidgets emharrassedly) Want 
me to come sit on your lap? 

RICHARD. Yes—I— (She comes and 
sits on his lap. He looks desperately 
uncomfortable, hut the gin is risino 
to his head and he feels proud 0 / 
himself and devilish, too.) 

belle. Why don’t you put your arm 
around me? (He does so awkwardly) 
No, not that dead way. Hold me 
tight. You needn’t be afraid of hurt¬ 
ing me. I like to be held tight, don’t 
you? 

RICHARD. Sure I do. 

BELLE. ’Specially when it’s by a nice 
handsome kid like you. (Ruffling his 
hair) Gee, you’ve got pretty hair, do 
you know it? Honest, I’m awfully 
strong for you! Why can't you be 
about me? I’m not so awfully ugly, 
am I? 

RICHARD. No, you’re—you’re pretty. 

BELLE. You don’t say it as if you 
meant it. 

RICHARD. 1 do mean it—honest. 

BELLE. Then why don’t you kiss me? 
(She bends down her lips toward his. 
He hesitates, then kisses her and at 
once shrinks hack) Call that kissing? 
Here. (She holds his head and 
fastens her lips on his and holds them 
there. He starts and struggles. She 
laughs) What’s the matter, Honey 
Boy? Haven’t you ever kissed like 
that before? 


BELLE. How much? A lot? 


RICHARD. Sure. Lots of times. 
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BELLE. 'Fhen why did you jump as 
if I’d bitten you? C^qtiirming around 
on his lap) Gee, I’m getting just 
crazy about you! What shall we do 
about it, eh? Tell me. 

RICHARD. I—don’t know. (Then 
boldly) I—I’m crazy about you, too. 

BELLE (^kissing him again). Just 
think of the wonderful time Edith 
and your friend, Wint, are having 
upstairs—while we sit down here like 
tw’O dead ones. A room only costs 
two dollars. And, seeing I like vou 
so much. I’d only take five dollars— 
from you. I’d do it for nothing—for 
you—only I’ve got to live and I owe 
my room rent in New Haven—and 
you know how it is. I get ten dollars 
from ever)'one else. Honest! (She 
kisses him again, then gets tip from 
his lap^hriskly) Come on. Go out 
and tell the bartender you want a 
room. And hurry. Honest, I’m so 
strong for you I can hardly wait to 
get you upstairs! 

RICHARD (starts automatically for the 
door to the bar—then hesitates, a 
great struggle going on in his mind 
-timidity, disgust at the money ele¬ 
ment, shocked modesty, and the 
guilty thought of Muriel, fighting it 
out with the growing tipsiness that 
makes him want to be a hell of a 
fellow and go in for all forbidden 
fruit, and makes this tart a romantic, 
evil vampire in his eyes. Finally, he 
stops and mutters in confusion). I 
can’t. 

BELLE. What, are you too bashful to 
ask for a room? Let me do it, then. 
(She starts for the door.) 

RICHARD (desperately). No—T don’t 
want vou to—I don’t want to. 
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BELLE (surveying him, anger com' 
ing into her eyes). Well, if you aren’t 
the lousiest cheap skate! 

RICHARD. I’m not a cheap skate! 

BELLE. Keep me around here all 
night fooling with you when I might 
be out with some real live ones—if 
there is such a thing in this burg!- 
and now you quit on me! Don’t be 
such a piker! You’ve got five dollars! 
I seen it when you paid for the 
drinks, so don’t hand me any lies! 

RICHARD. I— Who said I hadn’t? 
And I’m not a piker. If you need the 
five dollars so bad—for your room 
rent—you can have it without—] 
mean, I’ll be glad to give— (He ha^ 
been fumbling in his pocket and 
pulls out his nine-dollar roll and 
holds out the five to her.) 

BELLE (hardly able to believe her 
eyes, almost snatches it from his 
hand—then laughs and immediately 
becomes scntUnentally grateful). 
Thanks, Kid. Gee—oh, thanks— 
Gee, forgive me for losing my temper 
and bawling you out, will you? Gee, 
you’re a regular peach! You’re the 
nicest kid I’ve ever met! (She kisses 
him and he grins proudly, a hero to 
himself now on many counts) Gee, 
you’re a peach! Thanks, again! 

RICHARD (grandly—and quite tipsily). 
It’s—nothing—only too glad. (Then 
boldly) Here—give me another kiss, 
and that’ll pay me back. 

BELLE (kissmg him). I’ll give you a 
thousand, if you want ’em. Come on, 
let’s sit down, and we’ll have another 
drink—and this time Fll blow vou 
just to show my appreciation. (She 
calls) Hey, George! Bring us another 
round-the same! 
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RICHARD reiuMflwt of caution com¬ 
ing to I don’t know as 1 ought 

to— 

belle. Oh, another wont hurt you. 

And I want to blow you, sec. 

sit down in their former places.) 

RICHARD (boldly draws his chair 
closer and puts an arm around her 
—iipsily). I like you a lot—now Im 
getting to know you. You re a darned 
nice girl. 

BELLE. Nice is good! Tell me an- 
other! Well, if I’m so nice, why didn’t 
you want to take me upstairs? That’s 
what I don’t get. 

RICHARD (lying boldly). I did want 
to— only I— (Then he adds solemnly) 
I’ve sworn off. (The bartender en¬ 
ters with the drinks.) 

BARTENDER (setting them on the 

table). Here’s your pleasure. (Then 
regarding Richard’s arm about her 
waist) Ho-ho, we’re coming on, I 
see. (RICHARD grins at him muzzily.) 

BELLE (digs into her stocking and 
gives him a dollar). Here. This is 
mine, (He gives her change and she 
tips him a dime, and he goes out. 
She ptts the five richard had given 
her in her stocking and picks up her 
glass) Here’s how—and thanks again. 
(She sips.) 

RICHARD (boisterously). Bottoms up! 
Bottoms up! (He drinks all of his 
down and sighs with exaggerated 
satisfaction) Gee, that’s good stuff, 
all right. (Hugging her) Give me 
another kiss, Belle. 

belle (kisses him). What did you 
mean a minute ago when you said 
you’d sworn off? 
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RICHARD (solemnly). I took an oath 
I’d be faithful. 

BELLE (cynically). Till death do us 
part, eh? Who’s the girl? 

RICHARD (shortly). Never mind. 

BELLE (bristling). I'm not good 
enough to talk about her, I suppose? 

RICHARD. I didn’t—mean that. You’re 
all right. (Then with tipsy gravity) 
Only you oughtn’t to lead this kind 
of life. It isn’t right—for a nice girl 
like you. Why don’t you reform? 

BELLE (sharply). Nix on that line of 
talk! Can it, you hear! You can do a 
lot with me for five dollars—but you 
can’t reform me, see. Mind your own 
business, Kid, and don’t butt in 
where you’re not wanted! 

RICHARD. I—I didn’t mean to hurt 
vour feelings. 

BELLE. I know you didn’t mean. 
You’re only like a lot of people who 
mean well, to hear them tell it. 
(Changing the subject) So you’re 
faithful to youi one love, eh? (With 
on ugly sneer) And how about her? 
Bet you she’s out with a guy undei 
some bush this minute, giving him 
all he Wyants. Don’t be a sucker, Kid! 
Even the little flies do it! 

RICHARD (starting up in his chair^ 
angrily). Don’t you say that! Don’t 
you dare! 

BELLE (unimpressed—with a cynical 
shrug of her shoulders). All right. 
Have it your own way and be a 
sucker! It cuts no ice with me. 

RICHARD. You don’t know her or— 

BELLE. And don’t want to. Shut 
up about her, can’t you? (She 
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stares before her bitterly, richard 
subsides into scowling gloom. He is 
becoming perceptibly more intoxi¬ 
cated \vith each moment now. The 

BARTENDER and the SALESMAN ap¬ 
pear just hiside the swinging door. 
The BARTENDER iiods toward belle, 
giving the salesman a wink. The 
SALESMAN gn»s and comes into the 
room, carrying his highball in his 
hand. He is a stout, jowly-faced man 
in the late thirties, dressed with 
cheap nattiness, with the professional 
breeziness and joadar, kid-em-along 
manner of his kind, belle looks up 
as he enters and he and she ex¬ 
change a glance of complete recogni¬ 
tion. She knows his type by heart and 
he knows hers.') 

SALESMAN (pflsscs by her to the table 
at right—grinning genially). Good 
evening. 

BELLE. Good evening. 

SALESMAN (sitting down). Hope Fm 
not butting in on your part)'—but 
my dogs were giving out standing at 
that bar. 

belle. All right with me. (Giving 
RICHARD a rather contemptuous look) 
Ive got no party on. 

SALESMAN. That sounds hopeful. 

RICHARD (suddenly recites senti¬ 
mentally). 

“But I wouldn't do such, ’cause 
I loved her too muen, 

But I learned about women 
from her.” 

(Twrns to scowl at the salesman— 
then to belle) Let's have ’nother 
drink! 


BELLE. You’ve had enough. 
(richard subsides, muttering to him- 
sHf.) 

salesman. What is it— a child poet 
or a child actor? 

BELLE. Don’t know. Got me guess- 
ing. 

salesman. Well, if you could shake 
the cradle-robbing act, maybe we 
could do a little business. 

BELLE. That’s easy. I just pull my 
freight. (She shakes ricilmid by the 
arm) Listen, Kid. Here’s an old 
friend of mine, Mr. Smith of New 
Haven, just come in. I’m going ovei 
and sit at his table for a while, sec. 
And you better go home. 

RICHARD (blinking at her and scowl¬ 
ing). I’m never going home! I’ll 
show them! 

BELLE. Have it your own way—only 
let me up. (She takes his arm from 
around her and goes to sit by the 
SALESMAN. RICHARD stares after her 
offendedly.) 

RICHARD. Go on. What do I care what 
you do? (He recites scornfully) 
“For a woman’s only a woman, but a 
good cigar’s a smoke.” 

SALESMAN (flS BELLE sitS bcside 

him). Well, what kind of beer wiU 
you have. Sister? 

BELLE. Mine’s a gin rickey. 

SALESMAN. You’ve got extravagam 
tastes. I’m sorry to see. 

RICHARD (begins to recite sepul- 
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“Yet each man kills the thing 
he loves, 

By each let this be heard.” 
SALESMAN (griwniMg). Say, this is 

rich! (He calls encouragement) 
That’s swell dope, young feller. Give 
LIS some more. 

RICHARD (ignoring hvn^goes on 
more rhetorically), 

“Some do it with a bitter look, 
Some with a flattering word, 

1'lie coward does it with a kiss, 
The brave man with a sword’’ 

(He stares at belle gloomily and 
mutters tragically) I did it with a 
kibs! I’m a coward. 

SALESMAN. Tliat’s the old stuff, Kid. 
You’ve got something on the ball, all 
right, all right! Give us another— 
right over the old pan, now! 

BELLE (leith a laugh). Get the hook! 

RICHARD (glowering at her—tragi¬ 
cally). 

" 'Oho,' they cried, ‘the world is 
wide. 

But fettered limbs go lame! 

And once, or twice, to throw the 
dice 

Is a gentlemanly game, 

But he does not w'in who plays 
w'ith Sin 

In the secret House of Shame!’ ” 

BELLE (angrily). Aw, can it! Give 
us a rest from that bunk! 

SALESMAN (mockiiigly). This gal of 
yours don’t appreciate poetr\L She’s 
a lowbrow. But I’m the kid that eats 
h up. Mv middle name is Kelly and 
Sheets! Gi\'e us some mere of the 
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same! Do you know *The Lobster 
and the Wise Guy”? (Turns u> 

BELLE seriously) No kidding, that’s 
a peacherino. 1 heard a guy recite it 
at Poli s. Maybe this nut knows it. 
Do you, Kid? (But richard only 
glowers at him gloomily withojit 
answering.) 

BELLE (surveying richard con¬ 
temptuously). He’s copped a fine 
skinful—and gee, he’s hardly had 
anything. 

RICHARD (suddenly—with a dire 

emphasis). “And then—at ten o’clock 
—Eilert Lovborg will come—with 
vine leaves in his hair!” 

BELLE. And bats in his belfry, if 
he’s you! 

RICHARD (regards her bitterly—then 
starts to his feet hellicosely—to the 
salesman). I don’t believe you ever 
knew her in New Haven at all! You 
just picked her up now! You leave 
her alone, you bear! You won’t do 
anything to her—not while I’m here 
to protect her! 

belle (laughing). Oh, my God! 
Listen to it! 

SALESMAN. Ssshh! This is a scream! 
Wait! (He addresses richard in 
tones of exaggerated melodrama) 
Curse YOU, Jack Dalton, if I won’t 
unhand her, what then? 

RICHARD {threateningly). I’ll give you 
a good punch in the snoot, that’s 
what! (He moves toward their table.) 

SALESMAN (ivith mock terror— 
screams in falsetto). Help! Help! 
(The BARTENDER comes in irritably.) 

BARTENDER. Hey. Cut out the nnise. 
What the hell’s up with you? 
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fticHARD Qti'psily'), He’s too—damn 
fresh! 

SALESMAN (wh/i a ivinfe). He’s go¬ 
ing to murder me. (Then gets a 
blight idea for eliminating richard 
^seriously to the bartender) It’s 
none of my business, Brother, but if 
I were in your boots I’d give this 
young souse the gate. He’s under 
age; any fool can see that, 

bartender (gtii/tily). He told me 
he was over eighteen. 

salesman. Yes, and I tell you I’m 
the Pope—but you don’t have to be¬ 
lieve me. If you’re not looking for 
trouble, I’d advise you to get him 
started for some other gin mill and 
let them do the lying, if anything 
comes up. 

BARTENDER. Hmm. (He turns to 
RICHARD angrily and gives him a 
push) Come on, now. On your way! 
You’ll start no trouble in here! Beat 
^t now! 

RICHARD, I will not beat it! 

BARTENDER. Oho, WOn’t youl^ (Hc 
gives him another push that almost 
sends him sprawling.) 

BELLE {callously). Give him the 
bum’s rush! I’m sick of his bull! 
(richard turns furiously and tries 
to punch the bartender.) 

BARTENDER (rtvoids the ptinch). 

Oho, you would, would you? (He 

grabs RICHARD by the back of the 
neck and the seat of the pants and 
marches him ignominiously toward 
the swinging door.) 

RICHARD. Leggo of me, you dirty 
coward! 


bartender. Quiet now—or I’ll pin 
a Mary Ann on your jaw that’ll tjuiet 
you! (He rushes him through the 
screen door and a moment later the 
outer doors are heard swinging hack 
and forth.) 

SALESMAN (ivith fl chuckle). Hand 
it to me, Kid. How was that for a 
slick way of getting rid of him? 

BELLE {suddenly sentimental). Poor 
kid. I hope he makes home all right. 
I liked him—before he got soused. 

SALESMAN. Who IS he? 

BELLE. The boy who’s upstairs with 
my friend told me, but I didn’t pay 
much attention. Name’s Miller. His 
old man runs a paper in this one- 
horse burg, I think he said. 

SALESMAN {with a whistle). Phew! 
He must be Nat Miller’s kid, then. 

BARTENDER {coming hack from the 
bar). Well, he's on his way—with a 
good boot in the tail to help him! 

SALESMAN {with a malicious 
chuckle). Yes? well, maybe that boot 
will cost you a job. Brother. Know 
Nat Miller who runs the Globe? 
That’s his kid. 

BARTENDER (Iiis face falling). The 

hell he is! Who said so? 

SALESMAN. This baby doll. {Getting 
up) Sav, I’ll go keep cases on him— 
see he gets on the trolley ail right, 
an^nvay. Nat Miller’s a good scout. 
(He hurries out.) 

BARTENDER (vicioiisly). God damn 
the luck! If he ever finds out I served 
his kid, he’ll run me out of town. 
(He turns on belle furiously) Why 
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didn't you put me wise, you lousy the family-entrance door') Get the 
tramp, you! l^^^l out of here—and no long waitsi 


BELLE. Hey! I don't stand for that 
kind of talk—not from no hick beer- 
squirter like you, see! 

BARTENDER Qnriously). You don’t, 
don’t you! Who was it but you told 
me to hand him dynamite in that 
(He gwes her chair a push that 
almost throws her to the floor) Beat 
it, you—and beat it quick—or I'll call 
Sullivan from the corner and have 
you run in for street-walking! (He 
gii’es her a ptish that lands her against 


BELLE (opens the door and goes out 
—turns and calls hack viciously). Hi 
fix you for this, you thick Mick, if I 
have to go to jail for it. (She goes 
otit and slams the door.) 

BARTENDER (looks after her wor¬ 
riedly for a second—then shrugs his 
shoulders). That’s only her bull. 
(Then with a sigh as he returns to 
the bar) Them lousy tramps is al¬ 
ways getting this dump in Dutch! 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 


SCENE II 

Scene—S ame as Act One—Sitting-roo7n of the miller home—about ii 
o'clock the same night. 

MILLER is sitting in his favorite rocking-chair at left of table, front. He 
Ims discarded collar and tie, coat and shoes, and wears an old, worn, 
brown dressing-gown and disreputable-looking carpet slippers. He has 
his reading specs on and is running over items in a newspaper. But his mind 
is plainly preoccupied and worried, and he is not paying 7nuch attention to 
what he reads. 

MRS. MILLER sifs by the table at right, front. She also has on her specs. 
A sewing basket is on her lap and she is trying hard to keep her attention fixed 
on the doily she is doing. But, as in the case of her husband, hut much more 
apparently, her mind is preoccupied, and she is obviously on tenterhooks of 
nervous uneasiness. 

LILY is sitting in the armchair by the table at rear, facing right. She is pre¬ 
tending to read a novel, hut her attention wanders, too, and her expression 
is sad, although now it has lost all its bitterness and become siibwissive and 
resigned again. 

MILDRED sits at the desk at right, front, writing tiw words over and over 
again, stopping each time to survey the result critically, biting her tongue, 
intensely concentrated on her work. 

TOMMY sits on the sofa at left, front. He has had a hard day and is ter 
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rihly sleepy hut will not acknowledge it. His eyes blink shut cn him, his 
head begins to nod, but he isn’t giving up, and every time he senses any oj 
the family glancing in his direction, he goads hhnself wto a bright-eyed 
wakefulness. 


MILDRED (finally surveys the two 
words she has been writing and is 
'-atisfied with them). There. (She 
takes the paper over to her mother) 
Look, Ma. IVe been practising a new 
way of writing my name. Don’t look 
at the others, only the last one. Don’t 
you think it’s the real goods? 

MRS. MILLER (pulled oiit of her pre¬ 
occupation). Don’t talk that horrible 
slang. It’s bad enough for boys, but 
for a young girl supposed to have 
manners—my goodness, when I was 
your age, if my mother’d ever heard 
me— 

MILDRED. Well, don’t you think it’s 
nice, then? 

MRS. MILLER (stnks back into pre¬ 
occupation-scanning the paper— 
vagttely). Yes, very nice, Mildred- 
very nice, indeed. (Hands the paper 
back mechanically.) 

MILDRED (is a little piqued, but 

smiles). Absent-minded! I don’t be¬ 
lieve you even saw it. (She passes 
around the table to show her aunt 
LILY. MILLER gives an uneasy glance 
at his wife and then, as if afraid of 
meeting her eye, looks quickly back 
at his paper again.) 

MRS. MILLER (staring before her — 
sighs worriedly). Oh, I do wish 
Richard would come home! 

MILLER. There now, Essie. He’ll be 
in any minute nov' Don’t you worry 
about him. 


MRS. MILLER. But I do wotiy aboul 
him! 

LILY (surveying Mildred’s handi¬ 
work-smiling). This is fine, Mil¬ 
dred. Your penmanship is improving 
wonderfully. But don’t you think 
that maybe you’ve got a little too 
many flourishes? 

MILDRED (disappointedly). But, 
Aunt Lily, that’s just what I was 
practising hardest on. 

MRS, MILLER (with another sigh). 

What time is it now, Nat? 

MILLER (adopting a joking tone). 
I’m going to buy a clock for in here. 
You have me reaching for mv w’atch 
ever)' couple of minutes. (He has 
pidled his watch out of his vest 
pocket—with forced carelessness) 
Only a little past ten. 

MRS. MILLER. Why, you said it was 
that an hour ago! Nat Miller, you’re 
telling me a fib, so’s not to worry me. 
You let me see that Avatch! 

MILLER (guiltily). Well, it’s quar¬ 
ter to eleven—but that’s not so late— 
when you remember it’s Fourth of 
July. 

MRS. MILLER. If you don’t stop talk¬ 
ing Fourth of July—! To hear you 
go on, you’d think that was an ex¬ 
cuse for anything from murder to 
picking pockets! 

MILDRED (has brought her paper 
around to her father and 7ww shovef 
it under his nose). Look, Pa. 
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MILLER (seizes on this interruption 

with relief). Let’s see. Hmm. Seems 
to me you've been inventing a new 
signature every week lately. V\^at are 
you in training for—writing checks? 
You must be planning to catch a rich 

husband. 

MILDRED (u^ith an arch toss of her 
head). No wedding bells for me. 
But how do you like it, Pa? 

MILLER. It’s overpowering—no other 
word for it, overpowering! You could 
put it on the Declaratioin of Inde¬ 
pendence and not feel ashamed. 

MRS. MILLER (desolately, almost on 
the verge of tears). It’s all right for 
you to laugh and joke with Mildred! 
I’m the only one in this house seems 
to care— (Her lips tremble.) 

MILDRED (fi hit disgustedly). Ah, 

Ma, Dick only sneaked off to the fire¬ 
works at the beach, you wait and see. 

MRS. MILLER. Those fireworks were 
over long ago. If he had, he d be 
home. 

LILY (soothingly). He probably 
couldn’t get a seat, the trolleys are 
so jammed, and he had to walk home. 

MILLER (seizing on this with relief). 
Yes, I never thought of that, but 111 
bet that’s it. 

MILDRED. Ah, don't let him worry 
you, Ma. He just wants to show off 
he’s heartbroken about that silly 
Muriel—and get everyone fussing 
over him and wondering if he hasn t 
drowmed himself or something. 

MRS. MILLER (sTiappily). You he 
quiet! The way you talk at times, I 
really believe you're that hard- 
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hearted you haven't got a heart in 
you! (With an accusing glance at her 
husband) One thing I know, you 
don't get that from me! (He meets 
her eye and avoids it guiltily. She 
sniffs' and looks away from him 
around the room, tommy, who is 
nodding and blinking, is afraid her 
eye is on him. He straightens alertly 
and speaks in a voice that, in spite of 
his effort, is dripping with drowsi¬ 
ness.) 

TOMMY. Let me see what you wrote, 

Mid. 

MILDRED (cTMelly mockiug). You? 
You're so sleepy you couldn’t see it! 

TOMMY (valiantly). I am not sleepy! 

MRS. MILLER (has fixed her eye on 
him). My gracious, I was forgetting 
YOU were still up! You run up to bed 
this minute! It's hours past your bed¬ 
time! 

TOMMY. But it's the Fourth of July. 
Ain’t it, Pa? 

MRS. MILLER (gives her husband an 
accusing stare). There! You see what 
you've done? You might know he'd 
copy your excuses! (Then sharply to 
tommy) You heard what I said, 
Young Man! 

tommy. Aw, Ma, cant I stay up 
a little longer? 

MRS. MILLER. I Said, no! You obey 
me and no more arguing about it! 

tommy (drags himself to his feet). 
Aw! I should think I could stay up 
till Dick— 

MILLER (kindly hut firmly). You 
heard your ma say no more arguing. 
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\Vhen she says git, you better git. 
(tommy accepts his fate resignedly 
and starts around kissing them all 
good night.^ 

TOMMY (kissing her'). Good night, 
Aunt Lily. 

LILY. Good night, dear. Sleep well. 

TOMMY (pecking at mildred). Good 
night, you. 

MILDRED. Good night, you. 

TOMMY (kissing him). Good night, 
Pa. 

MILLER. Good night, Son. Sleep 
tight. 

TOMMY (kissing her). Good night, 

Ma. 

MRS. MILLER. Good night. Here! You 
look feverish. Let me feel of your 
head. No, you’re all right. Hurry 
up, now. And don’t forget your 
prayers. 

(tommy goes slowly to the doorway 
—then turns suddenly, the discovery 
of another excuse lighting up his 
face.) 

TOMMY. Here’s another thing, Ma. 
When I was up to the water closet 
last— 

MRS. MILLER (sharply). When you 
were where? 

TOMMY. The bathroom. 

MRS. MILLER. That’s better. 

TOMMY. Uncle Sid was snoring like 
a fog horn—and he’s right next to 
my room. How can I ever get to sleep 
while he’s— (He is overcome hy a 
jav^cracking yavm.) 
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MRS. MILLER. I gucss you’d get to 
sleep all right if you were inside a 
fog horn. You run along now. (tom¬ 
my gives up, grins sleepily, and 
moves off to bed. As soon as he is off 
her mind, all her former tmeasincss 
comes hack on mrs. miller tenfold. 
She sighs, moves restlessly, then 
finally asks) What time is it now, 
Nat? 

MILLER. Now, Essie, I just told you 
a minute ago. 

MRS. MILLER (resentfully). I don’t 
see how vou can take it so calm! Here 

j 

it’s midnight, you might say, and 
our Richard still out, and we don’t 
even know where he is. 

MILDRED. I hear someone on the 
piazza. Bet that’s him now, Ma. 

MRS. MILLER (her anxiety immedi¬ 
ately turning to relieved anger). You 
give him a good piece of your mind, 
Nat, you hear me? You’re too easy 
with him, that’s the whole trouble! 
The idea of him daring to stay out 
like this! (The front door is heard 
being opened and shut, and someone 
whistling ‘Waltz Me Around Again, 
Willie.'') 

MILDRED. No, that isn’t Dick. It’s 
Art. 

MRS. MILLER (her face falling). Oh. 
(A moment later Arthur enters 
through the front parlor, whistling 
softly, half under his breath, looking 
complacently pleased with himself.) 

MILLER (surveys him over his 
glasses, not with enthusiasm— 
shortly). So you’re back, eh? We 
thought it was Richard. 

ARTHUR. Is he still out? Where’d he 
go to? 
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MILLER. That’s just what wed like 
to know. You didn t run into him 
anywhere, did you? 

ARTHUR. No. I’ve been at the Rands’ 
ever since dinner. (^He sits do'ivn irt 
the arvichair at left of table, rear^ 

I suppose he sneaked off to the beach 
to watch the fireworks. 

MILLER (pretendijjg an assurance he 
is far frofJi feeling). Of course. That s 
what wc’vc been tiding to tell your 
mother, but she insists on worrying 
her head off. 

MRS. MILLER. But if hc was going to 
the fireworks, why wWidn’t he say 
so? bic knew' we’d let him. 

ARTHUR (with calm laisdom). That’s 
easy. Ma. (He grins superiorly)- 
Didn’t you hear him this morning 
siv wing off bawling out the Fourth 
like an anarchist? He w'ouldn’t w'ant 
to renege on that to you—but he’d 
wairt to see the old firew-orks just the 
same, (He adds complacently) I 
know. He’s at the foolish age. 

MILLER (stares at Arthur with ill- 
concealed astonishment, then grins). 
W^ell, Arthur, by gosh, you make me 
feel as if I ow’ed you an apology’ 
when vou talk horse sense like that. 
(He turns to his wife, greatly re¬ 
lieved) Arthur’s hit the nail right 
on the head, I think, Essie. That was 
w'hat I couldn’t figure out—why he— 
but now it’s clear as day. 

MRS. MILLER (xvith a Sigh). Well, I 
hope you’re right. But I wdsh he w’as 
home, 

ARTHUR (tflkes otit his pipe and fills 
and lights it with solemn gravity). 
He oughtn’t to be allowed out this 
late at his age. I wasn’t, Fourth or 
no Fourth—if I remember. 
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MILLER (a twinkle in his eyes). Don’t 

tax your memory trying to recall 
those ancient days of your youth. 
(MILDRED laughs and Arthur looks 
sheepish. But he soon regains his 

aplomb.) 

ARTHUR (importantly). We had a 
corking dinner at the Rands’. We 
had sweetbreads on toast. 

MRS. MILLER (arising momentarily 
from her depression). Just like the 
Rands to put on airs before you! I 
never could see anything to sweet* 
breads. AKvays taste like soap to me. 
And no real nourishment to them. 

I w'ouldn't have the pesky things on 
my table! 

(ARTHUR again feels sat upon.) 

MILDRED (teasingly). Did you kiss 
Elsie good night? 

ARTHUR. Stop trying to be so dam 
funny all the time! You give me a 
pain in the ear! 

MILDRED. And that’s where she gives 
me a pain, the stuck-up thing!— 
thinks she’s the w’hole cheese! 

MILLER (irritably). And it’s w’here 
vour everlasting wrangling gives me a 
pain, you two! Give us a rest! (There 
is silence for a moment.) 

MRS. MILLER, (siglis worriedly 
ngahi). I do wish that boy would get 
home! 

MILLER (glances at her uneasily, 
peeks surreptitiously at his watch- 
then has an inspiration and turns to 
Arthur). Arthur, w'hat’s this I hear 
about your having such a good sing¬ 
ing voice? Rand w’as telling me he 
liked nothing better than to hear you 
sing—said you did every night you 
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were up there. Why don't you ever with his eyes and a nod of his head 

give us folks at home here a treat? mrs. miller, who has again sunk 

into worried brooding. He makes it 
ARTHUR (plenscd, hut still imrsing plain by this pantomime that he 

wounded dignity'). I thought you’d wants him to sing to distract his 

only sit on me. mother's mind.) 

MRS. MILLER Qpcvking np—proudly). Arthur (puts aside his pipe and gets 

Arthur has a real nice voice. He prac- up promptly). Oh—sure, I’ll do the 

rises when you re not at home. I best 1 can. (He/o//on’s mildred into 

didn t know you cared lor singing, the front parlor, xvhere he switches 

Nat. on the lights.) 


MILLER. Well, I do-nothing better 
—and when I was a bov I had a fine 
voice myself and folks used to say 
I’d ought— (Then abruptly, mindftil 
of his painfid experience with remi¬ 
niscence at dinner, looking about 
him guiltily) Hmm. But don’t hide 
your light under a bushel, Arthur. 
Why not give us a song or two now? 
You can play for him, can’t vou, 
Mildred? 

MILDRED (with a toss of her head). 
I can play as well as Elsie Rand, at 
leastl 

ARTHUR (ignoring her—clearing his 
throat importantly). I’x-e been sing¬ 
ing a lot tonight. I don’t know if 
my voice— 

MILDRED (forgetting her grudge, 
grabs her brother’s hand and tugs at 
it). Come on. Don’t play modest. 
You know you’re just dying to show 
off. (This puts ARTHUR off it at once. 
He snatches his hand away from her 
angrily.) 

ARTHUR. Let go of me, you! (Then 
with surly dignity) I don’t feel like 
singing tonight, Pa. I will some other 
time. 


MILLER (to his wife). It won’t keep 
Tommy awake. Nothing could. And 
Sid, he’d sleep through an eartlv 
quake. (Then suddenly, looking 
through the front parlor—grumpily) 
Darn it, speak of the devil, here he 
comes. Well, he’s had a good sleep 
and he’d ought to be sobered up. 
(lily gets up from her chair and 
looks around her huntedly, as if for a 
place to hide, miller snys sooth¬ 
ingly) Lily, you just sit down and 
read your book and don’t pay any 
attention to him. (She sits down again 
and bends over her book tensely. 
From the front parlor comes the 
tinkling of a piano as Mildred runs 
over the scales. In the midst of thir. 
SID enters through the front parlor. 
All the effervescence of his jag has 
worn off and he is now suffering 
from a had case of hangover—nerv¬ 
ous, sick, a prey to gloomy remorse 
and hitter feelings of self-loathing 
and self-pity. His eyes are bloodshot 
and puffed, his face bloated, the 
fringe of hair around his baldness 
tousled and tufty. He sidles into the 
room guiltily, his eyes shifting about, 
avoiding looking at anyone 

SID (forcing a sickly, twitching 
smile). Hello. 


MILLER. You let him alone, Mildred! miller (considerately casual). 
(He winks at Arthur, indicating Hello, Sid. Had a good nap? (Then, 






as SID swallows hard and is about 
to break into further speech, Mil¬ 
dred’s voice comes from the front 
parlor, "/ haven't played that in ever 
so long, hut ril try," and she starts 
an accompaniment, miller motions 
SID to he quieO Ssshhl Arthurs go¬ 
ing to sing for us. (sid flattens him- 
self against the edge of the bookcase 
at center, rear, miserably self-con¬ 
scious and ill-at-ease there hut nerv¬ 
ously afraid to move anywhere else. 
ARTHUR begins to sing. He has a 
fairly decent voice hut his method is 
tintrained sentimentality to a drip- 
ping degree. He sings that old senti¬ 
mental favorite, "Then You'll Re¬ 
member Me." The effect on his 
audience h instant, miller gazes be¬ 
fore him with a ruminating melan¬ 
choly, his face seeming to become 
gently sorrowful and old. mrs, 
miller stares before her, her expres¬ 
sion becoming more and more dole¬ 
ful. LILY forgets to pretend to read 
her hook but looks over it, her face 
growing tragically sad. As for sro, he 
is moved to his remorseful, guilt- 
stricken depths. His mouth pidls 
down at the corners and he seems 
about to cry. The song comes to an 
end. MILLER starts, then claps his 
hands enthusiastically and calls^. 
Well done, Arthur—well done! 
Why, you’ve got a splendid voice! 
Give us some morel You liked that, 
didn’t you, Essie? 

MRS. MILLER Cdolefully'). Yes— but 
it’s sad—terrible sad. 

SID (after swallorvmg hard, suddenly 
blurts otit'). Nat and Essie—and Lily 
—I—I want to apologize—for coming 
home—the wav I did—there’s no ex- 
cuse—but I didn’t mean— 
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MRS. MILLER Ctousing kerse^—affec¬ 
tionately pitying). Don’t be a goose. 
Sid. We know how it is with picnics. 
You forget it. 

(His face lights up a hit but his gaze 
shifts to LILY with a mute appeal, 
hoping for a word from her which is 
not forthcoming. Her eyes are fixed 
on her hook, her body tense and 
rigid.) 

SID (finally blurts out desperately), 
Lily—I'm sorry—about the fireworks. 
Can you—forgive me? (But lily rc- 
mains implacably silent. A stricken 
look comes over sid’s face. In the 
front parlor mildred is heard say¬ 
ing "But 1 only know the chorus"^ 
and she starts another accompani¬ 
ment.) 

MILLER (comes to sid's rescue). 
Ssshh! we’re going to have another 
song. Sit down, Sid. (siD, hanging 
his head, flees to the farthest corner, 
left, front, and sits at the end of the 
sofa, facing front, hunched up, el¬ 
bows on knees, face in hands, bis 
round eyes childishly wounded and 
woebegone. Arthur sings the popu¬ 
lar "Dearie," playing up its sentimen¬ 
tal values for all he is worth. The 
effect on his audience is that of the 
previous song, intensified—especially 
upon STD. As he finishes, miller 
again starts and appla^lds) Mighty 
fine, Arthur! You sang that darned 
well! Didn’t he, Essie? 

MRS. miller (dolefully). Yes—but 
I wish he wouldn’t sing such sad 
songs. (Then, her lips trembling) 
Richard's always whistling that. 

MILLER (hastily—calls). Give us 
something cheery, next one, Arthur. 
You know, just for variety's sake. 


MILLER (sympatbeticany).Of course, sid (suddenly turns toward lily— 
Sid. It s all forgotten. bis voice chok£d with tears—in a pas- 
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sion of self-denunciation). You’re 
right, Lily!—right not to forgive me! 
—I’m no good and never will be!— 
l‘m a no-good drunken bum!—you 
sliouldn’t even wipe your feet on me! 
—I'm a dirty, rotten drunk!—no good 

' O 

to myself or anybody else!—if I had 
any guts I’d kill myself, and good 
riddance!-but I haven’t!—I’m yel¬ 
low, too!—a yellow, drunken bum! 
(He Judes his face in his hands and 
begins to sob liJiC a sick little hoy. 
This is too much for lily. All her hit¬ 
ter hurt and steely resolve to ignore 
and punish Itini vanish in a flash, 
swamped hy a pitying love for him. 
She runs and puts her arm around 
him^even kisses him tenderly and 
impulsively on his bald head, and 
soothes him as if he were a little hoy. 
MRS. MILLER, almost equally moved, 
has half risen to go to her brother, 
too, hut MILLER winks and shakes 
his head vigorously and motions her 
to sit down.) 

LILY. There! Don’t cr)s Sid! I can’t 
bear it! Of course, I forgive you! 
Haven’t I always forgiven you? I 
know you’re not to blame— So don’t, 

Sid! 

SID (lifts a tearful, humbly grateful, 
pathetic face to her—hut a face that 
the dawn of a cleansed conscience is 
already beginning to restore to its 
natural Puckish expression). Do 
you really forgive me— I know I don’t 
desen'e it—can you really—? 

LILY (gently). I told you I did, Sid— 
ind I do. 

SID (kisses her hand humhlv, like a 
big puppy licking it) Thanks, Lily. 
I can’t tell you— (In the front par¬ 
lor, ARTHUR begins to sing rollick- 
ingly 'Waiting at the Church,” and 
after the first line or two Mildred 


joins in. sid’s face lights up with ap‘ 
predation and, automatically, he be¬ 
gins to tap one foot in time, still 
holding fast to lily’s hand. When 
they come to "sent around a note, 
this is what she wrote,” he can no 
longer resist, but joins in a shaky 
bawl) “Can’t get away to marry you 
today, My wife won’t let me!” (y4s 
the song finishes, the hvo in the other 
room laugh, miller and sid laugh. 
LILY smiles at sid’s laughter. Only 
MRS. MILLER remains dolefully pre¬ 
occupied, as if she hadn't heard.) 

MILLER. That’s fine, Arthur and Mil¬ 
dred. That’s darned good. 

SID (turning to lily enthusiastically). 
You ought to hear Vesta Victoria 
sing that! Gosh, she’s great! I heard 
her at Hammerstein’s Victoria—you 
remember, that trip I made to New 
York. 

LILY (her face suddenly tired and sad 
again—for her memory of certain as¬ 
pects of that trip is the opposite from 
what he would like her to recall at 
this moment—gently disengaging her 
hand from his—with a hopeless sigh). 
Yes, I remember, Sid. (He is over¬ 
come momentarily hy guilty confu¬ 
sion. She goes quietly and sits down 
in her chair again. In the front par¬ 
lor, from now on, mildred keeps 
starting to run over popular tunes but 
always gets stuck and turns to an¬ 
other.) 

MRS. MILLER (suddenly). What 
time is it now, Nat? (Then without 
giving him a chance to answer) Oh, 
I m getting worried something dread¬ 
ful, Nat! You don’t know what might 
have happened to Richard! You read 
in the papers every day about boys 
getting run over by automobiles. 
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ULY. Oh, don't say that, Essie! Arthur. Sure thing, Pa. CSuddenh 

he listens and say^ Ssshh! Theres 
MILLER (sharply, to conceal his own someone on the piazza now—coming 
reawakened apprehension'). Don’t around to this door, too. That must 
get to imagining things, now! be him. No one else would— 


ttiRS. MILLER. Well, why couldn’t it 
happen, with everyone that owns one 
out tonight, and lots of those driv¬ 
ing, drunk? Or he might have gone 
down to the beach dock and fallen 
o\'crbourd! (On the verge of kys- 
feria) Oh, I know something dread¬ 
fuls happened! And you can sit 
there listening to songs and laugh¬ 
ing as if— Why don't you do some¬ 
thing? Whv don't you go out and find 
him? (She hursts into tears). 

LILY (comes to her quickly and puts 
her arm around her). Essie, you 
mustn't worry so! You’ll make your¬ 
self sick! Richard’s all right. I’ve got 
a feeling in my bones he’s all right. 

MILDRED (comes hurrying in from 
the front parlor). What’s the trouble? 
(ARTHUR appears in the doorway be¬ 
side her. She goes to her mother and 
also puts an arm around her) Ah, 
don’t cry, Ma! Dick’ll turn up in a 
minute or two, wait and see! 

ARTHUR. Sure, he will! 

MILLER (has gotten to his feet, 
frowning—soberly). 1 was going out 
to look—if he wasn’t back by twelve 
sharp. That’d be the time it’d take 
him to walk from the beach if he 
left after the last car. But I'll go now, 
if it’ll ease vour mind. I’ll take the 
auto and drive out the beach road— 
and likely pick him up on the way. 
(He has taken his collar and tie from 
where they hang from one corner of 
the bookcase at rear, center, and is 
starting to put them on) You better 
come with me, Arthur. 


MRS. MILLER. Oh, thank God, thank 

God! 

MILLER (with a sheepish smile). 
Dam him! I’ve a notion to give him 
hell for worrying us all like this. 
(The screen door is pushed violently 
open and richard lurches in and 
stands swaying a Utile, blinking kis 
eyes in the light. His face is a pasty 
pallor, shining with perspiration, and 
his eyes are glassy. The knees of kis 
trousers are dirty, one of them torn 
from the sprawl on the sidewalk he 
had taken, following the bartend¬ 
er’s kick. They all gape at him, too 
paralyzed for a moment to say any¬ 
thing.) 

MRS. MILLER. Oh God, what’s hap¬ 
pened to him! He’s gone aazv^ 
Richard! 

SID (the first to regain presence of 
7nind—with a grin). Cvazy, nothing. 
He’s only soused! 

ARTHUR. He’s drunk, that’s what! 
(Then shocked and condemning) 
You’ve got your nen'^! You fresh kid! 
We’ll take that out oi you when we 
get you down to Yale! 

RICHARD (with a wild gesture of de- 
pance^maudlinly dramatic). 

‘^Yesterday this Day’s Madness did 
prepare 

Tomorrow’s Silence, Triumph, or 
Despair. 

Drink! for—” 

MILLER (kis face grovm stem and 
angry, takes a threatening step 
toward him'). Richard! How dare—* 
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MRS. MILLER (kystericalhO- Don’t 
you strike him, Nat! Don’t you—! 

SID (grabbing his ann). Steady, Nat! 
Keep your temper! No good bawling 
him out now! He don’t know what 
he’s doing! 

MILLER C controlVmg himself and 
looking a hit ashamed'). All right— 
you’re right, Sid. 

RICHARD (dninkenly glorying in the 
sensation he is creating—recites with 
dramatic emphasis). “And then—I 
will come—with vine lea\'es in my 
hair!” (He laughs with a double-dyed 
sardonicism.) 

MRS. MILLER (staring at him as if 
she couldnt believe her eyes). 
Richard! You’re intoxicated!—you 
bad, wicked boy, you! 

RICHARD (forces a wicked leer to his 
bps and quotes with ponderous mock¬ 
ery). “Fancy that, Hedda!” (Then 
snctcienly his whole expression 
changes, his pallor takes on a green¬ 
ish, seasick tinge, his eyes seem to 
he turned inward uneasily—and, all 
pose gone, he calls to his mother ap¬ 
pealingly, like a sick little hoy) Mai 
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I feel—rotten! (mrs. miller gives a 
cry and starts to go to him, but sid 
steps in her way.) 

SID. You let me take care of him, 
Essie. I know this game backwards. 

MILLER (putting his arm around his 
wife). Yes, you leave him to Sid. 

SID (his arm around richard— lend¬ 
ing him off through the front parlor). 
Come on, Old Sport! Upstairs we go! 
Your old Uncle Sid’ll fix you up. He’s 
the kid that wTOte the book! 

MRS. MILLER (staving after them- 
still aghast). Oh, it’s too terrible! 
Imagine our Richard! And did you 
hear him talking about some Hedda? 
Oh, I know he’s been with one of 
those bad women, I know he has—my 
Richard! (She hides her face on 
miller’s shoulder and sobs heart- 
brokenly.) 

MILLER (a tired, harassed, deeply 
worried look on his face—soothing 
her). Now, now, you mustn’t get to 
imagining such things! You mustn’t, 
Essie! (lily and mildred and 
ARTHUR are standing about awk¬ 
wardly with awed, shocked faces.) 


curtain 


ACT FOUR 

SCENE I 


Scene— The same—Sitting-room of the miller house—about i o’clock in the 
afternoon of the following day. 

As the curtain rises, the family, urith the exception of richard, are dis¬ 
covered coming tn through the back parlor from dinner in the dining-room. 
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MILLER a«d his Wife come first. His facets set in anex^ession of fro^„g 
severity MRS. miller’s face is drawn and worried. She has evidently had no 
rest yet from a sleepless, tearful night, sm is himself again, his expression w. 
innocent as if nothing had occurred the previous day that remotely con¬ 
cerned him. And, outside of eyes that are bloodshot and nerves that are 
shaky, he shoivs no aftereffects except that he is terribly sleepy, lily is gently 
sad and depressed. Arthur is self-consciously a virtuous young man against 
whom nothing can be said. MILDRED and tommy are subdued, covertly 

watching their father. 

They file into the sitting-room in silence and then stand around uncer¬ 
tainly, as if each were afraid to he the first to sit down. The atmosphere is 
as stiltedly grave as if they were attending a funeral service. Their eyes keep 
fixed on the head of the house, who has gone to the window at right ana 
is staring out frowningly, savagely chewing a toothpick. 


MILLKR (finally—irritably^. Damn it, 
rd ought to be back at the office 
putting in some good licks! I’ve a 
whole pile of things that have got to 
be done today! 

MRS. MILLER (accusingly). You 
don’t mean to tell me you’re going 
back without seeing him? It’s your 
duty—! 

MILLER (exasperatedly). ’Course I’m 
not! I wish you’d stop jumping to 
conclusions! What else did I come 
home for, I’d like to know? Do I 
usually come way hack here for din¬ 
ner on a busy day? I was only wish¬ 
ing this hadn’t come up—just at this 
particular time. (He ends up very 
lariiely and is irritably conscious of 
the fact.) 

TOMMY (who has been fidgeting rest¬ 
lessly—unable to bear the suspense a 
moment longer). What is it Dick’s 
done? Whv is ever\'one scared to tell 
me? 

MILLER (seizes this as an escape 
valve—turns and fixes his youngest 
son with a stem forbidding eve). 
Young man, I’ve never spanked you 
yet, but that don’t mean I never will! 


Seems to me that you’ve been just 
itching for it lately! You keep your 
mouth shut till you’re spoken to—or 
I warn you something’s going to hap¬ 
pen! 

MRS. MILLER. Yes, Tommy, you keep 
still and don't bother your pa. (Then 
warningly to her husband) Careful 
what you say, Nat. Little pitchers 
have big ears. 

MILLER (peremptorily). You kids 
skedaddle—all ot you. Why are you 
al\^’ays hanging around the house? 
Go out and play in the yard, or take 
a walk, and get some fresh air. (mil- 
DUED takes tommy's hand and lends 
him out through the front parlor. 
ARTHUR hangs hack, as if the desig¬ 
nation *‘kids'' couldn't possibly apply 
to him. His father notices this 
—impatiently) You, too, Arthur. 
(ARTHUR goes out with a stiff, 
wounded dignity.) 

LILY (tactfully). I think I’ll go for 
a walk, too. (She goes out through 
the front pnrJor. sm makes a move¬ 
ment as if to follow her.) 

miller. I'd like you to stay, Sid'-foi 
a while, anyway. 


AH, wilderness! 333 


5ID. Sure. (He sits down in the rock¬ 
ing chair at right, rear, of table and 
immediately yawns) Gosh, I’m dead. 
Don’t know what's the matter with 
me today. Can’t seem to keep awake. 

MILLER (with caustic sarcasm"). May¬ 
be that demon chowder you drank at 
the picnic poisoned you! (siD looks 
sheepish and forces a grin. Then 
MILLER turns to his wife \vith the air 
of one lu/zo determinedly faces the 
unpleasant) ^^^ere is Richard? 

MRS. MILLER (flusteredly). He’s still 
in bed. I made him stay in bed to 
punish him—and I thought he ought 
to, anyway, after being so sick. But 
he says he feels all right. 

SID (wit/i another yawn). 'Course 
he does. When you’re young you can 
stand anything without it feazing 
you. Why, I remember when I could 
come down on the morning after, 
fresh as a daisy, and eat a breakfast 
of pork chops and fried onions and— 
(He stops guiltily.) 

MILLER (hitingly). I suppose that 
was before eating lobster shells had 
ruined your iron constitution! 

MRS. MILLER (regards her brother 
severely). If I was in your shoes, I’d 
keep still! (Then turning to her hus¬ 
band) Richard must be feeling bet¬ 
ter. He ate all the dinner I sent up, 
Norah says. 

MILLER. I thought you weren’t go- 
ing to give him any dinner—to pun¬ 
ish him. 

MRS. MILLER (guUtUy). Well—in his 
v;eakened condition—I thought it 
best— (Then defensively) But you 
needn’t think I haven’t punished 
him. I’ve given him pieces of my 


mind he won’t forget in a hurry. And 
I've kept reminding him his real pun¬ 
ishment was still to come—that you 
were coming home to dinner on pur¬ 
pose—and then he’d learn that you 
could be terrible stem when he did 
such awful things. 

MiLLER(srirs uncomfortably). Hmm! 

MRS. MILLER. And that’s just what 
it’s your duty to do—punish him good 
and hard! The idea of him daring— 
(Then hastily) But you be careful 
how you go about it, Nat. Remem¬ 
ber he's like you inside—too sensi¬ 
tive for his own good. And he never 
would have done it, I know, if it 
hadn’t been for that darned little 
dunce, Muriel, and her numbskull 
father—and then all of us teasing him 
and hurting his feelings all day—and 
then you lost your temper and were 
so sharp with him right after dinner 
before he went out. 

MILLER (resentfidly). I see this is 
going to work round to where it’s all 
my fault! 

MRS. MILLER. Now, I didn’t say that, 
did I? Don’t go losing your temper 
again. And here’s another thing. You 
know as well as I, Richard would 
never have done such a thing alone. 
Whv, he v'ouldn’t know how! He 
must have been influenced and led 
by someone. 

MILLER. Yes, I believe that. Did you 
worm out of him who it was? (Then 
angrily) By God, I’ll make whoever 
it was regret it! 

MRS. MILLER. No, he wouldn't ad¬ 
mit there was anyone. (Then tri¬ 
umphantly) But there is one thing I 
did worm out of him—and I can tell 
you it relieved my mind more’n any- 
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thing. You know, I was afraid he’d 
been with one of those bad women. 
Well, turns out there wasn’t any 
Mcdda. She was just out of those 
books he’s been reading. Me swears 
he’s nex er known a I ledda in his life. 
And I believe him. Why, he seemed 
disgusted with me for having such a 
notion. (Then lamely') So somehow 
—I can’t kind of feel it’s all as bad as 
I thought it was. (Then qjtickly (ind 
uidignantly) But it’s bad enough, 
goodness knows—and you punish 
him good just the same. The idea of 
a boy of his age—! Shall I go up now 
and tell him to get dressed, you want 
to sec him? 

MILLED (helplessly—and irritably). 
Yes! I can’t waste all day listening to 
you! 
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downstairs at the office this morning 
—didn’t ask to see me, just said give 
me this. He’d never seen her before 
—said she looked like a tart. (He has 
opened the letter and reads) "Yom 
son got the booze he drank last night 
a! the Pleasant Beach House. The 
bartender there knew he was under 
age but served him just the same. 
He thought it was a good joke tc get 
him soused. If you have any .^uts 
you u'ill run that bastard out of 
town.” Well, what do you think of 
that? It’s a woman’s handwriting— 
not signed, of course. 


sm. She’s one of the babies, all right 
—judging from her elegant language. 

MILLER. See if you recognize the 
handwTiting. 


MRS. MILLER (woniedly). Noxv you 
keep vour temper, Nat, remember’ 
(She goes out through the front par¬ 
lor.) 

MILLER. Dam women, an^^w'ayl 
They always get you mixed up. 
Their minds simply don’t know 
what logic is! (Then he notices that 
SID is dozing—sharply) Sid! 

sm (hJinking—mechanically). I’ll 
take the same. (Then hurriedly) 
WTat'd you say, Nat? 


SID (with a reproachful look). Nat. 

I resent the implication that I corre¬ 
spond with all the tramps around 
this towm. (Looking at the letter) 
No, I don’t know who this one could 
be. (Handing the letter hack) But 
I deduce that the lady had a run-in 
with the harkeep and wants revenge. 

MILLER (grimly). And I deduce that 
before that she must have picked up 
Richard—or how would she know 
u'ho he was?—and took him to this 
dive. 


MILLER (caustically). W^at I didn’t 
say was what’ll vou have. (Irritably) 
Do you want to be of some help, or 
don’t you? Then keep awake and try 
and use vour brains! This is a 
damned sight more serious than Es¬ 
sie has any idea! She thinks there 
xveren’t any girls mixed up xvith 
Richard’s spree last night—but I hap¬ 
pen to know there were! (He takes a 
letter from his pocket) Here’s a note 
a woman left with one of the boys 


sn>. Maybe. Hie Pleasant Beach 
House is nothing but a bed house— 
(Quickly) At least, so I’ve been told. 

MILLER, That’s just the sort of 
damned fool thing he might do to 
spite Muriel, in the state of mind 
he was in—pick up some tart. And 
she’d try to get him drunk so— 

SID. Yes, it might have happened like 
that—and it might not. How’re we 
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ever going to prove it? Ever)’one at 
the Pleasant Beach will lie their 
heads off. 

MILLER (siiJip/y mtd proudly'). Rich¬ 
ard won’t lie. 

SID. Well, don’t blame him if he 
don’t remember ever)'thing that hap¬ 
pened last night. (Then sincerely 
concerned') I hope you’re wrong, 
Nat. That kind of baby is dangerous 
for a kid like Dick—in more ways 
than one. You know what I mean. 

MILLER (frowningly). Yep—and 
that’s just what’s got me worried. 
Damn it, I’ve got to have a straight 
talk with him—about women and all 
those things. I ought to have long 
ago. 

SID. Yes. You ought. 

MILLER. I’ve tried to a couple of 
times. I did it all right with Wilbur 
and Lawrence and Arthur, when it 
came time—but, hell, with Richard 
I always get sort of ashamed of my¬ 
self and can’t get started right. You 
feel, in spite of all his bold talk out 
of books, that he’s so darned innocent 
inside. 

SID. I know. I wouldn’t like the job. 
(Then after a pause—curiously) 
How were you figuring to punish 
him for his sins? 

MILLER (froivning). To be honest 

with you, Sid, I'm damned if I 
know. All depends on what I feel 
about what he feels when I first size 
him up—and then it’ll be like shoot¬ 
ing in the dark. 

O 

SID. If I didn’t know you so well, I’d 
say don’t be too hard on him. (He 
smiles a little bitterly) If you remem¬ 


ber, I was always getting punished— 
and see what a lot of good it did me! 

MILLER (kindly). Oh, theres lots 
worse than you around, so don’t take 
to boasting. (Then, at a sound from 
the front parlor—with a sigh) Well, 
here comes the Bad Man, I guess. 

SID (getting up). I’ll beat it. (Biit it 
is MRS. MILLER wlio appears in the 
doorway, looking g^tilty and defen¬ 
sive. SID sits down again.) 

MRS. MILLER. I’m sorty, Nat—but he 
was sound asleep and I didn’t have 
the heart to wake him. I waited for 
him to wake up but he didn’t. 

MILLER (concealing a relief of which 
he is ashamed—exasperatedly). Well, 
I’ll be double damned! If you’re not 
the— 

MRS. MILLER (defensively aggreS' 
sive). Now don’t lose your temper at 
me, Nat Miller! You know as well 
as I do he needs all the sleep he can 
get today—after last night’s ructions! 
Do you want him to be taken down 
sick? And what difference does it 
make to you, anyway? You can see 
him when you come home for sup¬ 
per, can’t you? My goodness, I never 
saw you so savage-tempered! You’d 
think you couldn’t bear waiting to 
punish him! 

MILLER (cnitraged). Well, I’ll be 
eternally— (Then suddenly he 
laughs) No use talking, you certainly 
take the cake! But you know darned 
well I told you I’m not coming home 
to supper tonight. I’ve got a date with 
Jack Lawson that may mean a lot of 
new advertising and it’s important. 

MRS. MILLER. Then you can see him 
when you do come home. 
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MILLER (_coverirjg his evident relief 
at this respite with a fuming man¬ 
ner'). All right! All right! I give up! 
Tm going uack to the office. CHs 
starts for the front parlor) Bring a 
man all the way back here on a busy 
day and then 3 ’ou— No considera¬ 
tion— (He disappears, and a mo¬ 
ment later the front door is heard 
dt7itting behind him.) 

MRS. MILLER. Well! I never saw Nat 
so bad-tempered. 

siD C'^vith a chucJde). Bad temper, 
nothing. He’s so tickled to get out of 
it for a while he can’t see straight! 

MRS. MILLER (with a Sniff). I hope 
I know him better than you. (Then 
fitssing about the room, setting this 
and that in place, while siD yawns 
drowsily and blinks his eyes) Sleep¬ 
ing like a baby—so innocent-looking. 
You’d think butter wouldn’t melt in 
his mouth. It all goes to show you 
never can tell by appearances—not 
even when it’s your own child. The 
idea! 

SID (drowsi/)0* Ob, Dick’s all right, 
Essie. Stop worrying. 

MRS. MILLER (with a Sniff). Of 
course, you’d say that. I suppose 
you'll have him out with you paint¬ 
ing the town red the next thing! (As 
she is talking, richard appears in 
the doorway from the sitting-room. 
He shows no ill effects from his ex¬ 
perience the night before. In fact, he 
looks surprisingly healthy. He is 
dressed in old clothes that look as if 
they had been hurriedly flung on. 
His expression is one of hang-dog 
gtiilt mingled with a defensive defi¬ 
ance.) 

RICHARD (with self-conscious un¬ 
concern, ignoring his mother). Hel¬ 
lo. Sid. 
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MRS, MILLER (wbtrZs On him), What 
are you doing here, Young Man? I 
thought you were asleep! Seems to 
me you woke up pretty quick—just 
after your pa left the house! 

RICHARD (sulkily). I wasn't asleep. 

I heard you in the room. 

MRS. MILLER (outraged). Do you 
mean to say you were deliberately 
deceiving— 

RICHARD. I wasn’t deceiving. You 
didn’t ask if I was asleep. 

MRS. MILLER. It amounts to the 
same thing and you know it! It isn’t 
enough your wickedness last night, 
but now you have to take to lying! 

RICHARD. I wasn’t lying, Ma. If 
you'd asked if I was asleep I’d have 
said no. 

MRS. MILLER. Fvc a good mind to 
send you straight back to bed and 
make you stay there! 

RICHARD. Ah, what for, Ma? It was 
only giving me a headache, lying 
there. 

MRS. MILLER. If you’vc got a head¬ 
ache, I guess you know it doesn’t 
come from that! And imagine me 
standing there, and feeling sorry for 
you, like a fool—even having a run-in 
with your pa because— But you waif 
till be comes back tonight! If you 
don’t catch it! 

RICHARD (sulkily). I don’t care. 

MRS. MILLER. You don’t catc? You 
talk as if you weren’t sorry for wha*. 
you did last night! 

RICHARD (defiantly). I’m not sorry. 



AH, wilderness! 337 


MRS. MILLER. Richard! You ought to 
be ashamed! I’m beginning to think 
vou’re hardened in wckedness, that’s 
what! 

RICHARD (with hitter despondency'). 
I’m not sorry because I don't care a 
dam what I did, or what’s done to 
me, or anything about anything! I 
won’t do it again— 

MRS. MILLER (sciziHg OH this to re¬ 
lent a hit). Well, I’m glad to hear 
you say that, anyway! 

RICHARD. But that’s not because I 
think it was wicked or any such old- 
fogy moral notion, but because it 
wasn’t any fun. It didn’t make me 
happy and funny like it does Uncle 

Sid— 

SID (drowsily). What’s that? Who’s 

funnv? 

✓ 

RICHARD Ognoring him). It only 
made me sadder—and sick— so I don’t 
see any sense in it. 

MRS. MILLER. Now you’rc talking 
sense! That’s a good boy. 

RICHARD. But I’m not sorry I tried 
it once—curing the soul by means 
of the senses, as Oscar Wilde says. 
(Then with despairing pessimism) 
But what does it matter what I do 
or don’t do? Life is all a stupid farce! 
I’m through with it! (With a sinister 
smile) It’s lucky there aren’t any of 
General Gabler’s pistols around—or 
you’d see if I’d stand it much longer! 

MRS. MILLER (worricdly impressed 
by this threat—hilt pretending 
scorn). I don’t know anything about 
General Gabler—I suppose that’s 
more of those darned books—but 
you’re a silly gabbler yourself when 
you talk that way! 


RICHARD (darkly). That’s how little 
you know about me. 

MRS, MILLER (giving in to her 
worry). I wish you wouldn t say 
those terrible things—about life and 
pistols! You don’t want to worry me 
to death, do you? 

RICHARD (reassuringly stoical now). 
You needn’t worry, Ma. It was only 
my despair talking. But I’m not a 
coward. I’ll face—my fate. 

MRS. MILLER (stands looking at him 
puzzledly—then gives it up with a 
sigh). Well, all I can say is you’re 
the queerest boy I ever did hear of! 
(Then solicitously, putting her hand 
on his forehead) How’s your head¬ 
ache? Do you want me to get you 
some Bromo Seltzer? 

RICHARD (taken down—disgtistedly). 
No, I don’t! Aw, Ma, you don’t un¬ 
derstand anything! 

MRS. MILLER. Well, I understand 
this much: It’s your liver, that’s 
what! You’ll take a good dose of salts 
tomorrow morning, and no nonsense 
about it! (Then suddenly) My good¬ 
ness, I wonder what time it’s getting 
to be. I’ve got to go upstreet. (She 
goes to the front-parlor doorway- 
then turns) You stay here, Richard, 
you hear? Remember you’re not al¬ 
lowed out today—for a punishment. 
(She hurries away, richard sits in 
tragic gloom. siD, ^vithout opening 
his eyes, speaks to him drowsily.) 

SID. Well, how’s my fellow Rum 
Pot, as good old Dowie calls us? Got 
a head? 

RICHARD (startled—sheepishly). Aw, 
don’t go dragging that up, Uncle 
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Sid. I'm never going to be such a 
fool again, I tell you. 

SID C'^ith drowsy cynicism~-not wn- 
■niixed with bitterness at the end')* 
Seems to me I’ve heard someone say 
that before. Who could it have been, 
I wonder? Why, if it wasn’t Sid 
D.n is! Yes, sir. I’ve heard him say 
that very thing a thousand times, 
must be. But then he’s always fool¬ 
ing; you can’t take a word he says 
seriously; he’s a card, that Sid is! 

BICHARD (^darkly'). I was desperate, 
Uncle—even if she wasn't worth it. 
I was wounded to the heart. 

SID. I like to the quick better myself 
—more stylish. (Then sadly') But 
you're right. Love is hell on a poor 
sucker. Don’t I know it? (richard 
is disgusted and disdains to reply. 
sid’s chin sinks on his chest and he 
begins to breathe noisily, fast asleep. 
RICHARD glances at him with aver¬ 
sion, There is a sotind of someone on 
the porch and the screejt door is 
opened and mildrf.d enters. She 
smiles on seeing her uncle, then gives 
<i start on seeing RICHARD.) 

MILDRED. Hello! Are you allowed 
up? 

RICHARD. Of course, I’m allowed up. 
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RICHARD. Ah, forget it, can’t you? 
MILDRED. Well, are you ever going 

to do it again, that’s what I want to 
know. 

RICHARD. What’s that to you? 

MILDRED (with suppressed excite- 
ment). Well, if you don't solemnly 
swear you won’t—then I won’t give 
you something I’ve got for you. 

RICHARD. Don’t try to kid me. You 
haven’t got anything. 

MILDRED. I have, too. 

RICHARD. What? 

MILDRED. Wouldn’t you like to 
know! ril give you three guesses. 

RICHARD (with disdainful dignityX 
Don’t bother me. I'm in no mood to 
play riddles with kids! 

MILDRED. Oh, well, if you’re going 
to get snippy! Anyway, you haven't 
promised yet. 

RICHARD (a prey to keen curiosity 
now). I promise. WTaat is it? 

MILDRED. What would you like best 
in the world? 

RICHARD. I don’t know. What? 


MILDRED (comes and sits in her 
father's chair at right, front, of ta¬ 
ble). How did Pa punish you? 

RICHARD. He didn’t. He went back 
to the office without seeing me. 

MILDRED. Well, you’ll catch it later. 

(Then rehttkingiy) And you ought 
to. If you’d ever seen how awful you 
looked last night! 


MILDRED. And you pretend to be in 
love! If I told Muriel that! 

RICHARD (breathlessly). Is it—from 
her? 

MILDRED (laughing). Well, I guess 
it’s a shame to keep you guessing. 
Yes. It is from her. I was walking 
past her place just now when I saw 
her waving from their parlor win- 
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dow, and I went up and she said give 
this to Dick, and she didn’t have a 
chance to say anything else because 
her mother called her and said she 
wasn’t allowed to have company. So 
I took it—and here it is. (S/ie gives 
him a letter folded vtany times into 
a tiny square, richard opens it with 
a trembling eagerness and reads. 
MILDRED avnfc/jcs him ciiriously— 
then sighs affectedly') Gee, it must 
be nice to be in love like you are— 
all with one person. 

RICHARD (his eyes shining). Gee, 
Mid, do you know what she says— 
that she didn’t mean a word in that 
other letter. Her old man made her 
write it. And she loves me and only 
me and always will, no matter how 
they punish her! 

MILDRED. My! I’d never think she 
had that much spunk. 

RICHARD. Huh! You don’t know her! 
Think I could fall in love with a 
girl that was afraid to say her soul’s 
her own? I should say not! (Then 
more gleefully still) And she’s going 
to try and sneak out and meet me 
tonight. She says she thinks she can 
do it. (Then suddenly feeling this 
enthusiasm before mildred is en¬ 
tirely the wrong note for a cynical 
pessimist—with an affected hitter 
laugh) Ha! I knew darned well she 
couldn’t hold out—that she’d ask to 
see me again. (He misquotes cyni¬ 
cally) “Women never know when 
the curtain has fallen. They always 
want another act,” 

MILDRED. Is that so, Smart)'? 

RICHARD (fls if he were weighing the 
matter). I don’t know whether I’ll 
consent to keep this date or not. 


MILDRED. Well, I know! You re not 
allowed out, you silly! So you can t! 

RICHARD (dropping all pretense—de¬ 
fiantly). Can’t I, though! You wait 
and see if I can’t! I’ll see her tonight 
if it’s the last thing I ever do! I don’t 
care how I’m punished after! 

MILDRED (admiringly). Goodness! I 
never thought you had such nerve! 

RICHARD. You promise to keep yout 
face shut. Mid—until after I’ve left 
—then you can tell Pa and Ma where 
I’ve gone—I mean, if they’re worry¬ 
ing I’m off like last night. 

MILDRED. All right. Only youVe got 
to do something for me when I ask. 

RICHARD. 'Course I will. (Then ex' 
citedly) And say, Mid! Right now’s 
the best chance for me to get away— 
while everyone’s out! Ma’ll be com¬ 
ing back soon and she’ll keep watch¬ 
ing me like a cat— (He starts for the 
hack parlor) I’m going. I’ll sneak out 
the back. 

MILDRED (excitedly). But what’ll 

you do till nighttime? It’s ages to 
wait, 

RICHARD. What do I care how long 
I wait! (Intensely sincere now) I’ll 
think of her—and dream! I’d wait a 
million years and never mind it—for 
her! (He gives his sister a superior 
scornful glance) The trouble with 
you is, you don't understand what 
love means! (He disappears thrcnigh 
the hack parlor, mildred looks after 
him admiringly, sid puffs and begins 
to snore peacefully.) 


CURTAtN 
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ACT FOUR 

SCENE II 


Scene-A strip of beach along the harbor. At left, a bank of dark earth, 
running half-diagonally hack along the beach, marking the line where the 
sand of the beach ends and fertile land begins. The top of the hank is grassy 
and the trailing boughs of willow trees extend out over it and over a part 
of the beach. At left, front, is a path leading up the bank, between the wil¬ 
lows. On the beach, at center, front, a white, flat-bottomed rowboat is 
drawn up, its bow about touching the hank, the painter trailing up the 
hank, evidently made fast to the trunk of a willow. Halfway down the sfe)/, 
at rear, left, the crescent of the new moon casts a soft, mysterious, caressing 
light over everything. The sand of the beach shimmers palely. The forward 
half (left of center) of the rowboat is in the deep shadow cast by the willow, 
the stern section is in moonlight. In the distance, the orchestra of a summer 
hotel can he heard very faintly at intervals. 

RICHARD is discovered sitting sideways on the gunwale of the rowboat 
near the stern. He is facing left, watching the path. He is in a great state of 
anxiotis expectancy, squirming about uncomfortably on the narrow gunwale, 
kicking at the sand restlessly, twirling his straw hat, with a bright-colored 
hand in stripes, around on his finger. 

RICHARD (thinking aloud). Must be 
nearly nine. ... I can hear the Town 
Hall clock strike, it s so still tonight 
. , . Gee, I’ll bet Ma had a fit when 
she found out I'd sneaked out . . . 
ni catch hell when I get hack, but 
it’ll be worth it ... if only Muriel 
turns up . . , she didn’t say for cer¬ 
tain she could . . . gosh, I wish she’d 
come! ... am I sure she wrote nine? 

. . . (He puts the straw hat on the 
seat amidships and pulls the folded 
letter out of his pocket and peers at it 
in the moonlight) Yes, it’s nine, all 
right. (He starts to put the note hack 
in his pocket, then stops and kisses it 
—then shoves it away hastily, sheep¬ 
ish, looking around him shamefaced¬ 
ly, as if afraid he were being ob¬ 


served) Aw, that’s silly ... no, it 
isn’t either ... not when you’re really 
in love. . . . (He jumps to his feet 
restlessly) Dam it, I wish she’d show 
up! . . . think of something else . . . 
that’ll make the time pass quicker 
. . . where was I this time last 
night? . . . waiting outside the Pleas¬ 
ant Beach House . . . Belle ... ah, 
forget her! . . , now, when Muriel’s 
coming . .. that’s a fine time to think 
of—! . . . but vou hugged and kissed 
her . . . not until I was drunk, I 
didn’t . . . and then it was all show¬ 
ing off . . . darned fool! , . , and i 
didn’t go upstairs with her . . . even 
if she was pretty . . . aw, she wasn’t 
pretty . . . she was all painted up 
. .. she was just a whore ... she was 
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everything dirty , . . Muriel’s a mil¬ 
lion times prettier anyway . . . Mu¬ 
riel and I will go upstairs . . . when 
were married . . . but that will be 
beautiful ... but I oughtn’t even to 
think of that yet . . . it’s not right 
, . . I’d never—now . . . and she’d 
never . . . she’s a decent girl ... I 
couldn’t love her if she wasn’t . . . 
but after we’re married. . . . (He 
gives a little shiver of passionate long- 
ing^tlien resolutely turns his mind 
away from these improper, almost 
desecrating thoughts) That damned 
barkcep kicking me . . . I’ll bet you 
if I hadn’t been drunk I’d have given 
him one good punch in the nose, 
even if he could have licked me 
after! . . . (Then with a shiver of 
shamefaced revulsion and self-dis- 
gust) Aw, you desen'ed a kick in the 
pants . . . making such a darned slob 
of yourself . . . reciting the Ballad of 
Heading Gaol to those lowbrows! . . . 
you must have been a fine sight when 
)’ou got home! . , . having to be put 
to bed and getting sick! . . . Phaw! 

. . . (He squirms disgustedly) Think 
of something else, can’t you? . . . 
recite something ... see if you re¬ 
member . . . 

'Nav, let us walk from fire unto 
fire 

Prom passionate pain to deadlier 
delight— 

I am too young to live without 
desire, 

Too young art thou to waste this 

summemight—” 

. . . gee, that’s a peach! . . . I’ll have 
to memorize the rest and recite it to 
Muriel the next time. ... I wish I 
could write poetry . . , about her and 
me. . . . (He sighs and stares around 
him at the night) Gee, it’s beauti¬ 
ful tonight ... as if it was a special 
night ... for me and Muriel. . . . 


Gee, I love tonight. ... I love the 
sand, and the trees, and the grass, 
and the water and the sky, and the 
moon . . . it’s all in me and I’m in 
it . . . God, it’s so beautiful! (He 
stands staring at the moon with 'i 
rapt face. From the distance the 
Town Hall clock begins to strike. 
This hrmgs him hack to earth with 
a start) There’s nine now. . . . (He 
peers at the path apprehensively) I 
don’t see her . . . she must have got 
caught. . . . (Almost tearftdly) Gcg, 
I hate to go home and catch hell . . . 
without having seen her! . . . (Then 
calling a manly cynicism to his aid) 
Aw, who ever heard of a woman ever 
being on time. ... I ought to know 
enough about life by this time not to 
expect . . . (Then with sudden ex¬ 
citement) There she comes now. . . . 
Ck)sh! (He heaves a huge sigh of 
relief^then recites dramatically to 
himself, his eyes on the approaching 
figure) 

“And lo my love, mine own soul’s 
heart, more dear 

Than mine own soul, more beau¬ 
tiful than C^d, 

Who hath my being between the 
hands of her—” 

(Then hastily) Mustn’t let her know 
I’m so tickled. ... I ought to be mad 
about that first letter, anyway ... if 
women are too sure of you, they treat 
you like slaves ... let her suffer, for 
a change. . . . (He starts to stroll 
around with exaggerated careless¬ 
ness, turning his hack on the path, 
hands in pockets, whistling with in¬ 
souciance '"Waiting at the Church/’ 
MURIEL MC COMBER enters From 

4 

down the path, left front. She is fif¬ 
teen, going on sixteen. She is a pretty 
girl with a plump, graceful little fig¬ 
ure, fluffy, light-hrown hair, hig 
naive wondering dark eyes, a round, 
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dimpled face, a melting draivly 
voice. Just now she is in a great 
thrilled state of timid adventurous¬ 
ness. She hesitates in the shadow at 
the foot of the path, waiting for 
BICHARD to see her; hut he resolutely 
goes on whistling with hack turned, 
and she has to call him.} 

MURIEL. Oh, Dick. 

RICHARD (turns around with an elab¬ 
orate simulation of being disturbed 
in the midst of profound medita¬ 
tion}. Oh, hello. Is it nine already? 
Gosh, time passes—when you re 
thinking- 

MURiEL (coming toward him as far 
as the edge of the shadow—disap¬ 
pointedly}. I thought you’d be wait¬ 
ing right here at the end of the path, 
ni bet you’d forgotten I was even 
coming. 

RICHARD (strolling a little toward her 

but not too far—carelessly}. No, I 
hadn’t forgotten, honest. But I got 
to thinking about life. 

MURIEL. You might think of me for 
a change, after all the risk I’ve run 
to see you! (Hesitating timidly on 
the edge of the shadow} Dick! You 
come here to me. I’m afraid to go out 
in that bright moonlight where any¬ 
one might see me. 

RICHARD (coming toward her—scorn¬ 
fully}. Aw, there you go again—al¬ 
ways scared of life! 

MURIEL (indignantly}. Dick Miller, 
I do think you’ve got an awful nerve 
to say that after all the risks IVe run 
making this date and then sneaking 
out! You didn’t take the trouble to 
sneak any letter to me, I notice! 
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RICHARD. No, because after your fii>. 
letter, I thought everything was dead 
and past between us. 

MURIEL. And I’ll bet you didn’t care 
one little bit! (On the verge of hu¬ 
miliated tears} Oh, I was a fool ever 
to come here! I've got a good notion 
to go right home and never speak to 
you again! (She half turns back to¬ 
ward the path.} 

RICHARD (frightened—immediately 
becomes terribly sincere—grahbing 
her hand}. Aw, don’t go, Muriel! 
Please! I didn’t mean anything like 
that, honest I didn’t! Gee, if you 
knew how broken-hearted I was by 
that first letter, and how darned 
happy your second letter made me—I 

MURIEL (happily relieved—hut ap¬ 
preciates she has the upper hand 
now and doesn't relent at once}. I 
don’t believe you. 

RICHARD. You ask Mid how happy I 
was. She can prove it. 

MURIEL. She’d say anything you told 
her to. I don’t care anything about 
what she’d say. It’s you. You’ve got 
to swear to me— 

RICHARD. I swear! 

MURIEL (demurely}. Well then, all 
right, ni believe you. 

RICHARD (his eyes on her face lov¬ 
ingly—genuine adoration in his 
voice}. Gosb, you’re pretty tonight, 
Muriel! It seems ages since we’ve 
been together! If you knew how I’ve 
suffered—! 

MURIEL. I did, too. 

RICHARD (unable to resist falling into 
his tragic literary pose for a momenty. 
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The despair in my soul— (He recites 
dramattcall)0 “Something was dead 
in each of us, And what was dead 
was Hope!” That was me! My hope 
of happiness was dead! (Then with 
sincere boyish fervor) Gosh, Muriel, 
it sure is wonderful to be with you 
again! (He puts a timid arm around 
her awkwardly.) 

MURIEL (shyly). I'm glad-it makes 
YOU happy. I’m happy, too. 

RICHARD. Can’t I—won’t you let me 
.jss you—now? Please! (He bends 
his face toward hers.) 

MURIEL (ducking her head away— 

timidly). No. You mustn’t. Don’t— 

■ucHARD. Aw, why can’t I? 

MURIEL. Because—I’m afraid. 

LiCHARD (discomfited—taking his 
arm from around her—a hit sulky and 
impatient with her). Aw, that’s what 
you always say! You’re always so 
afraid! Aren’t you ever going to let 
me? 

MURIEL. I will—sometime. 

RICHARD. When? 

MURIEL. Soon, maybe. 

RICHARD. Tonight, will you? 

MURIEL (coyly). I’ll see. 

RICHARD. Promise? 

MURIEL. I promise—maybe. 

RICHARD. All right. You remember 
you’ve promised. (Then coaxingly) 
Aw, don’t let’s stand here. Come on 
out and we can sit down in the boat. 


MURIEL (hesitantly). Its so bright 
out there. 

RICHARD. No one’ll see. You know 
there’s never anyone around here at 
night. 

MURIEL (illogically). I know there 
isn’t. That’s why 1 thought it would 
be the best place. But there might 
be someone. 

RICHARD (taking her hand and tug¬ 
ging at it gently). There isn’t a soul. 
(muriel steps out a little and looks 
up and down fearfully, pjchard 
goes on insistently) Aw, what’s the 
use of a moon if you can’t see it! 

MURIEL. But it’s only a new moon. 
That’s not much to look at. 

RICHARD. But I want to see you. I 
can’t here in the shadow. I want to— 
drink in—all your beauty. 

MURIEL (cant resist this). Well, all 
right—only I can’t stay only a few 
minutes. (She lets him lead her to¬ 
ward the stern of the boat.) 

RICHARD (pleadingly). Aw, you can 
stay a little while, can’t you? Please! 
(He helps her in and she settles her¬ 
self in the stern seat of the boat, fac¬ 
ing diagonally left front.) 

MURIEL. A little while. (He sits be¬ 
side her) But I’ve got to be home in 
bed again pretending to be asleep 
by ten o’clock. That’s the time Pa 
and Ma come up to bed, as regulaj 
as clock work, and Ma always looks 
into my room. 

RICHARD. But you’ll havc oodles of 
time to do that. 

MURIEL (excitedly). Dick, you have 
no idea what I went through to get 
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here tonight! My, but it was excit¬ 
ing! You know Pa's punishing me 
by sending me to bed at eight sharp, 
and I had to get all undressed and 
into bed ’cause at half-past he sends 
Ma up to make sure I’ve obeyed, and 
she came up, and I pretended to be 
asleep, and she went down again, 
and I got up and dressed in such a 
hurry—I must look a sight, don’t I? 

RICHARD. You do not! You look won¬ 
derful! 
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MURIEL. You mustn’t swear! 
RICHARD (somberly). Hell is the only 

word that can describe it. And on 
top of that, to torture me more, he 
gave me your letter. After I'd read 
that I didn’t want to live any more. 
Life seemed like a tragic farce. 

MURIEL. I’m so awful sorry, Dick- 
honest I am! But you might have 
known I’d never write that unless- 


MURIEL. And then I sneaked down 
the back stairs. And the pesky old 
stairs squeaked, and my heart was in 
my mouth, I was so scared, and then 
I sneaked out through the back yard, 
keeping in the dark under the trees, 
and— My, but it was exciting! Dick, 
you don't realize how I’ve been pun¬ 
ished for your sake. Pa’s been so 
mean and nasty, I’ve almost hated 
him! 


RICHARD. I thought your love for me 
was dead. I thought you’d never 
loved me, that you’d only been cru¬ 
elly mocking me—to torture me! 

MURIEL. Dick! I’d never! You know 
I’d never! 

RICHARD. I wanted to die. I sat and 
brooded about death. Finally I made 
up my mind I’d kill myself. 


RICHARD. And you don’t realize what 
I’ve been through for you—and what 
I'm in for—for sneaking out— (Then 
darkly') And for what I did last night 
—what your letter made me do! 

MURIEL (made terribly curious by 
kis ominous tone). \^at did my 
letter make you do? 

RICHARD (beginning to glory in 
this). It’s too long a story—and let 
the dead past bury its dead. (Then 
with real feeling) Only it isn’t past, 
I can tell you! What I'll catch when 
Pa gets hold of me! 

MURIEL. Tell me, Dick! Begin at the 
beginning and tell me! 

RICHARD (tragically). Well, aftet 
your old—your father left our place 
I caught holy hell from Pa. 


MURIEL (excitedly). Dick' You 
didn't! 

RICHARD. I did, too! If there’d been 
one of Hedda Gabler’s pistols 
around, you'd have seen if I wouldn't 
have done it beautifully! I thought, 
when I’m dead, she’ll be sorry she 
ruined my life! 

MURIEL (cuddling up a little to 
him). If you ever had! Pd have died, 
too! Honest, I would! 

RICHARD. But suicide is the act of a 
coward. That’s what stopped me. 
(Then with a bitter change of tone) 
And anyway, I thought to myself, 
she isn’t worth it. 

MURIEL (huffily). That’s a nice 
thing to say! 
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RICHARD. Well, if you meant what 
was in that letter, you wouldn’t have 
been worth it, would you? 

MURIEL. But I’ve told you Pa— 

RICHARD. So I said to myself, I’m 
through with women; they’re all 

alike! 

MURIEL. I’m not. 

RICHARD. And I thought, what dif¬ 
ference does it make what I do now? 

I might as well forget her and lead 
the pace that kills, and drown my 
sorrows! You know I had eleven dol¬ 
lars saved up to buy you something 
for your birthday, but I thought, 
she’s dead to me now and why 
shouldn’t I throw it away? (Then 
hastily') I’ve still got almost five left, 
Muriel, and I can get you something 
nice with that. 

MURIEL (excitedly). What do I care 
about your old presents? You tell me 
what you did! 

RICHARD (darkly again). After it was 
dark, I sneaked out and went to a 
low dive I know about. 

MURIEL. Dick Miller, I don't believe 
you ever! 

RICHARD. You ask them at the Pleas¬ 
ant Beach House if I didn’t! They 
won't forget me in a hurry! 

MURIEL (impressed and horrified). 
You went there? Why, that's a ter¬ 
rible place! Pa says it ought to be 
closed by the police! 

RICHARD (darkly). I said it was a 
dive, didn't I? It's a “secret house of 
shame.” And they let me into a secret 
room behind the barroom. There 


wasn’t anyone there but a Princeton 
Senior I know-he belongs to Tiger 
Inn and he’s fullback on the football 
team—and he had two chorus gitls 
from New York with him, and they 
were all drinking champagne, 

MURIEL (disturbed by the entrance 
of the chorus girls). Dick Miller! 1 
hope you didn’t notice— 

RICHARD (carelessly). I had a high¬ 
ball by myself and then I noticed 
one of the girls—the one that wasn t 
with the fullback—looking at me. 
She had strange-looking eyes. And 
then she asked me if I wouldn't 
drink champagne with them and 
come and sit with her. 

MURIEL. She must have been a nice 
thing! (Then a hit falteringly) And 
did—you? 

RICHARD (with tragic bitterness). 
Why shouldn’t I, when you’d told 
me in that letter you'd never see me 
again? 

MURIEL (almost tearfully). But you 
ought to have known Pa made me— 

RICHARD. I didn't know that then, 
(Then rubbing it in) Her name was 
Belle. She had yellow hair—the kind 
that bums and stings you! 

MURIEL. I’ll bet it was dyed! 

RICHARD. She kept smoking one cig¬ 
arette after another—but that's noth¬ 
ing for a choms girl. 

MURIEL (indignantly). She was low 
and bad, that’s what she was or she 
couldn’t be a choms girl, and her 
smoking cigarettes proves it! (Then 
falteringly again ) And then what 
happened? 
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RICHARD (carelessly'). Oh, we just 
kept drinking champagne-I bought 
a round—and then I had a fight with 
the bark:;ep and knocked him down 
because he'd insulted her. He was a 
great big thug but— 

MURIEL (Jnifjily)- I don't see how 
he could—insult that kind! And why 
did you fight for her? Why didn t 
the Princeton fullback who’d 
brought them there? He must have 

O 

been bigger than you. 

RICHARD (stopped for a moment- 
then quickly). He was too drunk by 
that time. 

MURIEL. And were you drunk? 

RICHARD. Only a little then. I was 
worse later. (Proudly) You ought to 
have seen me when I got home! I 
was on the verge of delirium tre¬ 
mens! 

MURIEL. Tm glad T didn't see vou. 
You must have been awful. I kate 
people who get drunk. I’d have 
hated you! 

RICHARD. Well, it was all your fault, 
wasn’t it? If you hadn't written that 
letter— 

MURIEL. But I've told you I didn't 
mean— (Then faltering hut fasci¬ 
nated) But what happened ivith 
that Belle—after—before you went 
home? 

RICHARD. Oh, we kept drinking 
champagne and she said she'd fallen 
in love with me at first sight and she 
came and sat on my lap and kissed 
me. 

MURIEL (stiffening). Oh! 
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RICHARD (quickly, afraid he koj 
gone too far). But it was only all in 
fun, and then we just kept on drink- 
ing champagne, and finally I said 
good night and came home. 

MURIEL. And did you kiss her? 

RICHARD. No, I didn’t. 

MURIEL (distractedly). You did, tool 
You're lying and you know it. You 
did, too! (Then tearfully) And there 
I was right at that time lying in bed 
not able to sleep, wondering how I 
was ever going to see you again and 
crying my eyes out, while you—! 
(She suddenly jumps to her feet in 
a tearful fury) I hate you! I wish you 
were dead! I'm going home this min¬ 
ute! I never want to lay eyes on you 
again! And this time I mean it! (Ske 
tries to jump out of the boat hut he 
holds her hack. All the pose has 
dropped from him now and he is in 
a frightened state of contrition.) 

RICHARD (imploringly). Muriel! 
Wait! Listen! 

MURIEL. I don't want to listen! Let 
me go! If you don’t I’ll bite youi 
hand! 

RICHARD. I won't let you go! You've 
got to let me explain! I never—! 
Ouch! (For muribl has hitten his 
hand and it hurts, and, stung hy the 
pain, he lets go instinctively, and she 
jumps quickly out of the boat and 
starts running toward the path. 
RICHARD calls after her with hitter 
despair and hurt) All right! Go if 
you want to—if you haven't the de¬ 
cency to let me explain! I hate you, 
tool I'll go and see Belle! 

MURIEL (seeing he isn't following 
her, stops at the foot of the path— 
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defiantly^ Well, go and see her— 
if that’s the kind of girl you like! 
What do I care? (Then as he only 
stares before him hroodingly, sitting 
dejectedly in the stern of the boat, 
a pathetic figure of injured grief) 
You can’t explain! What can you ex¬ 
plain? You owned up you kissed her! 

RICHARD. I did not. I said she kissed 
me. 

MURIEL (scornfully, hut drifting 
hack a step in his direction). And I 
suppose you just sat and let yourself 
be kissed! Tell that to the Marines! 

RICHARD (injuredly). All right! If 
you’re going to call me a liar every 
word I say— 

MURIEL (drifting hack another 
step). 1 didn’t call you a liar. I only 
meant—it sounds fishy. Don’t you 
know it does? 

RICHARD. I don’t know anything. 1 
only know I vinsh I was dead! 

MURIEL (gently reproving). You 
oughtn’t to say that. It’s wicked. 
(Then after a pause) And I sup¬ 
pose you’ll tell me you didn’t fall in 
love with her? 

RICHARD (scornfully). I should say 
not! Fall in love with that kind of 
girl! What do you take me for? 

MURIEL (practically). How do you 
know what you did if you drank so 
much champagne? 

RICHARD. I kept my head—with her. 
I’m not a sucker, no matter what 
you think! 

MURIEL (drifting nearer). Then you 
didn’t—love her? 


RICHARD. I hated her! She wasn't 
even pretty! And I had a fight with 
her before I left, she got so fresh. 1 
told her I loved you and never could 
love anyone else, and for her to leave 

me alone. 

MURIEL. But you said just now you 
were going to see her— 

RICHARD. That was only bluff. 1 
wouldn’t—unless you left me. Then 
I wouldn’t care what I did—any more 
than I did last night. (Then sudden¬ 
ly defiant) And what if I did kiss 
her once or twice? I only did it to 
get back at you! 

MURIEL. Dick! 

RICHARD. You’re a fine one to blame 
me—when it v as all your fault! Why 
can’t you be fair? Didn't I think you 
were out of my life forever? Hadn’t 
you written me you were? Answer 
me that! 

MURIEL. But I’ve told you a million 
times that Pa— 

RICHARD. Why didn’t you have more 
sense than to let him make you write 
it? Was it my fault you didn’t? 

MURIEL. It was your fault for being 
so stupid! You ought to have known 
he stood right over me and told me 
each word to write. If I’d refused, it 
would only have made everything 
worse. I had to pretend, so I’d get a 
chance to see you. Don’t you see, 
Silly? And I had sand enough to 
sneak out to meet you tonight, didn’t 
I? (He doesn't answer. She moves 
nearer) Still I can see how you felt 
the way you did—and maybe I am to 
blame for that. So I’ll forgive and for¬ 
get, Dick—if you’ll swear to me you 
didn’t even think of loving that— 




RICHARD Qeagerly}. I didn’t! I swear, 
Muriel. I couldn’t. I love you! 

MURIEL. Well, then—I still love you. 

RICHARD Then come back here, why 
don’t you? 

MURIEL (coyly). It’s getting late. 

RICHARD. It’s not near half-past yet. 

MURIEL (comes hack and sits down 
hy him shyly). All right—only I'll 
have to go soon, Dick. (He puts his 
arm around her. She cuddles up 
close to him'). I’m sorry—I hurt your 
hand. 

RICHARD. That was nothing. It felt 
wonderful—even to have you bite! 

MURIEL (impulsively takes his hand 
and kisses it). There! That’ll cure 
it. (She is overcome hy confusion at 
her boldness.) 

RICHARD. You shouldn’t—waste that 
—on my hand. (Then tremblingly) 
You said—you’d let me— 

MURIEL. I said, mavbe. 

RICHARD. Please, Muriel. You know 
want it so! 
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her tremblingly and for a moment 
their lips re^nain together. Then she 
lets her head sink on his shoulder 
and sighs softly) The moon is beau¬ 
tiful, isn't it? 

RICHARD (kissing her hair). Not as 
beautiful as you! Nothing is! (Then 
after a pause) Won’t it be wonder¬ 
ful when we’re married? 

MURIEL. Yes—but it’s so long to wait 

RICHARD. Perhaps I needn’t go to 
Yale. Perhaps Pa will give me a job. 
Then I’d soon be making enough 
to— 

MURIEL. You better do what your pa 
thinks best—and I’d like you to be 
at Yale. (Then patting his face) 
Poor you! Do you think he’ll punish 
you awful? 

RICHARD (intensely). I don’t know 
and I don’t care! Nothing would 
have kept me from seeing you to¬ 
night—not if I’d had to crawl over 
red-hot coals! (Then falling back on 
Swinhurne^hut with passionate sin¬ 
cerity) You have my being between 
the hands of vou! You are “mv love, 
mine own soul’s heart, more dear 
than mine own soul, more beautiful 
than God!” 


MURIEL. Will it wash off—her kisses 
—make you forget you ever—for al- 
W'ays? 


RICHARD. I should say so! I’d never 
remember—anything but it—never 
want anything but it—ever again. 


MURIEL (shyly lifting her lips). 
Then—all right—Dick. (He kisses 


MURIEL (shocked and delighted). 
Ssshh! It’s wrong to say that. 

RICHARD (adoringly). Gosh, but 1 
love you! Gosh, I love you—Darling! 

MURIEL. I love you, too—Sweetheart! 
(They kiss. Then she lets her head 
sink on his shoulder again and they 
both sit in a rapt trance, staring at 
the moon. After a pause — dreamily) 
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\^/'here’ll we go on our honeymoon, 
Dick? To Niagara Falls? 


RICHARD (scornfully^. That dump 
where all the silly fools go? I should 
say not! (With passionate romanti¬ 
cism) No, well go to some far-off 
wonderful placel (He calls on Kip¬ 
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ling to help him) Somewhere out on 
the Long Trail-the trail that is ah 
ways new—on the road to Mandalay! 
We'll watch the dawn come up like 
thunder out of China! 

MURIEL (hazily hut happily) 
That’ll be wonderful, won’t it? 


CURTAIN 


ACT FOUR 

SCENE III 


ScENE-The sitting-room of the miller house again-ahout to o'clock the 
same night, miller is sitting in his rocker at left, front, of table, his wife in 
the rocker at right, front, of table. Moonlight shines through^ the 
screen door at right, rear. Only the green-shaded reading lamp is Itt 
and by its light miller, his specs on, is reading a hook while his wif^ 
sewing basket in lap, is working industriously on a doily, mrs. millers 
face wears an expression of unworried content, miller’s face has also lost 
its look of harassed preoccupation, although he still is a prey to certain 
misgivings, when he allows himself to think of them. Several books are 
piled on the table by his elbow, the books that have been confiscated from 

RICHARD. 


MILLER (chuckles at something he 
reads—then closes the book and puts 
it on the table, mrs. miller looks 
up from her sewing). This Shaw’s 
a comical cuss—even if his ideas are 
so crazy they oughtn’t to allow them 
to be printed. And that Swinburne’s 
got a fine swing to his poetry—if he’d 
only choose some other subjects be¬ 
sides loose women. 

MRS. MILLER (swiling teosingly). I 
can see where you’re becoming cor¬ 
rupted by those books, too—pre¬ 
tending to read them out of duty to 


Richard, when your nose has been 
glued to the page! 

MILLER. No, no—but I’ve got to be 
honest. Fhere’s something to them. 
That Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam, 
now. I read that over again and liked 
it even better than I had before- 
parts of it, that is, where it isn’t all 
about boozing. 

MRS. MILLER (hos been busy with 
her own thoughts during this last— 
with a deep sigh of relief). My, but 
I’m glad Mildred told me where 
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Richard went ofF to. I d have wor¬ 
ried my heart out if she hadn t. But 
row, it’s all right. 

MILLER (^frowning a little'). I d 
hard]' go so far as to say that. Just 
because we know he's all right to¬ 
night doesn’t mean last night is 
wiped out. He’s still got to be pun- 
JO for that. 

MRS. MILLER C<^efensively). Well, if 
you ask me, I think after the way I 
punished him all day, and the way 
I know he’s punished himself, he s 
had about all he deserves. I’ve told 
you how sorry he was, and how he 
said he’d never touch liquor again. 
It didn’t make him feel happy like 
Sid, but only sad and sick, so he 
didn’t see anything in it for him. 

MILLER. Well, if he’s really got that 
view of it driven into his skull, 1 
don’t know but I’m glad it all hap 
pened. Tliat’ll protect him more than 
a thousand lectures—just horse sense 
about himself. (Then frowning 
again) Still, I can’t let him do such 
things and go scot-free. And then, 
besides, there’s another side to it— 
(He stops abruptly.) 

MRS. MILLER (uneasily). What do 
you mean, another side? 

MILLER (hastily). I mean, disci¬ 
pline. There’s got to be some disci¬ 
pline in a family. I don’t want him 
to get the idea he’s got a stuffed shirt 
at the head of the table. No, he’s got 
to be punished, if only to make the 
Sesson stick in his mind, and I’m go¬ 
ing to tell him he can’t go to Yale, 
seeing he’s so undependable. 

MRS. MILLER (up in OTins at once). 
Not go to Yale! I guess he can go to 
Yale! Every man of your means in 
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town is sending his hoys to college! 
What would folks think of you? 

let Wilbur go, and you’d have let 
Lawrence, only he didn’t want to 
and you’re letting Arthur! If quJ 
other children can get the benefit of 
a college education, you’re not going 
to pick on Richard— ® 

MILLER. Hush up, for God’s sake! 

If you’d let me finish what I started 
to say! I said I’d tell him that now- 
bluff—then later on I’ll change my 
mind, if he behaves himself. 

MRS. MILLER. Oh well, if that’s all- 
(Then defensively again) But its 
your duty to give him every benefit. 
He’s got an exceptional brain, that 
hoy has! He's proved it by the way 
he likes to read all those deep plays 
and books and poetry. 

MILLER, But I thought you— (He 
stopSj grinning helplessly.) 

MRS. MILLER. You thought I what? 

MILLER. Never mind. 

MRS. MILLER (sniffs, hut thinks it 

better to let this pass). You mark my 
words, that boy’s going to turn out 
to be a great law\feT, or a great doc¬ 
tor, or a great writer, or— 

MILLER (grinning). You agree he’s 
going to be great, anj^vay. 

MRS. MILLER. Ycs, I most Certainly 
have a lot of faith in Richard. 

MILLER. Well, so have I, as far as 
that goes. 

MRS. MILLER (after a patise^jttdi- 
dally). And as for his being in love 
with Muriel, I don’t see but what it 
might work out real well Richaid 
could do worse. 
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MILLER. But I thought you had no 
use for her, thought she was stupid. 

MRS. MILLER. Well, SO I did, but if 

she’s good for Richard and he wants 
her— (Then inconsequentially) Ma 
used to say you weren’t overbright, 
but she changed her mind when she 
saw I didn't care if you were or not. 

miller (not exactly pleased hy 
this). Well, I’ve been bright enough 
to— 

MRS. MILLER (goi«g On fls if he had 
not spoken). And Muriel’s real cute- 
looking, I have to admit that. Takes 
after her mother. Alice Briggs was 
the prettiest girl before she married. 

MILLER. Yes, and Muriel will get big 
as a house after she's married, the 
same as her mother did. That’s the 
trouble. A man never can tell what 
he’s letting himself in for— (He 
stops, feeling his wife’s eyes fixed on 
him with indignant suspicion.) 

MRS. MILLER (sharply). I’m not too 
fat and don’t you say it! 

MILLER. Who was talking about 
you? 

MRS. MILLER. And I’d rather have 
some flesh on my bones than be 
built like a string bean and bore a 
hole in a chair every time I sat down 
—like some people! 

MILLER (ignoring the insult—flat¬ 
teringly). Why, no one’d ever call 
you fat, Essie. You’re only plump, 
like a good figure ought to be. 

MRS. MILLER (chUdishly pleased— 
gratefully giving tit for tat). Well, 
you’re not skinny, either—only slen¬ 
der—and I think you’ve been putting 
on weight lately, too. (Having thus 


squared matters she takes up her sew 
ing again. A pause. Then miller 
asks incredulously.) 

MILLER. You don’t mean to tell me 
you’re actually taking this Muriel 
crush of Richard’s seriously, do you? 
I know it’s a good thing to encour- 
age right now but—pshaw, why, 
Richard’Il probably forget all about 
her before he’s away six months, and 
she’ll have forgotten him. 

MRS. MILLER. Don’t be so cynical 
(Then, after a pause, thoughtfully^ 
Well, anyway, he’ll always have it 
to remember—no matter what hap 
pens after—and that’s something. 

MILLER. You bet that’s something. 
(Then with a grin) You surprise me 
at times with your deep wisdom. 

MRS. MILLER. You don’t give me 
credit for ever having common sense, 
that’s why. (She goes hack to her 
sewing.) 

MILLER (after a pause). M^ere’d 

you say Sid and Lily had gone off to? 

MRS. MILLER. To the bcacli to lis¬ 
ten to the band. (Ske sighs sympa¬ 
thetically) Poor Lily! Sid’ll never 
change, and she’ll never marry him. 
But she seems to get some queer sat¬ 
isfaction out of fussing over him like 
a hen that’s hatched a duck—though 
Lord knows I wouldn’t in her shoes! 

MILLER. Arthur’s up with Elsie 
Rand, I suppose? 

MRS. MILLER. Of COUrse. 

MILLER. Where’s Mildred? 

MRS. MILLER. Out walking with het 

latest. I’ve forgot who it is. I can't 
keep track of them. (Ske smiles.) 
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miller Csmiling). Then, from all 
reports, we seem to be completely 
surrounded by love! 

MRS. MILLER. Well, weVe had out 
share, haven’t we? We don’t h^e to 
begrudge it to our children. (Then 
has a sudden thoughO But I ve done 
all this talking about Muriel and 
Richard and clean forgot how v^ld 
old McComber was against it. But 
he’ll get over that, I suppose. 

MILLER (with a chuckle'). He has al¬ 
ready. I ran into him upstreet this 
afternoon and he was meek as pie. 
He backed water and said he guessed 
1 was right. Richard had just copied 
ttuff out of books, and kids would be 
kids, and so on. So I came off my 
high horse a bit—bur not too far— 
and I guess all that won’t bother any¬ 
one any more. (T^en ruhhtng his 
hands together—with a boyish grin 
of ^leasttre) And I told you about 
getting that business from Lawson, 
didn’t I? It’s been a good day, Essie 
—a darned good day! 

(From the hall beyond the front 'par¬ 
lor the sound of the front door being 
opened and shut is heard, mrs. mil¬ 
ler leans forward to look, pushing 
her specs up.) 

MRS. MILLER (in a whisper). It's 

Richard. 

MILLER (immediately assuming an 
expression of becoming gravity). 
Hmm. (He takes off his spectacles 
and puts them hack in their case and 
straightens himself in his chair. 
RICHARD comes slowly in from the 
front parlor. He walks like one in a 
trance, his eyes shining with a 
dreamy happiness, his spirit still too 
exalted to be conscious of his stir- 
roundings, or to remember the 
threatened punishment. He carries 
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his straw hat dangling in his hand^ 
quite unaware of its existence.) 

RICHARD (dreamily, like a ghost ad¬ 
dressing fellow shades). Hello. 

MRS. miller (staring at him wor¬ 
riedly). Hello, Richard. 

miller (siring him up shrewdly). 
Hello, Son. 

(RICHARD moves past his mother and 
comes to the far corner, left front, 
where the light is dimmest, and sits 
down on the sofa, and stares before 
him, his hat dangling in his hand.) 

MRS. MILLER (with frightened sus¬ 
picion now). Goodness, he acts 
queer! Nat, you don’t suppose he’s 
been—? 

MILLER (with a reassuring smile). 
No. It’s love, not liquor, this time. 

MRS. MILLER (only partly reassured 
—sharply). Richard! What’s the mat¬ 
ter with you? (He comes to himself 
with a start. She goes on scoldingly) 
How many times have I told you to 
hang up your hat in the hall when 
you come in! (He looks at his hat as if 
he were surprised at its existence. 
She gets up fussily and goes to him) 
Here. Give it to me. I’ll hang it up 
for you this once. And what are you 
sitting over here in the dark for? 
Don’t forget your father’s been wait¬ 
ing to talk to you! (She comes back 
to the table and he follows her, still 
half in a dream, and stands by his 
father’s chair, mrs. miller starts 
for the hall with his hat.) 

MILLER (quietly hut firmly now). 
You better leave Richard and me 
alone for a while, Essie. 

MRS. MILLER (twms to Stare at him 

apprehensively). Well—all right. 1*11 
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go sit on the piazza. Call me if you 
want me. (Then a hit pleadingly) 
But you’ll remember all I’ve said, 
Nat, won’t you? (miller nods re¬ 
assuringly, She disappears through 
the front parlor. Richard, keenly 
conscious of himself as the ahout-to- 
he-sentenced criminal hy this time, 
looks guilty and a bit defiant, searches 
his fathers expressionless face with 
uneasy side glances, and steels him¬ 
self for what is coming,) 

MILLER (casually, indicating mrs. 
miller’s roefeer). Sit down, Rich¬ 
ard. (richard slumps awkwardly 
into the chair and sits in a self-con¬ 
scious, unnatural position, miller 
sizes him up keenly—then suddenly 
smiles and asks with quiet mockery) 
Well, how are the vine leaves in 
your hair this evening? 

RICHARD (totally unprepared for this 
approach—shamefacedly mutters). I 
don’t know, Pa. 

miller. Turned out to be poison 
ivy, didn’t they? (Then kindly) But 
you needn’t look so alarmed. I’m not 
going to read you any temperance 
lecture. That’d bore me more than 
it would you. And, in spite of your 
damn foolishness last night, Fm^still 
giviiig you credit for having brains. 
So I’m pretty sure anything I could 
say to you you’ve already said to 
)’ourself. 

RICHARD (his head down—humbly), 

I know I was a darned fool. 

MILLER (thinking it well to rub in 
this aspect—disgustedly). You sure 
were—not only a fool but a downright, 
stupid, disgusting fool! (richard 
squirms, his head still lower) It was 
bad enough for you to let me and 
Arthur see you, but to appear like 


that before your mother and Mil¬ 
dred—I And I wonder if Muriel 
would think you were so fine if she 
ever saw you as you looked and 
acted then. I think she’d give you 
your walking papers for keeps. And 
you couldn’t blame her. No nice girl 
wants to give her love to a stupid 
drunk! 

RICHARD (writhing). I know, Pa. 

MILLER (after a patise—quietly). All 
right. Then that settles—the booze 
end of it. (He sizes richard up 
searchingly—then suddenly speaks 
sharply) But there is another thing 
that’s more serious. How about that 
tart you went to bed with at the 
Pleasant Beach House? 

RICHARD (flabbergasted—stammers). 
You know—? But I didn’t! If they’ve 
told you about her down there, they 
must have told you I didn’t! She 
wanted me to-but I wouldn’t. I 
gave her the five dollars just so she’d 
let me out of it. Honest, Pa, I didn’t! 
She made everything seem rotten 
and dirt)'—and—I didn’t want to do 
a thing like that to Muriel-no mat¬ 
ter how bad I thought she’d treated 
me-even after I felt drunk, I didn't. 
Honest! 

MILLER. How’d you happen to meet 
this lady, anyway? 

RICHARD. I can’t tell that. Pa. I'J 

have to snitch on someone—and you 
wouldn’t want me to do that. 

MILLER (a bit taken aback). No. I 
suppose I wouldn’t. Hmm. Well, I 
believe you—and I guess that settle,*! 
that. (Then, after a quick, furtive 
glance at richard, he nerves himseli 
for the ordeal and begins with a 
shamefaced, self-conscious solemnt 
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ty') But listen here, Richard, it*s 
about time you and I had a serious 
talk about—hmm—certain matters 
pertaining to—and now that the sub¬ 
ject's come up of its own accord, it's 
a good time—I mean, there’s no use 
in procrastinating further—so, here 
goes. QBut it doesn't go smoothly and 
as he goes on he becomes more and 
more guiltily embarrassed and self- 
conscious and his expressions more 
stilted. RICHARD sedulously avoids 

even glancing at him, his own em¬ 
barrassment made tenfold more 
ainful by hts fathers) Richard, you 
ave now come to the age when— 
Well, you’re a fully developed man, 
in a way, and it’s only natural for 
vou to have certain desires of the 
flesh, to put it that way— I mean, per¬ 
taining to the opposite sex—certain 
natur^ feelings and temptations— 
that’ll want to be gratified—and 
you’ll want to gratify them. Hmm— 
well, human society being organized 
as it is, there's only one outlet for— 
unless you're a scoundrel and go 
around ruining decent girls—which 
you re not, of course. Well, there 
are a certain class of women—always 
have been and always will be as long 
as human nature is what it is— It's 
vsTong, maybe, but what can you do 
about it? I mean, girls like that one 
you—girls there's something doing 
rvith—and lots of 'cm are pretty, and 
it’s human nature if you— But that 
doesn’t mean to ever get mixed up 
with, them seriously! You just have 
what you want and pay ’em and for¬ 
get it. I know that sounds hard and 
unfeeling, but we’re talking facts 
and— But don’t think I’m encourag¬ 
ing you to— If you can stay away 
from 'em, all the better—but if—why 
—hmm— Here’s what I’m driving at, 
Richard. They’re apt to be whited 
sepulchres—I mean, your whole life 
might be ruined if—so, dam it, you’ve 
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got to know how to— I mean, there 
are ways and means— (^Suddenly he 
can go no farther and winds up help¬ 
lessly) But, hell, I suppose you boys 
talk all this over among yourselves 
and you know more about it than I 
do. I’ll admit I’m no authority. I 
never had anything to do with such 
women, and it’ll be a hell of a lot 
better for you if you never do! 

RICHARD (without looking at him). 

I’m never going to, Pa. (Then 
shocked indignation coming into 
his voice) I don’t see how you could 
think I could—now—when you know 
I love Muriel and am going to marry 
her. I’d die before I’d—! 

MILLER (immensely relieved-’en- 
ihusiastically). That’s the talk! By 
God, I'm proud of you when you talk 
like that! (Then hastily) And now 
that’s all of that. There’s nothing 
more to say and we'll forget it, eh? 

RICHARD (after a pause). How are 
you going to punish me, Pa? 

MILLER. I was sort of forgetting 
that, wasn’t I? Well, I'd thought of 
telling you you couldn’t go to Yale— 

RICHARD (eagerly). Don’t I have to 
go? Gee, that’s great! Muriel thought 
you’d want me to. I was telling her 
I’d rather you gave me a job on the 
paper because then she and I could 
et married sooner. (Then with a 
oyish grin) Gee, Pa, you picked a 
lemon. That isn’t any punishment. 
You’ll have to do someriiing besides 
that. 

MILLER (grimly—hut only half con¬ 
cealing an answering grin). Then 
you’ll go to Yale and you’ll stay there 
till you graduate, that’s the answer 
to that! Muriel’s got good sense and 
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you haven't! (richard accepts this 
philosophically') And now were 
finished, you better call your mother. 
(richard opeyis the screen door and 
calls *‘Ma” and a moment later she 
comes in. She glances quickly from 
son to husband and immediately 
knows that all is well and tactfully 
refrains from all questions.) 

MRS. MILLER. My, it’s a beautiful 
night. The moon’s way dowm low— 
almost setting. (She sits in her chair 
and sighs contentedly, richard re- 
maws standing by the door, staring 
out at the moon, his face pale in the 
moonlight.) 

MILLER (with a nod at richard, 
winking at his wife). Yes, I don't 
believe I’ve hardly ever seen such a 
beautiful night—with such a wonder¬ 
ful moon. Have you, Richard? 

RICHARD {turning to them—enthu¬ 
siastically). No! It was wonderful- 
down at the beach— (He stops 
abruptly, smiling shyly.) 

MILLER, (watching his son—after a 
pause—quietly). I can only remem¬ 
ber a few nights that were as beauti¬ 
ful as this—and they were long ago, 
when your mother and I were young 
and planning to get married. 

RICHARD (stares at him wonderingly 
for a moment, then quickly from his 
father to his mother and back again, 
strangely, as if he'd never seen them 
before—then he looks almost dis¬ 
gusted and swallows as if an acrid 
taste had come into his mouth- 
hut then suddenly his face is trans¬ 
figured by a smile of shy understand¬ 
ing and sympathy. He speaks shyly). 
Yes, I’ll bet those must have been 
wonderful nights, too. You sort of 


355 

forget the moon was the same way 
back then—and everything. 

MILLER (huskily). You’re all right, 
Richard. (He gets up and blows his 
nose.) 

MRS. MILLER (fondly). You’re a 

good boy, Richard, (richard looks 
dreadfully shy and embarrassed at 
this. His father comes to his rescue.) 

MILLER. Better get to bed early to¬ 
night, Son, hadn’t you? 

RICHARD. I couldn’t slccp. Can't I 
go out on the piazza and sit for a 
while—until the moon sets? 

MILLER. All right. Then you better 
say good night now. I don’t know 
about your mother, but I’m going to 
bed right away. I’m dead tired. 

MRS. MILLER. So am I. 

RICHARD (goes to her and kisses her). 
Good night, Ma. 

MRS. MILLER. Good night. Don’t you 
stay up till all hours now. 

RICHARD (comes to his father and 
stands awkwardly before him). Good 
night. Pa. 

MILLER (puts his arm around him 
and gives him a hug). Good night. 
Richard, (richard turns impidsively 
and kisses him—then hurries otit the 
screen door, miller stares after him 
—then says huskily) First time he’s 
done that in years. I don’t believe in 
kissing between fathers and sons 
after a certain age—seems mushy and 
silly—but that meant something! And 
I don’t think we’ll ever have to worr)’ 
about his being safe—from himself 
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—again. And I guess no matter what 
life will do to him, he can take care 
of it now. Cfde sighs with satisfac¬ 
tion and, sitting down in his chair, 
begins to unlace his shoes) My 
darned feet are giving me fits! 

MRS. MILLER (hiMghmg). Why do 
you bother unlacing your shoes now, 
you big goose—when were going 
right up to bedV 

MILLER (os if he hadn't thought of 
that before, stops). Guess you're 
right. (Then getting to his feet— 
with a griw) Mind if I don’t say my 
prayers tonight, Essie? Tm certain 
God knows I’m too darned tired. 

MRS. MILLER. Don’t talk that way. 

It’s real sinful. (She gets up—then 
laughing fondly) If that isn’t you all 
over! Always looking for an excuse 
to— You’re worse than Tommy! But 
all right. I suppose tonight you 
needn’t. You’ve had a hard day. (She 
puts her hand on the reading-lamp 
switch) I’m going to turn out the 
light. All ready? 
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MILLER. Yep. Let her go, Gallagher. 
(She turns out the lamp. In the en¬ 
suing darkness the faint moonlight 
shines full in through the screen 
door. Walking together toward the 
front parlor they stand full in it for 
a moment, looking out. miller puts 
his arm around her. H e says in a low 
voice) There he is—like a statue of 
Love’s Young Dream. (Then he sighs 
and speaks with a gentle nostalgic 
melancholy) What’s it that Rubaiyat 
says: 

"Yet Ah, that Spring should 
vanish with the Rose! 

That Youth’s sweet-scented 
manuscript should close!” 

(Then throwing off his melancholy, 
with a loving smile at her) Well, 
Spring isn’t everything, is it, Essie? 
There's a lot to be said for Autumn. 
That’s got beauty, too. And Winter 
—if you’re together. 

MRS. MILLER (^simply). Yes, Nat. 
(She kisses him and they move 
quietly out of the moonlight, hack 
into the darkness of the front parlor.) 
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SCENE 


The scene is the Black Mesa Bar-B-Q, a gas station and lunch room at a 

lonely crossroads in the eastern Arizona desert 

The action begins late in the afternoon of an autumn day in 1934, and 

continues into the evening of the same day 
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ACT ONE 


The scene of the entire play is the lunch room of the Black Mesa Filling 
Station and Bar-B-Q on the desert in Eastern Arizona. 

There is an atmosphere about the place of strenuous if not hearty welcome 

At the upper right are double doors, with glass panels leading out to a 
covered porch. Off to the right, barely visible through these doors, are the 
red pumps of the filling station. 

Downstage left is a door leading to the bedrooms of the maple family 
who own t/iis establishment. Upstage left is a swinging door leading to the 
kitchen. Upstage is a lunch counter, with cash register, ketchup bottles, 
paper napkins, toothpicks, chewing-gum and Life-Saver rack, cigars, cigar 
ettes, etc. 

In the right wall are wide windows, through which may he seen the 
porch and, beyond it, the desert purpling in the sunset. At the left is a stove, 
with a high-backed rocking chair beside it. 

There are three small square tables—downstage left, downstage right 
and center. There are three chairs at each table. At the right, along the wall, 
is a wooden bench. 

The walls are of phony adobe. The window and door trimmings are 
painted a dark, burnt red. Above the windows is a sign, with the words, 
"BLACK MESA BAR-B-Q," worked in rustic letters. This formerly hung 
outside, but was replaced by a Neon sign, the green gleam of which will be 
evident later on when darkness descends. 

The walls are decorated with advertisements of Rye Whiskey, Gas and 
Oil, the NRA, the TV A, the Red Cross, the American Legion, the Santa 
Fe R. R., Apache Beer, etc. On the wall is a framed photograph of General 
Pershing and below it an old service flag with one star. Prominently dis¬ 
played is a crudely lettered sign that shouts: "TIPPING IS UN-AMERJCAN 
-KEEP YOUR CHANGE!" 

At the table downstage right are two telegraph linemen, eating ham¬ 
burger and drinking coffee. Both are young. The first is thin and explosive 
in speech; the second beefy and calm. 

Between them, and drawn back from the table, sits boze hertzlinger, a 
stalwart, bronzed young man, who wears dirty white canvas pants and a fdthy 
football jersey, on the back of which is a patch with the number 42. He is 
lighting a cigarette. 

At the left, in the rocking chair, sits cramp maple— an old, old man. His 
eyes are watery and his vision blurred. His skin is like leather that has been 
dried by a lifetime under the desert sun and worn thin by constant rough 
usage. He holds a tattered pink copy of the Denver Post, but he is paying more 
attention to the talk of the linemen than to the screaming headlines. 
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FIRST LINEMAN QsTVallowing^. CqI- 

tainly it’s Revolution! And thats ex¬ 
actly what we got to come to, whether 
a lot of old fluffs back east like it or 

not . . . 

SECOND LINEMAN. Yeah—and when 
it comes—how are you going to . . • 

FIRST LINEMAN. When it comes, 
we’re going to finally get some of that 
equality they talked about in the 
Declaration of Independence. 

SECOND LINEMAN. Equality—hell! 

It’s slavery. And how will you like 
that? 


at the Postal Telegraph Company, 
along with the rest of their doubtful 
assets. 

(jASON MAPLE hos come in from the 

ripper right. He is a dully defeated 
man, of about forty, solemn, be¬ 
spectacled, paunchy. He wears a gray 
alpaca cap, and a gray suit. In his 
lapel is an American Legion button.) 

JASON (to boze). Lady wants five 
gallons. Get going. 

BOZE. O. K. boss. (He pinches out 
the coal of his cigarette and places 
the butt behind his ear.) 


FIRST LINEMAN. What have we got 

noiv, I’d like to know? Do you call 
this freedom? (He stows more food 
into his nimble mouth.) 

BOZE. Listen to me, kid. In school 
we had to read up a lot on that cock¬ 
eyed system they got in Russia—and 
I'm here to tell you that if you were 
living over there you wouldn’t be 
able to call your soul your own. 


JASON. And you better keep on the 
alert out there so’s customers don’t 
have to wait. See? 

BOZE, O. K. boss. (He goes out. The 

FIRST LINEMAN laUghs.) 

FIRST LINEMAN. And thcrc's the guy 
who’s here to tell me that in Russia 
you can’t even call your soul your 
own. 


FIRST LINEMAN. And how do I know 
I’ve got a soul? 

BOZE. You’re alive, aren’t you? 


JASON. You fellers want pie? (His 
attitude toward the first lineman 
is not conspicuously amiable.) 

SECOND LINEMAN. Ycah. 


FIRST LINEMAN. Oh, suFC—I’m alivc. 

I got a heart—I can hear it beating. 
I got a stomach—I can hear it growd- 
ing. I got blood—I can see it, when I 
stick myself with one of them (kid- 
damn splinters. But where’s this soul 
that everybody hollers about? 


FIRST LINEMAN, And another cuppa 
coffee. (jAsoN picks up their cups 
and goes to the door at the left) 
Rugged indiWdualism! Every' man 
forliimself! That’s the kind of liberty 
we’ve been pettins. 


80ZB. It’s in your tongue, I guess. 
(He winks broadly at the second 
LINEMAN. A enr is heard stopping 
off at the right.) 


JASON (through the door at the left). 
A couple of pies. (He goes to the 
coffee boiler on the counter to refill 
the tiro Clips.) 


FIRST LINEMAN. Yeah—and maybe second lineman. What are you 
they got it locked up in the safe complaining about? ^'ou’re eating. 
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FIRST LINEMAN (significantly). 

“Man cannot live by bread alone.” 

SECOND LINEMAN. Who says Kc Can’t? 

FIRST LINEMAN. God says so! That’s 
who. 

SECOND LINEMAN. Oh—is God 3 

Russian? 

FIRST LINEMAN. He Certainly ain't 
with the Postal Telegraph. 

(pAULA, the Mexica 7 i cook, comes in, 
hearing the pie. jason lights a cigar.) 

JASON. Take these, (jason gives the 
Clips to PAULA as she passes.) 

FIRST LINEMAN. Why do VOU SUp- 

pose it is that Russia's got the whole 
world scared? It’s because they're 
pushing ahead. They’re pioneering! 

CRAMP. They’re what? 

FIRST LINEMAN. I Said, they’re pio¬ 
neering. They’re opening up new 
territory—and for the benefit of all, 
not SOS a few land grabbers can step 
in and take the profits after some¬ 
body else has done the real work. 
Gracias. (This is addressed to paula, 
who has delivered the pie and is now 
removing the remnants of the ham¬ 
burger) Those engineers in Russia 
are building something new! That’s 
where they’ve got it on us. We ain’t 
building—we’re repairing. Just like 
you and me. What do we do—day 
after day? We climb up poles, and 
fix the wires, so that some broker in 
New York can telegraph in a split 
second to some guy in Los Angeles 
to tell him he’s ruined. 

cramp. Well, my friend—when you 
talk about pioneering—you’re talk¬ 
ing about something I can tell you a 
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few things about. (He has risen and 
is crossing to occupy the chair vacated 
hy BOZE.) 

JASON. Shut up, Gramp. 

CRAMP. I won’t shut up. 

JASON. I told you not to get into 
arguments with the guests. 

CRAMP. Listen—I can tell these boys 
some things they’d be glad to hear. 
Wouldn’t you, boys? 

SECOND LINEMAN. Sure! Go ahead, 
Pop. Change the subject. 

(Both LINEMEN are devouring the 
pie.) 

CRAMP, Listen, my friend. I come 
down into this desert fifty-six years 
ago. I come down from Virginia City 
by way of Salt Lake and Mesa Verde. 
You had to be tough to cross this 
country in them days—Piyutes- 
Apaches—and plenty of white men 
with no love for their neighbors. Yes, 
sir! I was in your same line of busi¬ 
ness-wire stringing. I helped string 
the first line that run west out of 
Albuquerque, and we had one hell 
of a time doing it, too. 

(bozb comes in.) 

B02E. Lady wants a pack of Camels. 

CRAMP. Do you want to know who 
was the Governor of this territory in 
them days? Well, I’ll tell you. Gen¬ 
eral Lew Wallace. He wrote “Ben 
Hur” right there in the palace in 
Santa Fe. He was a brave man and 
he had to be, because governing 
around here was dangerous work. It 
meant killing or being killed. 

BOZE. Attaboy, Mr. Maple. Tell ’em 
about the time you took a shct at 
Billy the Kid. 
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CRAMP. I didn’t take no shots at the 
Kid. I had too God-damn much sense. 
But he took a couple at me. I’m prac¬ 
tically the only man he ever missed; 
but he was only doing it in fun, 
so it couldn’t hardly count. 

Cgabby maple comes in from the 
left on the cue 'he ever missed.'' She 
is young and pretty, with a certain 
amount of style about her. Her prin¬ 
cipal distinguishing feature is an odd 
look of resentment in her large, dark 
eyes. She carries a thin hook, her 
forefinger marking the place. She sits 
down at the table at the left and 
starts to read.) 

lAsoN. Get on out with those Camels. 

BOZE. O. K. boss. (He goes out, with 
a knowing look at gabby which she 
igitores.) 

FIRST LINEMAN. Well, Pop, it’s been 
very interesting, but I’ve got to be .. . 

CRAMP. Wait a minute. 1 was just 
going to tell you about the first mes¬ 
sage we ever sent over that line. Gen¬ 
eral Wallace dictated it and we sent 
it all the way through to Washing¬ 
ton to President Hayes. And do you 
want to know what it said? It said, 
“God Sa\e the Republic!” That’s 
u'hat General Wallace told us to say 
—and he was a great author. 

FIRST LINEMAN (u’Jio has lisen). 
You better send that same message 
through again, Pop—because the old 
republic’s hadly in need of assistance. 
How much do we owe? (He has 
crossed to the lunch counter, the 
SECOND LINEMAN foUowhlg.) 

7ASON. That’ll be fifty-five cents 
rpiccr. 


GABBY. What did they have? 

JASON. Hamburger special, pie, and 
two cups of coffee. 

GABBY. All right. (She puts down 
the book and picks up the pie plates 
and coffee mugs and goes out into 
the kitchen at the left. The line¬ 
men are paying at the counter.) 

GRAMP. Hope you’ll call in again, 
hoys. I always enjoy talking to any¬ 
body in the telegraphing business. 

SECOND LINEMAN. Maybe we will, 
Pop. Never can tell where we’ll be 
sent next. 

CRAMP. That's right—you can’t. 

JASON (fls he shoves change across the 
counter). There’s just one remark I’d 
like to pass to you, brother. Just 
watch out how vou talk about the 

y 

United States of America. 

FIRST LINEMAN. What do you mean? 

JASON. I mean simply this: belittling 
our system of government, preaching 
revolution and destruction, and red 
propaganda—well, it isn’t a very 
healthy occupation. That’s all. 

GRAMP. I thought you said not to 
argue with the guests. 

JASON. I’m only telling you, brother 
—for the sake of your orvn good, 

FIRST LINEMAN. So it’s Unhealthy, 
eh! How do you think this govern¬ 
ment was started if it wasn’t by revo¬ 
lution? 

SECOND LINEMAN. Cbme on, Nick, 
We got to get going. 
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FIRST LINEMAN. Wait till he answers 
my question. 

JASON. The American Revolution was 
fought to establish law and order. 
But the object of your dirty red propa- 



FIRST LINEMAN. And how much law 
and order have ive got? Did you read 
about that massacre yesterday in 
Oklahoma City? What kind of law 
and order is that? 

SECOND LINEMAN. Listen, Nick. I got 
a dame waiting up for me in Gallup 
and I . . . 

JASON. If some of you Bolsheviks 
would quit preaching disrespect for 
law, it wouldn’t be possible for crim¬ 
inals to . . . 

FIRST LINEMAN. Yeah? Do you want 
to know something? They don’t have 
crime in Russia. And why? Because 
they’ve abolished the cause of crime. 
They’ve abolished greed! And I’ll tell 
you something else . . . 

SECOND LINEMAN. Fm going. (He 
starts out.') 

JASON. You got your eats and there’s 
your change. Now kindly get out. 

FIRST LINEMAN (pocketing his 

change). O. K. Mr. Tin-hom Patriot. 
I only hope I’m around here when it 
happens. I want to see you when 
you’ve joined the mob and started 
waving the red flag. (He turns and 
starts out.) 

CRAMP. ’Bye, boys. 

FIRST LINEMAN. Good-byC, Pop. 
(The LINEMEN go out) 


CRAMP. You never should get into 
arguments with a boy like that, Jason, 
You only make a fool out of yourself 

JASON (hack of counter). Fm sorry 
I didn’t get his name, so’s I could re¬ 
port him. 

CRAMP. You tend to your own busi¬ 
ness, son, and stop fussing about 

other . . . 

JASON (with surprising vehemence). 
My own business! That’s a fine thing 
to say to me. What business have I 
got? Miserable little sendee station 
on the edge of nowheres. 

CRAMP. It's a living, ain't it? 

JASON. A living—yes—just barely. 
But it’s one hell of a life for a man 
that ought to be getting some place 
in the world. 

CRAMP. Maybe it’s all you're good 
for. 

JASON. I know—that’s what you think. 
It’s what you've always thought, since 
I was a boy. What chance have I ever 
had to prove what I can do? 

CRAMP. You had a war, didn't you? 
Biggest war yet. 

JASON. Yes—and you think I failed 
in that because I didn’t come home 
with a lot of medals, and some Ger¬ 
man scalps hanging on my belt. 
Well, they didn’t hand out medals 
to us soldiers that drove trucks— 
even if we did get right up into the 
danger zone time and time again. 

CRAMP. All right, son—all right! You 
could have enlisted in the infantry if 
you’d had a mind to. 
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JASON Qhotly')’ I enlisted in the 
branch of the sendee where my 
knowledge of mechanics could do the 
most good to my country. And I ve 
still got that knowledge. And you 
know damned well it’s your fault I 
don’t get more scope for using it. (He 
has coine out from behind the 
counter.^ 

CRAMP, hly fault? 

JASON. That’s what I said. Hanging 
on to this place when you can sell it 
for good money. 

CRAMP. I don’t have to sell if I don’t 
want to. 

JASON. Dana Trimble’s renewed his 
offer. Seven thousand dollars, and I 
know I can get him up to nine, may¬ 
be ten. 

CRAMP. What makes him think this 
property's worth that much? 

JASON. He knows perfectly well 
they’re going to make this an inter¬ 
state highway and run the bus route 
to El Paso through here. 

CRAMP. All right—if it’s good for him, 
it’s good for us. 

JASON. With seven thousand dollars 
I could buy a big piece of an Auto 
Camp on Redondo Boulevard in one 
of the best districts of Los Angeles. 
I’d put in a Bar-B-Q sendee and in a 
couple of years we’d have some¬ 
thing . . . 

CRAMP. Los Angeles! My God! You 
want to go to Los Angeles and Gabby 
wants to go to Europe. Ain’t they 
nobody around here that’s satisfied to 
stay put? 


JASON. How about yourself? Were 
you ever satisfied to stay put, until 
you got so damned old you didn’t 
have enough energy to move? 

CRAMP. Listen to me, son. In my day, 
we had places to go —kcw places. But, 
my God—Los Angeles . . . 

(gabby comes in from the kitchen.') 

GABBY. Paula’s scared. 

CRAMP. What’s she scared of? 

GABBY. The Mexicans are saying 
that Mantee is headed this way. 

JASON. He was headed for the border 
and he’s over it by now—if the Texas 
Rangers haven’t got him. 

CRAMP. They won’t get him. Have 
you seen his picture? Straight black 
hair. Got Injun blood. He’ll fool ’em. 

JASON ^importantly). You can’t fool 
all the people all the time. (He 
turns to go) Watch the counter, will 
you, Gabby? I got to get dressed. 

CRAMP. Dressed? For what? 

JASON. Legion meeting. 

GABBY. \\Tiat time will you be 
home. Dad? 

JASON. About ten, I guess—maybe 
later. There’s a lot of important busi¬ 
ness coming up. (He addresses 
CRAMP, mim some defiance) And 
I’m going to make some inquiries 
about those telegraph men. And if 
I can locate ’em, that Bolshevik will 
be out of a job and then he can go 
look for work pioneering in Russia 

GABBY. What'll you do—blow a bugle 
and turn the whole God-damn Legion 
loose on him? 
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JASON. Will you kindly control your 
language? 

GABBY, ril talk the only language I 
understand. 

GRAMP. You’ll never get Gabby to 
talk respectable. Never in all this 
world. 

JASON. Well, I only hope some day 
my own daughter will learn to culti¬ 
vate a little respect for the things I 
stand for. Maybe the time will come 
when you’ll be thankful your father 
fought for his country. CHe goes out 
at the left.) 

GABBY (going behind the counter). 
What did that telegraph man say that 
got Dad in such a stew? 

GRAMP. I don’t know what he said- 
something about Russia and pioneer¬ 
ing. But there's a lot in it, whatever 
it was. The trouble with this country 
is, it’s got settled. It’s camped down 
in the bed of a dried-up river, and 
whenever anybody says, "Let’s get the 
hell out of here,’’ all the rest start to 
holler, "If we move a step the In- 
juns’ll get us.” Well—say—if we’d 
been that way in my time, I’d like to 
know how this country'd ever have 
got rich enough to be able to support 
the American Legion. (Two toots 
from an auto horn are heard) Say! 
There’s the mail. 

(With stirprising alacrity, gramp 
jumps up and hurries out. gabby has 
poured herself a cup of coffee and 
brought it down to the table at the 
left. She sits down, sips the coffee, 
opens her book, and reads. After a 
moment boze comes in, sees that she 
is alone, and closes the door behind 
him. gabby looks up, sees who it is, 
indicates indifference, and resumes 
reading, boze comes up behind her, 
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leans over and kisses the hack of her 
neck. She brushes him off as thotigh 
he were a fly.) 

gabby (without vehemence). Cut 7t 
out. 

(boze grins, draws up a chair, and 
sits down close to her, his hefty fore¬ 
arms resting on the table.) 

BOZE. Not mad, are you. Gabby? 

gabby. Where’s Gramp? 

BOZE. He’s out talking to the post¬ 
man. Don’t worry about him. 

gabby. I wasn’t worrying. 

BOZE. Don’t you like me, honey 
sweet? 

gabby. No—not very much. 

boze. O. K. I’ll forgive you—seeing as 
I’ve been here only a little while and 
I haven’t had much chance to go into 
my act. But when I do—you’re going 
to change your attitude awful fast. 
(She fails to comment on this threat. 
He is silent for a moment, his jaws 
confidently chewing on a small piece 
of gum) What’s that you’re reading? 

gabby. You wouldn’t like it. 

boze. How do you know how I feel 

j 

about things? Can I look? 

GABBY. Sure. Go ahead and look. 
(He takes the opened book and ex¬ 
amines it.) 

BOZE. Hah— poems. (He reads.) 

‘The shapely slender shoulders 
small, 

Long arms, hands wrought in 
glorious wise, 
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Round little breasts, the hips 
u'ithal 

High, full of flesh, not scant of 
size, 

Fit for all amorous mas- 
tenes • • • 

(He whistles through his teeth') Say! 
That’s kind of pash! (She swatches 
the book away from him^ So that’s 
the kind of stuff you read. . . . Well, 
honev, I’m not a bit surprised. I’ve 
been suspecting all along that all you 
needed u’as a little encouragement. 
(She looks at hint, curiously, with a 
niixiure of contempt and some slight 
interest') And I don’t wonder that in 
a God forsaken place like this you’d 
have to get it out of poetry. 

GABBY (defensive'). It’s great poetry! 

B02E. Certainly it’s great. But I can 
think of something a whole lot bet¬ 
ter. . . . Look at me, honev. (She 
looks at him) I’m not so terrible look¬ 
ing. am 17 

GABBY. Why do you wear that locket 
around your neck^ 


GABBY. What was your school? 

BOZE. Nevada Tech. If I’d been with 
Princeton or Minnesota or any of 
those big clubs, I’d have been All- 
American. Wait till I show you some¬ 
thing. (He produces a billfold from 
his flip pocket and extracts there¬ 
from a frequently folded clipping) 
That’s from Sid Ziff’s column in the 
Los Angeles Herald. He saw me play 
against Loyola. Listen to what he 
says; “Tip to the pigskin fraternity: 
When pondering your All-American 
selections for this cunent Anno 
Domini, just mull over the name of 
Boze Hertzlinger of Nevada Tech, 
Playing with an admittedly minor 
league club, and protected by inter¬ 
ference of cellophane strength, 
Hertzlinger managed to remind some 
of us observers of the Illini Phantom 
himself.” Do you know who the 
Illini Phantom was? Red Grange! 
(He folds up the clipping and re¬ 
stores it to his pocket) That’s Just a 
sample of the kind of notices I got. 
I could show you dozens more like it. 

GABBY. You think a hell of a lot of 
yourself, don’t you? 


BOZE (laughing). Locket! 

GABBY. It makes you look like a sissy. 

BOZE. I’ve been waiting for you to 
notice that. That was my father's 
watch chain. My mother gave it to 
me when I graduated. I’d like you to 
know my mother. She lives in Grants 
Pass. Oregon, and she could tell you 
some pretty nice things about me. 
But wait till you see what’s on the 
end. (He draws the chaht out and 
displays a gold football) It’s a gold 
football—solid gold! I got that for 
intercepting a pass and running sixty- 
eight yards for a touchdoum. 


BOZE (disarmingly). Who wouldn’t, 
in my position? 

GABBY. do you have to work in 
a filling station? 


BOZE. Well—that’s a point that I don’t 
know if I could explain so’s you’d 
understand it. I could be making 
good money in a lot of ways right 
now—engineering, coaching, the in¬ 
surance game—lots of ways. But—I 
just can’t be tied down—not yet. I’ve 
got an itch inside here that keeps me 
on the move—chasing the rainbow. 


GABBY. Do you ever expect to catch 
it? 
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B02E. ril catch it all right. Fll twist 
its tail, and make it do tricks. . . . 
Maybe I’m kind of close to it right 
now. 

GABBY. You’d better look some place 
else. There aren’t any rainbows 
around Black Mesa. 

BOZE. I wouldn’t bet on that. . . . 
You know, Gabby—you’re a queer 
kid. Sometimes you seem too young 
to know anything. And then—some¬ 
times—you seem like God’s grand¬ 
mother. And reading that pash 
poetry. That gives me an idea. 

GABBY. An idea of what? 

BOZE. Oh—it's easy to tell when a 
girl’s ready for love. 

GABBY. How do you tell that, Boze? 

BOZE. Well—one pretty sure way is 
when she starts calling me by my 
own name for the first time. And an¬ 
other way is how I feel myself. It 
takes two to make a radio program, 
you know—the one that’s sending, 
and the one that’s receiving. And 
when I’m with a girl that’s cute and 
appealing, with big, soft eyes—well 
—I can feel sort of electric waves run¬ 
ning all through me—and I can be 
pretty sure she’s doing some broad¬ 
casting, whether she knows it or not. 

GABBY. Have you got a program com¬ 
ing in now? 

BOZE. Listen— It’s like the hottest 
torch song that ever was sung. Can’t 
you kind of hear it, honey? (She 
looks away from him, hut sflys noth¬ 
ing. He reaches out and takes hold 
of her hand, entwining his fingers 
with hers) You can call me a sap if 
you want to, Gabby—but I guess I’m 
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falling in love with you. I’m getting 
so I want you more than is good for 
me. 

GABBY (looking at him, levelly) Ha\'e 
you ever been in love before? 

BOZE (scornfully). No! 

GABBY. Have you ever said you were? 

BOZE. Sure—plenty of times. 

GABBY. Did they believe you? 

BOZE (amused). Certainly they did. 
And I’ll tell you why; it’s because 
they were all dumb! But that’s just 
where you’re difFerent. I couldn’t 
fool you, Gabby. 

GABBY. I’m smart, am I? 

BOZE. Too smart—for most men 
You’d catch on to ’em. But that’s 
what I want. Because the more you 
see into me, the better you’re going 
to like me. (With his free hand, he 
takes hold of her chin.) 

GABBY. You’d better look out, if you 
want to hold on to your job. Dad 
might come in and he doesn’t like to 
have the help making passes at me. 

BOZE. That wouldn’t bother me, 
honey sweet. There are plenty more 
jobs for anyone with the ambition 
I’ve got. But there aren’t plenty more 
girls like you. (He leans over and 
kisses her) You're going to love me. 
Gabby. You're going to love me a 
lot. 

GABBY. Look out! Thcrc’s some¬ 
one . . . 

BOZE (unconcerned). We’ll talk 
about it some more later. 
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(alan SQUIER has appeared in the 
Norway, and, seeing that he has in¬ 
terrupted some amour, has paused to 
give them time to break.. He is a thin, 
ivan, vague man of about thirty-five. 
He wears a brown felt hat, brown 
tweed coat and gray flannel trousers 
—which came originally hut much 
too long ago from the best Savtlle 
Row tailors. He is shabby and dusty 
hut there is about him a sort of after¬ 
glow of elegance. There is something 
about him—and it is impossible in a 
stage direction to say just \vhat it is 
—that brings to mind the ugly word 
‘'condemned.’' He carries a heavy 
ivalking stick and a rucksack is slung 
over his shoulders. He is diffident in 
manner, ultra-polite and soft spoken; 
his accent is that of an Anglicized 
American.) 

SQUIER. Good evening. 

BOZE (cordially). Good evening! 
What can we do for you^ 

SQUIER. Can I order something to 
eat? 

BOZE. Why, certainly. Miss Maple 
will take care of you. (While squier 
is taking off his rucksack and hat, 
and putting them on the bench at 
the right, BOZB turns to gabby and 
speaks in a low tone) Your father 
going into towm? 

GABBY. Yes. (She is taking a menu 
card to the table at the center,) 

BOZE (significantly). O. K. (He goes 

Otit.) 

GABBY. Will you sit down here, sir? 

SQUIER. Thanks. (He sits. She hands 
him the menu card.) 

GABBY. Driven far? 


GABBY. Do you live around here? 

SQUIER. No. My last host of the road 
reached his own ranch, about ten 
miles back, and didn’t ask me in. 

I had to continue on foot. It’s won¬ 
derful what progress you can make 
just by doing this. (He jerks his 
thumb and looks at the menu) ‘To¬ 
day’s Special.” . . . Just what is a 
Bar-B-Q? 

GABBY. Well—here it’s hamburger 
sandwich with vegetables on the 
side. It’s always ‘‘Today’s Special.” 
But it’s pretty good. 

SQUIER. I want it. But first I’d like 
some of that cream of com soup, and 
some beer, and—I’ll order the dessert 
later. 

GABBY. 0 . K. (She takes the menu.) 

SQUIER. Another question. Where 
am I? 

GABBY. This place is called Black 
Mesa, but there’s nothing else here. 
Where were you planning to go? 

SQUIER. My plans have been un¬ 
certain. 

GABBY. You mean, you were just 
bumming along? 

SQUIER. Call it gipsying. I had a 
vague idea that I’d like to see the 
Pacific Ocean, and perhaps drown in 
it. But that depends . . . 

GABBY. Where did you come from? 

SQUIER. Quite a long way, Miss 
Maple. Is that the name? 
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GABBY Csmiling), Yes—that’s it. Are 
you 

SQUiER. No. You might call me an 
American once removed. . . . But— 
if you don’t mind— 

GABBY. The soup’ll be right in. The 
washroom’s through there, on your 
left, if you want it. (She indicates 
the door at the left.) 

SQUIER Thank you. 

(gabby goes out at the left, squier 
rises. He sees the hook of verse, picks 
it up and looks at it, wonderingly. 
The door at the left opens and jason 
comes out, resplendent in the uni- 
form of his Legion post. It is horizon 
blue, with white Sam Browne belt 
and pistol holster, squier looks at 
/ASON with amazement.) 

JASON. Good evening. 

SQUIER. Good evening. 

JASON. Anyone take your order) 



that Mantee outfit is headed here. 
Look! They got the whole story here 
in The Post. Oklahoma Citv Massa- 
ere! Six killed—four wounded—two 
not expected to live, (jason glances 
at the paper) The sheriff’s got all his 
deputies out patrolling the roads. 
They think there’s sure going to be 
some killing around here. 

JASON. Well— if there is— we can’t 
trust that sheriff to do a damn thing. 
We’ll turn out the Legion. 

CRAMP. You woidd? 

JASON. Certainly! That’s what we’re 
there for. (He thrusts the revolver 
in the holster of his Sam Broivne 
belt, goes to the kitchen door, and 
calls through it: ‘'Gabby!'') 

gabby's voice. Yes) 

JASON. I’m leaving now. And I—I 
took five bucks. If anything delays 
me getting back, I’ll phone. 

cabby’s voice. 0 . K. 


SQUIER. Yes— a charming young 
lady. . . . 

JASON. That’s my daughter. (He says 
this with a note of warning, as much 
as to add: "And don't try to get fresh." 
JASON crosses to the cash register, 
punches the "No Sale," and extracts 
five silver dollars from the till. He 
then reaches under the counter, takes 
out a revolver, breaks it to make sure 
it's loaded, and rubs it with a cloth. 
SQUIER has one more puzzled look at 
him, then goes out at the left, cramp 
comes in from the upper right, bear¬ 
ing a fresh copy of the Denver Post.) 

CRAMP (flt the end of the counter). 
I was just talking to Roy Greeley and 
he says in town they’re all certain 


JASON. Don't forget to light the Neon 
sign when it gets dark, 

cabby’s voice. I won’t. 

(He shuts the kitchen door and 
crosses up front of the counter.) 

CRAMP. Well, by God, you’d better 
not try to do any shooting in that 
get-up. I never seed a better target. 

JASON. You needn't be afraid about 
me. 

(gabby comes in with the soup.) 

CRAMP. 1 ain't afraid. But I would be 
if I was you. 

gabby. How much did vou say vou 
took) 
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JASON. Five bucks. 

GADBY. What do you need all that 
for? 

JASON. Just in case of emergency. 
(He decides to resent all this inter¬ 
ference') By God, between the two 
of vou, you’d think I wasn’t fit to be 
trusted with money or ideas or any¬ 
thing. But I’m here to tell you, both 
of you . . . 

GABBY (putting the soup on the 
table). What, Dad? 

JASON. Oh, never mind. (He goes 
oitt. GABBY goes to the counter, opens 
a bottle of beer, and takes it to the 
centre table.) 

GRAMP (while she is about this). It’s 

too bad they didn’t wear a unifonn 

like that when they fit the Germans. 

Tlicv w’ouldn’t none of ’em have 
0 

come home. . . . Who’s that food 
for? 

GABBY. Customer. He’s in the wash¬ 
room, I guess. 

GRAMP. Is it that young feller that 
u’alked in with a little pack on his 
back? (He goes to his rocking chair 
at the left.) 

GABBY. Yes—that’s the one. 

GRAMP. Looked to me like one of 
them things you see up around Taos. 
(He sits down) Hey, Gabby, how 
about letting your poor, weary old 
grandfather have a little drink now? 

GABBY. No. 

CRAMP. Aw—come on. I ain’t got so 
long to live. 

(sQuiER comes in from the left,) 


GABBY. You can have one before you 
go to bed, and that’s all. (She goes 
out through the kitchen door.) 

GRAMP. Your soup’s waiting for you, 
my friend. 

SQUIER. Thank you. 

GRAMP. Looks good, too. 

SQUIER. Yes. It looks fine, (squier 
sits down and starts to eat, ravenously. 
GRAMP decides that the Denver Post 
will serve as a conversation opener. 
He crosses to squier’s table.) 

GRAMP. Like to see a picture of that 
Duke Mantee? (He holds out the 
newspaper, squier looks at the 
clamorous headlines.) 

SQUIER, My God! Six killed. Did he 
do all that? 

GRAMP. Him and his friends did, 
when they sprung him from the law. 
Fine lot of sheriffs they must have 
there in Oklahoma City—letting 
themselves get knocked over right 
out in front of the Court House. 

SQUIER (srill eating). He doesn’t 
look ver)'^ vicious, does he? 

GRAMP (sitriwg down). Well—I’ll tell 
you: you can’t tell a killer from his 
picture, except by his chin. That’s 
a funny thing about a killer—al¬ 
ways holds his chin in. Ever notice 
that? 

SQUIER (hittering some bread). I 
don’t think I’ve ever seen a killer. 

GRAMP. I have. Plenty of ’em. Ever 
hear of Billy the Kid? 


SQUIER. Yes, indeed. 
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CRAMP. I knowed him well, down in 
the Pecos country. (Proudly') He 
took a couple of shots at me, once. 

SQUIER. I congratulate you on still 
being with us. 

CRAMP. Well—it was kind of dark, 
and he’d had a few—and, besides, I 
don’t think he really meant to do me 
any real harm. Just wanted to scare 
the pants off of me. 

SQUIER. Did he do it? 

CRAMP. Naw—I seed he was just hav¬ 
ing some fun. So I said to him: “Kid 
—you’re drunk!” And he said, "What 
makes you think that?” He was al¬ 
ways soft-spoken. And I said: "Be¬ 
cause you missed me!” Well, sir— 
he had to laugh. . . . You're kind 
of hongry, aren’t you? 

SQUIER. Yes. You can go just so long 
without food . . . 

CRAMP. Been having some bad luck? 

SQUIER. Yes. 
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CRAMP. Well, did you ever hear of 
Mark Twain? 

SQUIER. Oh, yes! 

CRAMP. Same feller! 

SQUIER. Really? 

(gabby comes in with “Today's 
Special/’ which she puts on the 
table.) 

CRAMP. Yes, sir. I knew him when 1 
was a boy up in Virginia City. He 
was writing comical pieces for the 
paper there—The Enterprise—and he 
was the best God-damn liar I ever 
seed, and I’ve seed plenty. He used to 
say he did his writing on the principle 
that his readers wanted everything 
but the truth, so that's what he give 
'em. (gabby is on the way out) Are 
vou a famous writer? 

(At the kitchen door, gabby turns to 
look at SQUIER, then goes out.) 

SQUIER. No. 

CRAMP. Maybe you're just modesty 
What's your name? 


CRAMPS Well—no disgrace in that 
these days. What line of work you 
in? 


SQUIER. None, just now. I have been, 
at times, a writer. 


CRAMP. A WTiter, eh? That's a funny 

thing. . . . 


SQUIER. Alan Squier. 


CRAMP. Well, maybe you are famous, 
for all I’d know. I don't get to do 
much reading, outside of the head¬ 
lines. Eyes have gone back on me. 
But when I was your age, I could 
hit a running jack rabbit at fifty 


paces 


SQUIER (laughing silently). Yes— it 
is. 


GABBY (coming in). Your supper’s 
ready, Gramp. 


CRAMP. I knew the greatest writer 
that ever lived. Sam Clemens. Ever 
hear of him? 

SQUIER (trying hard *hink). Let 
me see . . . 


CRAMP. And I’m ready for it. Got 
me hongry, watching him eat. (He 
has risen) Pleased to have met vou, 
Mr. Squier. 


SQUIER. Pleased to have met you, sir. 
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GRAMP. Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. (He 
goes out.') 

GABDY. Like the soup? 

SQUIER (from the heart). It was 
glorious! 

GABBY. Want some cotfee? 

SQUIER. Will it mix with the beer? 

GARBY. Oh, sure. Coffee will mix 
with anything. (She goes to the coun¬ 
ter to get his coffee.) 

SQUIER. That’s a charming old gen¬ 
tleman. Your grandfather? 

CABBY. Yes. 

SQUIER. He told me he’d been missed 
hv Billv the Kid. 

CABBY. He tells c\’er\bodv about that. 
Poor Gramp. You get terribly sick 
of him after a while. (She h«s 
brought doiV7i the coffee) Did I 
hear him sav vou're a miter? 

SQUIER (hiimh/v). Yes. 

GABBY. T haven’t met many writers 
—except Sidney Wenzell. Ever heard 
of him? 

SQUIER. That's not Mark Twain, is 
it? 

GABRY. No! Sidney Wenzell—he’s 

with Warner Brothers. He stopped 

here once, when he was driving out 

to the Coast. He said I ought to go 

to I lollvwood, and to be sure and 

look him up. But—what the hell! 

Tlicv never mean it. 

0 

SQUIER. No! They never mean a 
tiling. (She has picked itp her hook 


and started to go) Please don't go. 
(She pauses and turns.) 

gabby. Something else you want? 
We got pie and layer cake. 

SQUIER. No. I—Fd like to talk to you. 
Please sit down. 

GABBY. All right. (She sits down, 
across from him, at the center table. 
SQUIER eats rapidly, mechanically, 
during the subsequent dialogue, 
stowing the food away as he talks 
and listens.) 

SQUIER. I suppose you want to go 
into the movies? 

GABBY OcomfuUy). God, no! 

SQUIER. But—I thought every beauti¬ 
ful girl had her heart set on Holly¬ 
wood. 

GABBY. That’s just it. It's too com¬ 
mon. I want to go to Bourges. (She 
fails to soften the "G.”) 

SQUIER. WTiere? 

CABBY. Bourges—in France. You’d 
never guess it, but that’s where I 
came from. 

SQUIER. You’re not French? 

GABBY. Partly. I was bom in Bourges 
—but I left it almost before I was 
able to walk, so all I know about it 
is from the picture postcards my 
mother sends me. They got a cathe¬ 
dral there. 

SQUIER. Your mother still lives there? 

GABBY. Yes. Dad brought us back 
here after the war. Mother stuck it 
out in this desert for a couple of 
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years, and then she packed up and 
went back to Bourges. We’ve never 
seen her since. Some people seem 
to think it was cruel of her to leave 
me. But what could she do? She 
didn’t have any money to bring me 
up. She just couldn’t live here—and 
you can’t blame her for that. Do you 
think she was cruel? 

SQuiER. Not if you don’t, Miss 
Maple. 

GABBY. Well—I don’t. She’s tried lots 
of times to get me over there to see 
her—but Dad won’t allow it. She got 

O 

a divorce and married a Frenchman 
that’s got a bookstore. Mother was 
always a great reader, so I guess it’s 
nice for her. She’s got three more 
kids. Just think of that! I’ve got a 
half-brother and half-sisters that can’t 
speak a word of English. I’d sure like 
to see them. 

SQUIER. Can you speak French? 


SQUIER. Yes. 

GABBY. It’s wonderful poetry. She 
wrote in it: ‘‘a wo cJiere petite 
Gohrielle/' That means “To my 
dear little Gabriclle.’’ She ga\e me 
that name. It’s about the only French 
thing r\’e got. 

SQUIER. Gabrielle. It’s a beautiful 
name. 

GABBY. Wouldn’t you know it would 
get changed into “Gabby” by these 
ignorant bastards around here? I 
guess you think I use terrible lan- 
guage. 

SQUIER. Oh, no! It—it’s picturesque. 

GABBY. Well—it suits this kind of 
country. 

SQUIER. You share your mother’s 
opinion of the desert? (She nods) 
But you can find solace in the Poems 
of Francois Villon. 


GABBY. Only what you learn in high 
school—like table for “table.” (She 
takes a photograph from the hook) 
Look—there’s my mother’s picture. 
That was just before she married 
Dad. She had her picture taken 
smelling a rose. 

SQUIER. She’s lovely! And I can see 
the resemblance. 

GABBY. It’s hard to imagine her be¬ 
ing married to Dad, isn’t it? But I 
guess he looked all right in his Ameri¬ 
can uniform. Mother used to send me 
a book every year for my birthday, 
but they were all in French and I 
couldn’t read them. So last year I 
mote and asked if she’d mind send¬ 
ing me one in English, and she sent 
me this one. It’s the Poems of Fran¬ 
cois Villon. Ever read it? 


GABBY. Yes. TTiey get the stink of 
the gasoline and the hamburger out 
of my system. 


SQUIER. Would you like to read me 
one of those poems, Gabrielle? 


GABBY. You mean now? 


SQUIER. Yes. While I’m finishing 
“Today’s Special.” 


GABBY. O. K. I’ll read you the one 
I like best. He wrote it about a friend 
of his who was getting married. (She 
reads, with marked hut inexpert 
emphasis): 

“At daybreak, when the falcon claps 
his wings 

No whit for grief, but noble heart 
held high 
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With loud glad noise he stirs him¬ 
self and springs. 

And takes his meat and toward 
his lure draws nigh; 

Such good I wish you! snd 
heartily 

Fm fired with hope of true lovers 
meed to get; 

Knowing Love writes it in his 
book; for why, 

This is the end for which we twain 
are met.” 

Did you ever see a falcon? 

SQUIER. Yes. 

GABBY. What does it look like? 

SQUIER. Not very pleasant. Like a 
hawk. Go on, Gabrielle. 

GABBY (^resutning reading'). 

"Mine own heart’s lady with no gain- 
sayings 

You shall be always till I die; 

And in my right against all bitter 
things 

Sweet laurel with fresh rose its 
force shall try; 

Seeing reason wills not that I cast 
love by 

Nor here with reason shall I chide 
and fret 

('She closes the hook and recites:) 

% 

Nor cease to ser\’e, but serve 
more constantly; 

This is rhe end for which we twain 
-ire met.” 

(S!»c looks at him, and he at her. 
Then he resumes his attack on the 
hamhuTger) You know—that’s won¬ 
derful s^uff. But that’s the way the 
French people are; they can under¬ 
stand everything—like life, and love 


—and death—and they can enjoy it, 
or laugh at it, depending on how they 
feel. 

SQUIER. And that's why you want to 
go to France—for understanding. 

GABBY. I will go there! When Gramp 
dies, we can sell this place. Dad’s 
going to take his share and move to 
Los Angeles, so that he can join a 
really big Legion post and get to be 
a political power. But I’m going to 
spend my part of the money on a 
trip to Bourges, where there’s some¬ 
thing beautiful to look at, and wine 
and dancing in the streets. 

SQUIER. If I were you—I'd stay here, 
Gabrielle, and avoid disappointment. 

GABBY, What makes you think I’d be 
disappointed? 

SQUIER. I’ve been to France. 

GABBY. You w'ere there in the war? 

SQUIER. No, I missed that. But I 
lived there for eight years, through 
seventeen changes of government. 

GABBY. What were you doing— writ¬ 
ing books? 

SQUIER. No—planning to write books. 
You know what a gigolo is? 

CABBY. Were ycni one of those? (He 
wods) You danced with women for 
money? 

SQUIER. Oh lord, no! I never was a 
good enough dancer for that. I—I 
married. 

GABBY. Oh. 

SQUIER. Please don't think too ill cf 
me. I once actually wrote a book. 
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GABBY. What was it—fictionl^ squier. Well—that’s rather hard to 


SQUiER. In a sense. It was a novel 
about the bleak, glacier-stripped hills 
of my native New England. I was 
twenty-two when I wrote it, and it 
was very, very stark. It sold slightly 
over six hundred copies. It cost the 
pubhsher quite a lot of money, and 
it also cost him his wife. You see, she 
divorced him and married me. She 
had faith in me, and she had the 
chance to display it, because her hus¬ 
band was very generous in the finan¬ 
cial settlement. I suppose he had 
faith in me, too. She saw in me a 
major artist, profound, but inarticu¬ 
late. She believed that all I needed 
was background, and she gave it to 
me—with southern exposure and a 
fine view of the Mediterranean. That 
was considered the thing to do in the 
period that followed Scott Fitzgerald. 
For eight years I reclined there, on 
the Riviera, on my background—and 
I waited for the major artist to step 
forth and say something of enduring 
importance. He preferred to remain 
inarticulate. 

GABBY, And you’ve left your wife, 
now? 


Sdy. I—I suppose I've been looking for 
something to believe in. I’ve been 
hoping to find something that's worth 
living for—and dying for. 

GABBY. What have you found? 

sguiER. Nothing so interesting as an 
old man who was missed by Billy 
the Kid, and a fair young lady who 
reads Villon. 

CABBY (flffer a pansc). Well—I do 
other things that’d surprise you. 

SQUIER. I’m sure you do. 

GABBY. I wouldn’t tell this to every¬ 
body—but you—well, you’re kind 
of . . . 

SQUIER. I’m kind of nobody. What 
is it, Gabrielle? 

GABBY. I paint pictures. 

SQUIER. Are they any good? 

GABBY. Hell, nol 

SQUIER. Could I see them? 


SQUIER. Yes. 

GABBY. I’m glad you did. 

SQUIER. I left her at her suggestion. 
She has taken up with a Brazilian 
painter—also a major artist. There was 
nothing for me to do but travel. I de¬ 
cided to go forth and discover Amer¬ 
ica—and I’ve gone this far on my 
journey, thanks to the power of the 
thumb. (He gestures with his 
ihumh.') 

GABBY What were you looking for? 


GABBY. Oh—I never let people look 
at them. I’d only get kidded. They’re 
kind of crazy pictures. 

SQUIER. All the better. Please let me 
see them. 


GABBY. You know 
Art? 


anything about 


SQUIER. Oh—I’ve studied the whole 
cycle—right from El Greco through 
Bume Jones and back to El Greco 
again. Perhaps you’re another genius. 
Perhaps it’s my mission tc intiO' 
duce you to posterity. 
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GABBY. Are you kidding me? 

sQuiER. No. Gabrielle. Ive 
kidded anybody outside of myself. 
(The voice of herb, a cowboy, is 
heard offstage,') 

GABBY. All right. But you’ve got to 
promise not to tell anybody. 

SQUIER. My word of honor—for all 
it’s worth. 

(gabby goes out.) 

herb’s voice. Sure, Boze. I know 
N'ou’ve got all the inside dope. But 
i’ll bet )ou four bits he flattens him 
inside of five rounds. 

DOZE. Four bits to what? 

herb. No—I ain’t giving you no 
odds. 


hotel keeping, and by God I think 
Gabby’s better at it than he is. The 
only trouble with ’em is, they ain’t 
got a hotel. (He has to laugh at that,) 

sQuiER. Yes— that does restrict the 
full play of their talents. 

(gabby comes in with a sheaf of 
watetcolor paintings of comparatively 
small size hut of virulent color.) 

HERB. Hi, Gab. 

GABBY. Hi, Herb. 

(Nervously she puts the pictures face 
down on the table by squier. She 
cautions him with a took not to dis¬ 
play them to herb, Bwt during the 
subsequent dialogue, squier peek 
at them with a certain amount of 
neck-stroking bewilderment.) 

herb. Got any moon? 


BOZE. All right] 


GABBY. Sure. 


HERB. All right! 

^HERB has come in during this cheer¬ 
ful challenge. He wears a big black 
hat, gray shirt and blue overalls, and 
carries a giinnysack.) 

HERB (genially, to squier). How de 
do. 

SQUIER (still eating). Good evening. 

HERB. Where’s Gab? 

SQUIER. She’ll be back in a moment. 
(herb hns crossed to the counter.) 

HERB. Tlicv sure give you a good 
meal here, don’t they? 

SQUIER. Superb! 

HERD. Well—ril tell you. Jason 
Maple’s got a natural-bom gift for 


HERB. How much you asking for it? 

GABBY. A dollar fifty a bottle. 

HERB. Holy Cow! Well—give us a 
bottle, and half a dozen bottles of 
beer. 

CABBY. You fellers going to get drunk 
to-night? (She has gone to the coun¬ 
ter to fill the order.) 

HERB (leaning on the counter). By 
God—that’s the way it looks. Sheriff 
called up the old man and asked if 
we could be spared for patrolling the 
roads and the old man says sure and 
the sheriff says he’ll come out and 
swear us in, but he ain’t come yet, 
so we got a poker game started up 
the road a piece and thouehi we 
as well have 
with it. 
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GABBY. There you are, Herb. That’ll 
be two thirty. 

HERB. All I got’s two bucks. (He 
tenders it) Will you trust me for the 
thirty cents? 

GABBY, ril take back two bottles of 
beer. That’ll make it even. 

HERB (es he dumps the bottles into 
the gtinnysack'). Gosh—liquor sure 
is getting expensive these days. Well 
—I guess we got enough here seeing 
as there’s only three of us. 

GABBY. How you going to play poker 
if you haven’t got any more money? 

HERB. Oh, we got a book. So long. 
Gabby. 

GABBY. So long, Herb. (He goes out. 
GABBY rings up the $2.00 in the cash 
register and comes down. She is eager 
to know how SQuiER feels about her 
paintings, but she is trying despe¬ 
rately hard to be offhand about if) 
They’re terrible, aren’t they? 
(sQUiER is now examining the pic¬ 
tures with rapt attention.') 

SQUIER. I—I don’t know. Is—this a 
portrait of someone? 

GABBY. That’s Paula, our Mexican 
cook. She’s the only one knows I 
ever try to do that junk. It isn’t much 
of a likeness. 

SQUIER. I’m sure it wasn't intended 
to be. (He picks up another picture) 
Certainly no critic could condemn 
you for being photographic. 

GABBY. This is the one I like best. 
(sQuiER looks at it) I wanted to 
show how the storm clouds look 
when they roll down from the moun¬ 
tains. 
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SQUIER. What made you paint in this 
strange manner? 

GABBY. It’s—just the way I feel. 

SQUIER. You’re a product of the ulti¬ 
mate French school, all right. 

GABBY (pleased). You think so? 

SQUIER. TTiese are somewhat in the 
Dufy manner—and yet—a lot less 
conventional. 

GABBY. But are they any good? 

SQUIER. I tell you, Gabrielle—I can’t 
say. I’m tremendously impressed, 
and also, bewildered. 

GABBY. I’ll bet I could improve if 1 
could get to France. You know, 
they’ve got some of the finest art 
schools in the world there. And 
they’ve got beautiful things to paint, 
too—flowers, and castles and rivers. 
But here in this desert—it’s just the 
same thing over and over aoain. 

O O 

SQUIER. Don’t you realize—there are 
probably thousands of artists in 
France to-day who are saying, “I’d 
find a really big theme for my can¬ 
vas if I could only get out to Ari¬ 
zona.” 

GABBY. I know. A lot of people come 
out here and go crazy about the des¬ 
ert. They say it’s full of mystery, and 
it’s haunted, and all that. Well— 
maybe it is. But there’s something in 
me that makes me want something 
different. 

SQUIER (looking at her). I know 
there’s something in you. I wish I 
could figure out what it is. 

GABBY. Listen—you’ve been in 
France. What are they like there? 
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SQuiER. Well-it’s rather difficult to 
render a sweeping judgment. 

GABBY. I’ve always imagined they 
must all be like Villon— Teckless> 


iQuiER. No—I shouldn’t call them 
any of those things. Especially, not 
reckless! 

GABBY. But they’re always having a 
good time, aren't theyr^ 

SQUIER. Not invariably. 

GABBY, hlavbe I know them better 
than you do, because it’s in my blood. 
Sometimes I can feel as though I 
were sparkling all over, and I don t 
care what happens—I want to go out 
and do something that’s absolutely 
crazy—and marvelous. But then the 
American part of me speaks up and 
spoils ever)'thing. It makes me go to 
work and figure out a lot of dull ac¬ 
counts; so many pounds of coffee, so 
many frankfurters, so many rolls. . . . 

SQUIER. You keep the accounts cor- 
rectlvf* 

GABBY. If I didn’t, this place would 
he bankrupt. 

SQUIER. Then that’s the French part 
of you. The sparkle must be 100% 
American. Would you like to marry a 
Frenchmanr* 

GARRY. I don’t want to marry any¬ 
body. I want to always be free! 

SQUIER. How about that stalwart 
youth out there in the football jersey? 

GABBY. What makes you think I’d 
lake any notice of him? 


SQUIER. Well—when I came in 

here . . . 

GABBY. Oh, sure. He was kissing me. 
That’s nothing. 

SQUIER. Perhaps. But there’s always 
the chance of development. 

GABBY. He’s trying to make me 
That’s all he wants. 

SQUIER. Do you think he’ll suceed? 

GABBY. I haven’t decided yet. It 
w'ould be experience, and that’s what 
I need. Do you think I ought to give 
in? 

SQUIER. Don’t ask me, Gabrielle. Let 
vour French blood guide you. It’? 
infallible, in matters like that. 

GABBY. But you ought to know sowie- 
thing. You’ve seen a lot, and you’ve 
wTitten a book, and you’ve been mar¬ 
ried . . . 

SQUIER. I don’t know anything. You 
see—the trouble with me is, I be¬ 
long to a vanishing race. I’m one of 
the intellectuals. 

GABBY. That means you’ve got brains. 
I can see you have. 

SQUIER. Yes—brains without pur¬ 
pose. Noise without sound. Shape 
without substance. Have you ever 
read TTie Hollow Men? (She sliflfees 
her head) Don’t. It’s discouraging, 
because it's true. It refers to the in¬ 
tellectuals, who thought they’d con¬ 
quered Nature. They dammed it up, 
and used its waters to irrigate the 
wastelands. They built streamlined 
monstrosities to penetrate its resist¬ 
ance. They WTapped it up in cello¬ 
phane and sold it to drugstores. 1 ney 
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were so certain they had it subdued. 
And now—do you realize what it is 
that is causing world chaos? 

GABBY. No. 

SQuiER. Well, I’m probably the only 
li\'ing person who can tell you. . . . 
It’s Nature hitting back. Not with 
the old weapons—floods, plagues, 
holocausts. We can neutralize them. 
She’s fighting back with strange in¬ 
struments called neuroses. She’s de¬ 
liberately afflicting mankind with the 
jitters. Nature is proving that she 
can’t be beaten—not by the likes of 
us. She’s taking the world away from 
the intellectuals and giving it back to 
the apes . . . Forgive me, Gabrielle 
... I can’t tell you what a luxury 
it is to have some one to talk to. . . . 
But don’t listen to me. I was bom in 
1901, the year Victoria died. I was 
just too late for the Great War—and 
too soon for the revolution. You’re 
a war baby. You may be an entirely 
different species, for all I know. You 
can easily be one of Nature’s own 
children, and therefore able to un¬ 
derstand her, and laugh at her—or 
enjoy her—depending on how you 
feel. You’re the only one who can say 
whether or not you should yield to 
the ardors of Number 42 out there. 
(He finishes his glass of heer) That 
beer is excellent. 

GABBY. It’s made in Phoenix. (She 
is looking at him intently') You know 
—you talk like a God-damn fool. 

SQUIER. I know it. (He is taking out 
the last of his cigarettes.) 

GABBY. No wonder your wife kicked 
you out, . . . And no wonder she 
fell for you in the first place. 

(He pauses in the act of lighting his 
cigarette.) 
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SQUIRE. That sounds alarmingly like 
a compliment. 

GABBY. It is a compliment. Wliat did 
you say your name was? 

SQUIER. Alan Squier. I’ve been call¬ 
ing you Gabrielle, so you’d better . . . 

GABBY. Where are you going from 
here, Alan? 

SQUIER. TTiat depends on where this 

road leads. 

GABBY. It leads to the petrified forest 

SQUIER. What’s that? 

GABBY. Oh—just a lot of dead old 
trees in the desert, that have turned 
to stone. 

SQUIER. The petrified forest! A suit 
able haven for me. Perhaps that’s 
what I’m destined for—to make an in- 
teresting fossil for future study. 
Homo Semi-Americanus—a specimen 
of the in-between age. 

GABBY. I was just thinking—I’d like 
to go to France with you. 

(He looks at her, sharply—then looks 
sharply a\vay.) 

SQUIER. Oh, no, Gabrielle! I could 
never retrace my footsteps. 

GABBY. You mean you haven’t 
enough money? 

SQUIER. Even that is an understate 
ment. 

GABBY. I haven’t enough, either—vet. 
But I can do this as well as vou can. 
(She gestures with her thumb.) 
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sguiER. Wed reach a point, on the 
Atlantic Coast, where even that ges¬ 
ture would be unavailing. 

jABBY. You know, Alan—there s 
something about you that’s very ap¬ 
pealing. 

3QUIER. Appealing! Yes—that s been 
my downfall. It was that very quality 
which led me into the gigolo trade. 

CABBY. Why wouldn’t you like to 
be a gigolo for me? 

EQUiER. For one very good reason: 
you couldn’t afford it, 

CABBY, But I will be able to afford it. 

SQiiiER. On your share of this prop¬ 
erty? (He shakes his head.') 

GABBY. Listen—I’ve got more than 
that coming to me. Do you know how 
much Cramp has got salted away in 
the bank in Santa Fe? Twenty-two 
thousand dollars! He had every cent 
of it in gold and silver in the safety 
vaults. W^y—we didn’t even know 
about it until the government passed 
a law against hoarding and they 
printed his name in the papers. It’s 
in Liberty Bonds now, and it’s all 
willed to me. I guess we could travel 
pretty far on that, couldn’t we? 

sguiER. Too far. 

GABBY. We could go to France, and 
you’d show me everything, all the 
cathedrals and the art—and explain 
everything. And you wouldn’t nave 
to marry me, Alan. We’d just live in 
sin and have one hell of a time. 


GABBY, We’d have to wait— me^be 
years. But I could have Boze fired 
and give you the job tending the 
oas station. 

D 

SQUIER. You think you’d like to have 
me for a companion? 

GABBY. I know I would. And I don’t 
make mistakes. You’re no ape-man, 
Alan—but you’re lovable. 

SQUIER. Lovable! The next grade be¬ 
low appealing. 

GABBY. Wouldn’t you like to be loved 
by me? 

SQUIER Clocking at her intently). 
Yes, Gabrielle ... I should like to 
be loved by you. 

GABBY. You think Fm attractive? 

SQUIER. There are better words than 
that for what you are. 

GABBY. Then why don’t we at least 
make a start at it? You haven’t got 
anything else to do. 

SQUIER (smiling). No—that’s just it. 
You couldn’t live very long with a 
man who had nothing else to do but 
worship you. That’s a dull kind of 
love, Gabrielle. It’s the kind of love 
that makes people old, too soon. (He 
rises) But—I thank you for the sug¬ 
gestion. You’ve opened up a new 
channel of my imagination which 
wall be pleasant to explore during my 
lonely wanderings. I’ll tliink of the 
chimes of Bourges—and you—and 
sin. 


SQUIER. That's a startling proposal, gabby. You're going now? 

Gabrielle. 1 hadn’t expected to re¬ 
ceive anything like tliat in this des- squibr. Yes. And I shall continue ^ 
crt. ing until either I drop or that ma]or 
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artist emerges to announce his mes¬ 
sage to posterity. 

GABBY C^ising). Well—I can’t stop 
you. 

syuiER. No, Gabrielle, you can’t. But 
you can do me one great favor, be¬ 
fore I go. . . . Would you mind 
very much if I kissed you good-bye? 
(gabby looks at him levelly.') 

GABBY. No. I wouldn’t mind. 

SQuiER. You’d understand that it 
would be nothing more . . . 

GABBY. I’d understand. It’d be just 
a kiss—that’s all. 

SQUIER. That’s absolutely all, (He 
kisses her. boze is seen through the 
glass of the doorway. He bursts the 
door ofen.') 

BOZE. Ah-hah! So that’s what's been 
going on in here! Necking, huh! (He 
strides wp to squier and seizes him 
hy the shoulder') Who the hell are 
you? 

GABBY. Lay off him, Boze. (She has 
seized her paintings.) 

BOZE. Just because she’s cute and 
sweet you thought you could get 
fresh, huh! 

GABBY. He didn’t get fresh! He only 
wanted to kiss me good-bye. 

SQUIER. Yes—the impulse is rather 
hard to explain—but I . . . 

BOZE. You needn’t wait to explain 
it. Pay your check and get out. 

SQUIER. Very well. How much do I 
owe. Miss Maple? 


GABBY. Thirty cents. 

BOZE. Is that all he ate? (He looks 
down at the table at the remains 0) 
squier’s meal.) 

GABBY. Yes! Shut up! 

squier. Thirty cents, eh. Very rea¬ 
sonable. Very reasonable indeed! But 
—that brings us to another embar¬ 
rassment. I—I haven’t got thirty 
cents. I haven’t anything. 

BOZE. Well—by God—I didn’t expec^ 
to find such nerve in anybody thar 
looked like •you. What are you go¬ 
ing to'do about it? 

squier. I haven’t the remotest . . . 

BOZE. What have you got in your 
pack there? 

squier. Shirt, underwear, socks, 
toothbrush, passport, an insurance 
policy, and a copy of Modem Man in 
Search of a Soul, by Dr. Jung. 

BOZE. You thought you could pay 
with a kiss, did you? (He seizes 
squier again. A car is heard stop' 
ping) Thought if you brought a lit¬ 
tle romance into her poor, starved life 
the check’d be forgotten, did you? 

GABBY. Take your hands off him, 
Boze. Go on, Alan, beat it! 

squier. rU go. 

BOZE. ni just give you a little head 
start. (He has squier hy the collar 
and is about to propel him out the 
door, when mr. and mrs. chisholm 
come in. mr. chisholm is about 
forty-five^thin, dry, sharp, per¬ 
snickety, with pince-nez eyeglasses. 
MRS. chisholm is about ten years 
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younger-rather attractive, rather 
chic, very world-weary. The Chis¬ 
holms belong to the topmost layer of 
fociety ht Dayton, OJiio.) 

\iiis. CHISHOLM (in an undertone to 
ijabuy). VVliere is the Ladies’ Room, 
please? 

CABBY. This way, madam. (She di¬ 
rects MRS. CHISHOLM to the door at 

the left and pomts off) That door 
there, on your left. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Thank you. 
(JOSEPH, the CHISHOLMS* Negro 
chauffeur, appears in the doorway. 
He is short, elegant, tvears a neat 
uniform and yellow glasses.^ 

JOSEPH. We want fifteen gallons and 
a quart of oil. 

BOZP. Be right with you. (Zw an un¬ 
dertone to squier) You ready to 
leave? 

syuiER. Just a moment—my ruck¬ 
sack. 

GABBY. Get on the job, Boze. (She 
goes up to the hinch counter and 
hides her paintings, boze mutters 
something unpleasant to squier and 
goes OHt. SQUIER is putting on his 
rucksack.') 

CHISHOLM. Wliat kind of cigars have 

YOU? 

GABBY. Admiration, White Owl, and 
Texas Dandies. 

CHISHOLM. How much are the 
Texas Dandies? 

GABBY. Tluce for a dime. 

CHISHOLM. Let me have an Admira¬ 
tion. 


GABBY Coffering him the hox\ Come 
far? 

CHISHOLM (selecting one). Yes. 
We’ve driven from Dayton, Ohio. 
We’re on our way out to Santa 
Barbara for the winter. (As he pays 
for the cigar) We lost a great deal 
of time today as I wanted Mis. 
Chisholm to see the Gila cliff dwell¬ 
ings. She was rather disappointed. 
How far is it to the Phoenix Bilt- 
more? 

GABBY. It’s a good two hundred miles 
from here. (She hands him his 
change.) 

CHISHOLM (consulting his watch). 

I imagine we can make it by mid¬ 
night. 

GABBY. You’ll have to step. What 
kind of car you driving? 

CHISHOLM (lighting the cigarj. 
Duesenberg. 

SQUIER. Good-bye, Miss Maple. 

CABBY. Just a minute, Alan. (She 
hints again to chisholm) Excuse 
me, sir. 

CHISHOLM. What? 

GABBY, Would you have room in 
your car for another party? 

(squier sjg?2als to her not to bother.) 

CHISHOLM (swspicioHs), Who is it? 

GABBY. This friend of mine, Mr. 
Squier. He’s on his way to the coast 
and he—he hasn’t got a car just now. 
He’s an author. 

CHISHOLM (to squier). Havc vou 
any luggage? 
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SQUIER. Just this, sir—on my back. 
(cHiSHOLM looks him over, goes to 
the open door, and calls "Joseph."^ 

CHISHOLM. Where’d you come from? 

SQUIER. From Saint Tropez. That*s 
on the Riviera. 

(JOSEPH comes in.) 

CHISHOLM. I know where it is. Do 
you think it’s all right to give this 
man a lift to Phoenix? 

(JOSEPH subjects SQUIER to eoc 
tremely critical inspection.) 

SQUIER. You’ve been there? 

CHISHOLM. Yes . . . 

(JOSEPH taps SQUIER all over for con¬ 
cealed weapons.) 

SQUIER. It’s a lovely spot, Saint 
Tropez. 

CHISHOLM ^without cnthusiosm). 
Yes. 

JOSEPH. I guess he’s all right, Mr. 
Chisholm. 

CHISHOLM. Very well, (joshph 
Umches his cap and goes out) Glad 
to have you with us. 

SQUIER. Thank you very much, Mr. 
Chisholm, (gabby punches the ‘'No 
Sale” key and takes out a silver dol¬ 
lar. SQUIER crosses to her) And 
thank you, Miss Maple. I’ll remem- 
Der your kindness. 

GABBY. I forgot to give you your 
change. (She offers him the dollar.) 

SQUIER. Oh, no—1 wanted you to 
keep that. 


GABBY (pointing to a sign). Tipping 
is un-American and we don’t allow 
it. Here—take it. 

SQUIER. I—I can’t very well pretend 
that I don’t need . . . 

GABBY, Perhaps Mr. Chisholm wiP 
take you all the way to the coast. 
When you get there, send me a post¬ 
card, with a view of the Pacific 
Ocean. I like pictures of the sea. 
(She has forced the coin into his 
hand . . . mrs. chisholm emerges.) 

CHISHOLM. This is Mr.—er— 

GABBY. Mr. Squier. 

CHISHOLM. Mr, Squier, darling. 
We’re giving him a lift as far as the 
Phoenix Biltmore. (mrs. chisholm 
frowns) It’s all right; Joseph went 
over him. 

SQuiEH, How do you do, Mrs. Chis¬ 
holm? 

MRS. CHISHOLM. How do yOU do? 
Are we ready to start? (She crosses 
toward the door.) 

CHISHOLM. Just been waiting for 
you. Come along, Mr. Squier. 

(The CHISHOLMS have gone out.) 

SQUIER. I suppose I’ll never see you 
again. 

GABBY. No. That’s the way it is in a 
gas station. They come and they go. 

SQUIER. But, somehow, or other, I'll 
repay that dollar, God knows when. 

GABBY. Perhaps we’ll run into each 
other some day in Bourges. 

(The horn of the Duesenherg is 
heard summoning shrilly.) 
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gabby C^haking hands). Good-bye, 
Alan. (He goes out. After a moment, 
she comes down and ■picks up the 
Poems of Francois Villon. The car is 
heard starting and charging off into 
the night, gabby suddenly remem¬ 
bers the Neon sign, goes to a switch 
by the door and fiims it on. boze 

comes in.) 

BOZE. Well—I took pity on that poor 
panhandler. I slipped bun a dime. 

GABBY. You did? 

BOZE. I tried to—but he wouldn’t 
take it. He said, "I don’t deserve 
your kindness,” and handed it back. 
Its a funny thing about a guy like 
that: he’ll hold you up for a meal 
and think nothing of it. But when 
it comes to taking money, they sud¬ 
denly discover they’ve got some 

pride. 

GABBY. I appreciate that very much, 
Boze. 

BOZE. Appreciate what, honey? 

GABBY. Your wanting to help him. 
riiat was very kind. 

BOZE. W’hy, say—yoit if you 

were nuts about him. 

GABBY. I'm not nuts about him. But 
now and then you see somebody 
that’s just a natural object of charity. 

BOZE (pleased). Well! If you appre¬ 
ciate it so much—how about being a 
little nice to me for a change? (He 
goes tc her and takes hold of her 
arms.) 

GABBY. I’d like to be nice to you . . 
I’d like to be nice to everybody. 


boze. You can he, Gabby. Listen-, 
how about us taking a little walj 
around the Mesa? It’s warm out and 
the moon’s just coming up. How 
about it, sweetheart? 

CABBY. But supposing a car came 
along wanting something? 

BOZE. You know there’s practically 
no traffic at this time of night. 

gabby. But suppose someone did 
come . . . 

BOZE. Well— what if they did? In a 
pinch, the old man and that Me:d- 
can woman could take care of ’em. 
And you know how your grandfather 
is—he’d never notice anything pe¬ 
culiar about us being out for a while. 

... (He goes after her) Listen, hc.uey 
sweet. You’ve got to grow up u>me- 
time. And before you can ^ow up, 
you’ve got to stop being afraid 

GABBY. I’m not afraid! 

BOZE. Oh, yes, you are. You think 
I’m something terrible and you’ve 
got to keep away from me. But I’m 
not so bad, Gabby. I’m ju;t a big 
guy with a good heart and plenty of 
hot blood. And I’m full of love, 
honey. (He takes her in his arms) 
And so are you. You don’t know it 
yet—but you are. And when we get 
out there in the moonlight, you’ll be 
glad I suggested it. Honestly you 
will, honey sweet. (He kisses her 
Ups passionately. After a moment, 
she struggles a little. He relaxes his 
hold on her. He is confident of 
progress) All right—I’m not holding 
you against your will. I’m not trying 
to force you into anything tnat*o 
wrong. 

CABBY. I didn’t say you wera 
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B02B {^follows her'). It isn’t WTong— 
except in the minds of old cranks 
that have forgotten how to love—if 
they ever knew. My God! It’s the 
most natural thing in the world, for 
two people, like us, that are young, 
and clean, and . . . Why, it’d be 
WTong if we didn’t take the chance 
when we’ve got it. 

gabby. Do you know what he said? 

DOZE. What who said? 

gabby. He said we’d been trjdng to 
fight Nature, and we thought we’d 
licked it, because we’ve built a lot of 
dams, and cellophane and things 
like that. But that’s where were 
wTong, and that’s what’s the matter 
with the world. We’ve got to admit 
that Nature can’t be beaten! 

BOZE. Well—isn’t that exactly what 
I’ve been trying to tell you all along? 

gabby. I guess it is, Boze. (He takes 
her in his arms again.) 

BOZE. You’re coming with me, aren’t 
you, sweetheart? You’re going to find 
out things about Nature more won¬ 
derful and exciting than anything 
you ever dreamed of. Aren’t you, 
honey sweet? 

gabby. Oh, well—what the hell! I’ll 
go out with you, Boze. (He kisses 
her) We’d better go now. 

BOZE. Yes, Gabby. Oh, God—you’re 
a beautiful kid! (He kisses her again, 
-passionately. A car is heard stopping. 
They break apart, quickly) I’ll get 
rid of ’em fast. (He starts toward the 
door, hut stops short when it opens 
and JACKIE appears. He is a short, 
chubby, cherubic gangster. He car- 
ries a sub-machine gun and wears a 
cheery smile.) 
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JACKIE. Now—just behave vour- 
seh’es, folks, and nobody’ll get Kurt. 
W’ho’s the boss here? 

BOZE. He’s out. 


JACKIE. Got any guns with you? (He 
searches boze with practiced speed. 


\ 

j 


BOZE. No. (He and cabby have been 
retreating into the room as jackib 
has adx'anced. Following jackie has 
come RUBY, thin, sallow, adenoidal 
—after him has come duke 
MANTEE— lyelbbitih blit stoop-shoul¬ 
dered, with a vaguely thoughtful 
saturnine face. He is about thirty- 
five and, if he hadn’t elected to take 
up banditry, might have been a fine 
leftfielder. There is, about him, one 
quality of resemblance to alan 
squier: he too is unmistakably con- 
demned. He is hatless and unshax^en 
and xvears an ill-fitting suit with a 
gray prison shirt, mantee carries no 
visible arms, but ruby has another 
machine-gun and a sawed-off shot- 
gun.) 

JACKIE. This is Duke Mantee, folks. 
He’s the world-famous killer and he’s 
hungry. 

(The DUKE looks around.) 

DUKE. What’s in there and in there? 
(He speaks quietly, ex'en gently, 
xvith an effortless ferocity.) 

gabby. TTiat’s the kitchen, and in 
there’s our bedrooms. 

DUKE. You two married? 

gabby. No. He just works here. 

JACKIE. Anybody else in? 


BOZE. Only one old man and 


• • • 
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GABBY. My grandfather’s in there The duke addresses bozb) FootbaU 
and the cook. There’s nobody in 


there. 

DUKE. Bring ’em in, Jackie. 

JACKIE. O. K., Duke, CHe goes out 
at the upper left, duke goes to the 
front door and calls out.) 

DUKE. Hey, Pyles, (pvles* voice is 
heard to reply. "Yeah, boss ) Back 
that car into the shadow and stay 
with it. 

pYLEs’ VOICE. Do I get to eat? 

DUKE. You’ll eat. (The duke goes to 
the table, downstage right, and takes 
his coat off, revealing a harness over 
his waistcoat with two revolvers tn 
holsters under either arm-pit. He 
folds his coat neatly and lays it on 
the bench, then turns to ruby) Hey, 
Ruby—pull that table over here. 
(ruby moves the table to the right 
as directed, bozb lowers his hands.) 

DUKE. Keep ’em up. (The hands go 
up promptly, ruby picks up his ma¬ 
chine-gun) Take a look around in 
there. 

RUBY. How long do we stay here? 

DUKE. Until they get here. 

ruby. You’re going to wait for that 
blonde? 

DUKE. Get out! 

RUBY. O. K. (He goes out at the 

lower left.) 

DUKE. You sit down there, (bozb sits 
doxvn as directed at the center table) 
What have you got to eat, sister? 
(gabby proauces the menu card. 


player, eh? 

BOZB. Yes. And you better not let me 
get close enough to take a sock at 
you. 

duke (unconcerned). I used to be 
quite a fan. What’s your school? 

BOZE. Nevada Tech. 

DUKE. Never heard of it. 

(gramp and PAULA the cook come in 
from the kitchen, followed by 

JACKIE.) 

PAULA. Don’t shoot me, mister. 
Don’t kill me, mister. In the name 
of the Holy Mother of God, don’t 
kill me, mister. 

(jACKiE prods her with the machine- 
gun. She screams lustily.) 

JACKIE. Quiet, Pepita—quiet. We 
aren’t going to do you any harm. (In 
a hidicrously soothing voice) All 
we’re going to do is ask you to cook 
something. You wouldn’t mind that, 
would you, Pepita? 

PAULA. No, mister. I swear to (jod, 

I cook anything. You just tell me .,. 

JACKIE. All right, Pepita. We got 
that settled. 

GRAMP (staring adniifingj.y at 
duke). So you’re Mantee, are you? 
You’re the killer! 

DUKE. Would you mind sitting down 
over there, Pop? Take a look around 
that counter, Jackie. 

(gramp sits down at the left, jackib 
searches the counter.) 

JACKIE. Yes, Pop. That’s the greatest 
killer ali^'e today. Did you hear what 



THE PETRIFIED FOREST 


happened in Oklahoma City? (The 
duke inspects the menu.') 

CRAMP. Yes—I heard. You pulled off 
a massacre. 

JACKIE. Who said it was a massacre? 
(He comes down from the counter.') 

CRAMP. The Denver Post. (He holds 
up the paper.) 

JACKIE (snatching it). Let me see it! 

DUKE. Put that paper down! (jackie 
drops the paper.) 

JACKIE. Did it say how many we 
killed? 

CRAMP. Six killed and four wounded. 

JACKIE. Did you hear that, Duke? 
We killed six and wounded four. 
(He returns to the counter to empty 
the cash register.) 

DUKE (to gabby). Got any steak? 

GABBY. Only hamburger. 

PAULA. And we got chicken, mister. 

CRAMP. Two of the wounded’s not 
expected to live. 

DUKE. All right. Cook the chicken 
and four hamburgers. And plenty of 
onions. 

JACKIE. Boy! That was some mas¬ 
sacre! 

GABBY. Anything else? (ruby comes 
in from the lower left.) 

RUBY. Nobody in there, boss. There’s 
a good window at the end of the hall 


with a four-foot drop to the ground, 
right by where the car is. 

DUKE. Take a look around outside. 
Tell Pyles not to hit that horn unless 
somebody comes up that really looks 
like trouble, and then to hit it plenty. 
(ruby goes out) Bring us beer for 
the bunch, sister. (He addresses 
B02E and cramp) You fellers like 
to join us? 

BOZE. I never touch it. 

CRAMP. I guess ril have whiskey. 

cabby (to cramp). No, none for 
you. Cramp. 

CRAMP (disconsolate). She says I 
can’t have even a little one. 

duke. Let him have it, sister. 

JACKIE. Sure! He can only be young 
once. 

PAULA. Can I begin cooking noiv, 
mister? 

DUKE. Yeh. Go with her, Jackie. 
(ruby returns.) 

JACKIE. Come on, Pepita. And while 
the chicken’s in the oven, you and 
me’ll have a little fun, eh, kid? 
(They go out into the kitchen.) 

DUKE. Hey, Ruby. Sit down there. 
(ruby sits down between the coun¬ 
ter and the front door) And keep 
that gun in ’’Our lap. 

(ruby obeys, and from now on his 
eyes ceaselessly patrol the area from 
the front door to the kitchen door. 
The DUKE crosses with a convict'f 
gait and goes out at the left, gabby 
is behind the counter getting out tho 
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heer. gramp rises and starts to cross gabby. Look out, Alan! 

to his rocking chair.:) turns and sees the dhkh. 

Then he looks around and sees ruby 


RUBY. Sit down! 

GRAMP chitting down hastily^. You 
needn’t think I’m scared of you. I ve 
known real killers in my time. And 
they knew how to make a six-shooter 
act like a machine-gun. Did you ever 
hear of fanning? 

RUBY. No. 

CRAMP. Well—you’d file down the 
trigger catch so that the hammer 
worked free, and then you’d fan it 
like this. (He points his forefinger 
at RUBY and wiggles his thtinth^ 
W^ild Bill Hickock once knocked 
over fi\e men that way. They was 
lined up at a bar and . . . 

(souiER comes in, hatless and 
breathless, gabby is in the center 
of the stage, with the tray of bottles 
and glasses of beer.') 

CABBY. Alan! What did you come 
back for- 

SQuiER (panting). There are some 
bandits around here. 

BOZE. Yes. So we heard. 

SQUIER. They cut in ahead of us 
about a mile down the road, and 
made us stop and get out, and then 
they got into Mr. Chisholm’s car and 
drove off. They said we could take 
their car, but they’d left it locked. 
They were terrible-looking cut¬ 
throats, with a lot of guns and am¬ 
munition. (He addresses boze) 
Could you come with me back there 
and see if vou can unlock that . . . 
(The DUKE comes from the left.) 


who has raised his machine-gun.) 
SQUIER (lamely). Oh—so we—meet 

again. 

DUKE. Sit down, pal. Down there. 

SQUIER. Why, thanks, I'd be de¬ 
lighted to. 

DUKE. Wait a minute. (He takes the 
rucksack from squier, who then sits 
down opposite boze at the center 
table.) 

GRAMP (proudly)^. That’s Duke 
Mantee. We were looking at his pic¬ 
ture. Remember? 

SQUIER. Yes—I remember. 

(The duke goes to the extreme right 
and sits down, his hack to the wall.) 

duke. Join us in a glass of beer? 

SQUIER. Why— thank you—but might 
I have some whiskey, instead? 

DUKE. Certainly. Give him a drink, 
sister. And how about turning on the 
radio? 

(gabby pttfs the bottle and a glass 
before squier. He pours hhiself a 
stiff one.) 

GRAMP. W^at did I tell vour Look 
at that chin. He’s a killer. aS right! 

BOZE. He’s a gangster and a rad 

SQUIER. Sh! 

CRAMP. He ain’t a gangster? He’s a 
real old-time despemdo. Gangsters is 
foreigners. He’s an American! And 
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if the sheriffs find out he’s here, 
we’li see some real killing—won 
%ve? 

(gabby turns on the radio. Soft, 
sticky imisic emerges.) 

duke. Tlie cops ain’t likely to catch 
up with us—not tonight. So we can 
all be quiet and peaceable, and have 
a few beers together, and listen to 
the music—and not make any wrong 
moves. Because—I may as well tell 
you, folks—old Ruby there, with the 
machine-gun—he’s pretty ner\’ous 
and jumpy and he’s got the itch be- 
tu'een his fingers. So let’s everybody 
stay where they are. 

SQUIER. Let there be killing! All eve¬ 
ning long, I’ve had a feeling of Des¬ 
tiny closing in. (To the duke) Do 
you believe in astrology? 

duke. I couldn't say, pal. 
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SQUIER. I don’t—normally. But just 
now, as I was walking along that 
road, I began to feel the enchant¬ 
ment of this desert. I looked up at 
the sky and the stars seemed to he 
reproving me, mocking me. Thc)' 
were pointing the way to that gleam' 
ing sign, and saying, “There’s the 
end of your tether! You thought you 
could escape it, and skip off to the 
Phoenix Biltmore. But we know bet¬ 
ter.” That’s what the stars told me. 
and perhaps they know that carnage 
is imminent, and that I’m due to be 
amono the fallen. . . . It’s a fascinat- 
ino thought. 

DUKE. Let’s skip it. (He lifts his 
glass) Here’s happy days. 

GRAMP. Yes, sir— it sure is pleasant 
to have a killer around here again. 

SQUIER. Yes. It’s pleasant to be back 
again—among the living. (He raises 
his glass) Hooray! (He drinks.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


About half an hour has elapsed since the end of Act 1 . 

DUKE and JACKIE are finishing their meal at the right table, ruby is sitting 
on a stool at the counter, drinking coffee, ii?atching everything, cramp and 
PAULA are sitting at the table at the left, boze and squier are at the center. 
The radio is murmuring faintly. 

GABBY alone is permitted to move about-removing dishes, refilling coffee 
cups. 


GRAMP. That old Andy Anderson I 
was telling you about, he was a great 
character. He didn’t kill for business 
reasons, like you fellers. He killed 
just for the fin of it. He was horn 


somewheres up in Nova Scotia and 
come down to the State of Maine 
so’s he could get into the Civil War 
and he fit all through it. And he 
never stopped talking about it as 
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long as he lived. He always said that 
was a regular paradise for killing. 
He’d stick a Johnny Reb with his 
bayonet, throw him over his shoul¬ 
der and then sticlr another. And he 
always said that the beauty of it was 
there was no sheriffs around to re¬ 
prove him for it. 

JACKIE. Say, Pop—I wish you 
wouldn’t talk so much about blood 
while were eating. 

BOZE. Got it on your conscience, eh? 

JACKIE. On my what? 

Bozr. Yes—I thought so. A punk like 
vou hasn’t got any more conscience 
than a coyote. 

lACKiF. Hmm! Listen to the half- 
hack. Ho^v much did you get for 
plaving on the team? 

BOZE. I worked my way through col- 
ieae' 

JACKIE. \\Tiat were you doing? Ped- 
dlincj subscriptions to Tlie American 
\ 5 ov? 

B02E. I worked for three whole years 
in the Student Laundr\K 

JACKIE. Oh—how nice! (He lifts his 
coffee Clip.') 

BOZE. Wait Q minute—smart guy. I 
got something to show you. (He 
reaches for his wallet.') 

RUBY. Keep your hand off your hip! 

BOZE. I was only going to show him 
a newspaper clipping that said I 
ought ;o be All-America. ... I scared 
YOU, did I? I know it. You’re all 
yellow. 


(A none too pleasant expression 
pears tn Jackie’s eyes over the rim of 
his coffee cup.) 

SQUIBB. I’d be a little tactful. Boze. 

Remember—they’re your guests. 
(gabby has sat down at the center 
table betiveen squieb and boze.) 

boze. They’re a bunch of yellow 
dogs. That’s what made ’em turn 
ciooked in the first place. 

SQUIEB. No—no. Cowardice isn’t the 
cause of crime. It has something to 
do with glands. 

BOZE. They just haven’t got the guts 
to face the bigger problems of life. 
Thev’ve got to fight their way with 
guns instead of with principles. 
(squieb is by now slightly tight and 
is to become more so, by impercep¬ 
tible degrees, as the Act proceeds, 
JACKIE sets down his coffee cup with 
ominous deliberateness and rises, 
picking up a sawed-off shotgun.) 

JACKIE. Step over to that side of the 
room, halfback. 

GRAMP. You’re going to kill him? 

BOZE (scared). It’s just what 1 
said . . . 

JACKIE. Come on. This shotgun scat¬ 
ters, and you wouldn’t want me to 
hurt that cute dame, would you? 
(The dulcet chimes of the radio are 
heard, boze slowly rises.) 

SQUIEB (to Jackie). You know- 
you’re taking this much too seri¬ 
ously. 

(The radio announcer^s voice can he 
heard introducing the nightly news 
broadcast.) 
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BOZE. Fm not afraid to die. (Bwt his 
voice is strawed.) 

JACKIE. Come on! Move! 

DuitE. Step up that radio— will you, 
sister? (To jackie) Sit down, Jackie 
Cooper.. 

JACKIE. Did you hear what he ... ? 

DUKE (grinniitg). Sit down! (To 
doze) You too. 

(They both sit down, gabby has 
turned the volume control dial.) 

RADIO VOICE (very brisk). ... all 

anxious first off to hear latest bulle¬ 
tins concerning the greatest man¬ 
hunt in human history. A monster 
dragnet has been cast over the entire 
southwest from St. Louis to the Pa¬ 
cific Coast. National Guardsmen are 
co-operating with state police and 
the famed Texas Rangers as well as 
countless local posses and Legion 
posts in a determined effort to appre¬ 
hend the members of the notorious 
Mantee gang—to bring to justice this 
fierce, colorful band of murderers, 
kidnappers, bank-robbers, perpetra¬ 
tors of the shocking massacre in Ok¬ 
lahoma City. . . . 

JACKIE. Take a bow, Duke. 

RADIO VOICE. The gang made its es¬ 
cape in two cars, one of which con¬ 
tained Mantee and three other men, 
the other car containing three men 
and one woman. The Mantee car was 
seen early this morning at Tularosa 
and later at Hillsboro in New Mex¬ 
ico. The second car was positively 
identified at Estelline in the Texas 
Panhandle when it stopped at the 
local police station, held it up, and 
departed vath a large supply of guns 
and ammunition. 
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JACKIE. Nice going, boys! I don't see 
how they did it with Doris along 
to . . . 

DUKE. Shut up! 

RADIO VOICE. Both cars are undoubt¬ 
edly headed for the border, but it is 
considered certain they haven f 
reached it, due to the number ana 
vigilance of the patrols. War-time 
conditions prevail on all the roads oi 
Western Texas, New Mexico and 
Arizona and you know how the olli- 
cers of the law are in this red-blooded 
frontier region: they shoot first am! 
ask questions afterward. 

(jackie indicates his scorn, hut duke 
withers him with a look.) 

RADIO VOICE. The Governor of Ari¬ 
zona has issued the following state¬ 
ment: “As long as Mantee and his 
followers are at large a blot of shame 
will mar the proud scutcheon of these 
United States. Any citizen who 
knowingly gives aid or comfort to 
these public enemies is a traitor to 
his country and will be answerable 
before the great bar of public opin¬ 
ion." . . . Fll now give you the scores 
of the leading football games of the 
day. Carnegie Tech—13, Miami—7; 
Washington State—19 . . . 

DUKE. Turn it off, sister. 

RADIO VOICE. U. S. C.—o; Navy—21, 
Virginia—6 . . . 

(gabby switches off the radio.) 

JACKIE (to paula). Did you hear 
that, Pepita? You’re a traitor for 
cooking for us. They’ll string you up 
for that—if they can find a tree 
around here. 

PAULA. The floly Mother of God 
knows they put a gun in my stomach 
and said you cook . . 
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JACKIE. Sure-ske knows. But that 
don’t count with the Governor. 
We’re Public Enemies. 

DUKE (to ruby). Go on out to the 
car, Ruby, and tell Pyles to come in 
and get his supper. And tell him^ to 
bring in that sack of ammunition 
and the road map. And you stay there 
and keep awake. 


that chicken! 

DUKE (to paula). Cook him some 

hamburger, sister. 

PAULA, All right, mister. (She rises) 
But you people better tell that mis¬ 
ter Governor I didn’t . . . 

duke. Go with her, Pyles. 


RUBY, Yeah. O. K, (He goes ouO 

CRAMP, Are you going to make a run 
for the Border, boys? 

JACKIE. Oh, sure! We’ll give you our 
whole route before w'e leave, so’s you 
can tell the hick cops and have ’em 
gi\'e us a motorcycle escort. 

SQUIER. I think I’m about ready for 
another whiskey, Gabrielle, if I may. 
(gabby goes behind the counter and 
brings forth a quart bottle ajid a bot¬ 
tle of drinking water, which she 
places on the table.') 

B02E. Listen, Panhandler! WHio told 
YOU you could call her by her first 
name? 

SQUIER. Now, please, Boze—you arid 
} must be friends, as long as they’ll 
let us. 


JACKIE. Wliy don’t you take a sock 
at him, halfback? He hasn’t got a 
gun. 

(PYLES conics in. He is a lean, lithe 
Negro, ir/io carries a vtachine-gun 

ing gunny sack.) 



PYLES. O. K., boss. I guess I don’t 
get to eat with the white folks. (He 
picks tip the carcass of the chicken 
and starts to gnaw it as he crosses to 
the kitchen.) 

duke. Look around in there and see 
if you can find any rope. 

PYLES. O. K., boss. (He turns quick¬ 
ly to the duke) When we going to 
lam out of here? 

DUKE. When it’s time. 

JACKIE. Sure—as soon as the Duke 
connects with that heavy date. (He 
winki' hroadlv at pyles.) 

PYLES (os he goes). Well—I don’t 
like that dame stuff. I like to get out 
of range. (He /ms gone out at the 
left after paula.) 

(The DUKE has opened the Road 
Atlas to Arizona and New Mexico, 
and from tiow on he and jackie are 
studying it and vmrmuring to each 
other in inaudible tones.) 

CRAMP. How about passing that bot 
tie over this way? 


PYLES. Hi, everybody! ’Bout time 
yon got around to asking me in. 
i Icrc’s vour map, boss. (He puts the 
sack full of ammunition down on a 
bench at the back, and tosses the 
'np doxrn on the table I?e/ore duke) 


souiER. Wliy, certainly. Forgive me. 

, . . 'He is reaching for the bottle, 
hut GABBY stops him.) 

GABBY. No! (To GRAMP) You’vc had 
all you’re going to get. 
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squier (fo GRAMp). Fm very sorry. 

CRAMP. Oh—that’s all right. (He 
reaches in his pocket for his pipe.) 

JACKIE. What are you doing? 

CRAMP. Going to smoke my pipe. 

duke. Go ahead, Pop. 

(cramp takes out the pipe, fills it 
with great care, lights it, and lapses 
into silence as he sits in his rocking 
chair.) 

boze. How long are you yeggs go¬ 
ing to stick around here? 

JACKIE. Keep quiet, halfback. 

boze. The longer the better, to suit 
me. Because the LI. S. Government 
is after you and pretty soon they’ll 
be sending for your relatives to iden¬ 
tify the bodies and it will probably 
be the first good look at you they’ve 
had in years. 

GABBY. You’d better do what you’re 
told and keep your trap shut. 

SQUIER. That’s good advice, Boze. 
Because those glandular phenomena 
I was talking about manifest them¬ 
selves in sudden and violent ways. 

BOZE (savagely). How are you go- 
ing to pay for all that liquor you’re 
drinking? (boze is in an ugly mood, 
the result of humiliating frustration, 
and he is taking it out on the one 
completely defenseless person pres¬ 
ent.) 

SQUIER. I can pay, and will pay, 
Boze. For every drop! I have a dollar. 

BOZE. Oh, you have! So you were 
holding out on us when you . . . 


SQUIER. No— No. I’ve acquired it 
since then. 

BOZE. Where did you get it? 

GABBY. Probably those rich people 
gave it to him. Now lay off! 

(The kitchen door opens and pyles 
appears.) 

PYLES. Here’s some clothesline, boss. 

DUKE. Throw it down. 

(pyles tosses the coil on the floor 
and vanishes into the kitchen.) 

boze. So you turned down my dime 
and accepted their dollar. Your pride 
has its price, eh! 

SQUIER. If you must know—I’ll tell 
you the extent of my pride. Gabrielle 
gave me the dollar. 

BOZE (to gabby). You did? 

GABBY. It’s none of your God-damn 
business w'hat I do. 

BOZE. You were feeling kind of gen¬ 
erous tonight, weren’t you? (He 
turns to squier) Would you like to 
know what she was just going to 
give me when those rats showed up? 
Would you like to know? 

GABBY. Well—speaking of rats! Of 
all the low, slimy, stinking . . . 

squier. No, Gabby. You mustn’t 
blame Boze for anything he says 
now. He’s a man of muscle, and he’s 
suffering from the pangs of frustra 
tion. 

GABBY. I say, you’re a dirty, low, 
stinking . . . 

BOZE. I didn’t mean it. Gabby. 
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CABBY. TTien why the hell did you gabby. That's all rigl^, Alan. We’ve 

^ ^ got nothing to hide. Have \ve, Boze> 

st^rt • • • * ® 


BOZE. Fm terribly sorry, honey 
sweet. They’ve got me absolutely 
crazy mad, with those shotguns and 
machine-guns staring me in the face. 

SQUIER. That’s all it is. 

B02E. I didn’t know what I was say¬ 
ing. Will you please forgive me, 

Gabby? 

GABBY. No! Never! 

B02E (hwnhly'). All right. 

SQUIER. I sympathize with you ut¬ 
terly, Boze. Did you ever read “All 
Quiet on the Western Front”? 


BOZE. No—worse luck. 

CABBY (to squier). I told you heo 
been trying to make me. 

BOZE. Now, listen . . . 

GABBY. And tonight, just after you 
left, he went at it again. And Tde- 
cided I was ready to give in to him, 
and find out what it’s like. 

BOZE. TTiat’s a dirty trick—telling 
that, before a total stranger. 

SQUIER (fo boze). Honestly, Bozt 
—I’m not blaming you—not for an 
instant. 


boze. No. 

SQUIER. Well—all of us here tonight 
are under very much the same ten¬ 
sion. You’d better have a drink, old 
man. (He has one himself.) 

BOZE (ignoring squier). I love you, 
G.abby. (Startled by this sudden dec¬ 
laration SQUIER sets doum his glass) 
1 love you, sweetheart—and if I 
thoiioht I’d done or said anvthing to 
hurt you, I’d go over and I’d hang 
one on those vcijss and die for it, 
gkadly. Please tell me you forgive me, 
honey sweet. 


GABBY (to boze). I’ll say this much 
for you: you’re a pretty good love- 
maker when you get going. 

boze. I wasn’t turning on any act. I 
told you I was full of love, and I was 
telling the truth, and I don’t care 
who knows it. 

Cjackie has arisen and started to 
cross toward the left with the nuip,) 

JACKIE. Full of love, are you, half¬ 
back? 

DUKE. And don’t let that Mexican 
hear you mention the names of any 
of those touTis. 


SQUIER. Excuse me, (He stands «p) 
Would you rather I left? 

JACKIE. Stay where you are! 

SQUIER. But I’m intruding. 

JACKIE. Sit down. 

(squier sits.) 


JACKIE, ni be careful, Duke. I don’t 
want to die. I got a dame, too. (To 
boze) Keep it up, halfback. I’m 
rooting for you. Toiick-down/ (Ht 
goes into the kitchen.) 

DOZE (to gabby). It doesn’t make 
any difference to you what I'm trying 
to tell you—because you don’t Imow 
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what it means to be really crazy duke. Maybe you’re right, pal. 

about somebody. 7 • j ■ 7 ^ t'™ 

(She looks at him, through him, for squiee (returning to his drtnkj. Lm 

a moment.) eternally right. But what use do 1 

make of it? 


GABBY. For all you know, maybe I 
do. 

boze. I don’t believe it. Who have 
you ever . . . ? 

duke. Get me a cigar, will you, 
sister? 

gabby (risiMg). We've got Admira¬ 
tion, White Owl, and Texas Dan¬ 
dies. 

DUKE. Whatever costs the most. 
(gabby has gone hack of the conn' 
ter to get a cigar hox, which she takes 
down to the duke.) 

CRAMP. You felleis going to spend 
the night here? 

duke. Can’t say. Pop. Maybe we’ll 
decide to get buried here, (gabby 
hands him the hox of cigars and he 
takes a fstful) Thanks. 

SQuiER. You’d better come with me, 
Duke. I’m planning to be buried in 
the Petrified Forest, I’ve been evolv¬ 
ing a theory about that that would 
interest you. It’s the graveyard of the 
civilization that’s been shot from un¬ 
der us. It’s the world of outmoded 
ideas. Platonism—patriotism—Chris¬ 
tianity—romance—the economics of 
Adam Smith—they’re all so many 
dead stumps in the desert. That’s 
where I belong—and so do you, Duke. 
For you’re the last great apostle of 
rugged individualism. Aren’t you? 
(duke has been calmly defoiling a 
cigar, hiting the end off, and light¬ 
ing it.) 


duke. I couldn’t say. 

boze (to gabby, who is resuming 
her seat). Who were you ever crazy 
about? 

GABBY. Is it any of your business? 

BOZE. Everything about you is my 
business! 

GABBY. Well—if you’ve got to know 
—it’s him. 

SQUIER (startled). What? 

GABBY. I was just telling Boze that 
I’m crazy about you. 

BOZE. That panhandler? 

GABBY, You don’t know the worst of 
him. He’s more than a panhandler. 
He’s a gigolo. 

BOZE. Did you ever see him before? 

GABBY. No. But that doesn’t matter. 
I love him. I don't think I’ll ever 
love anybody else. 

SQUIER. Can I possibly be drunk? 

GABBY. You will be if you keep hit¬ 
ting that r)'e. 

BOZE. How did you happen to get 
that way, Gabby? 

GABBY. I don’t know. Just something. 

SQUIER. I swear before God, Boze— 1 
wasn’t trving to be seductive. 
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BOZE CscornfulljO. No—I dont be¬ 
lieve you could even try. 

GABBY. After you left, Alan—I felt 
as if something had been taken out 
of me—or sort of as if Fd come out of 
a dream. I caught on to myself, and 
I knew Fin just another desert rat, 
and Fll never be anything else. Fd 
better 2et rid of all the girlish bunk 
that was in me, like thinking so 
much about going to France, and Art, 
and dancing in the streets. And Fd 
better make the most of what I can 
find right here—and it happened to 
be YOU, Boze. Do you know what I 
asked him? I asked him to let me go 
awav with him, and live in sin. (She 
frtrjts agnin to squier) But you 
u'ouldn’t have done it, even if we’d 
had the money—would you, Alan? 
CsQUiER is hokiug straight into her 
eyes) Would you? 

souiER. No, Gabrielle. 

GABBY (to boze). You see—he does¬ 
n’t give a hoot in hell for me. I saw 
that, plainly enough. And it only 
made me love him all the more. And 
that’s why I was willing to go out 
into the moonlight with you, when 
Duke Mantee came in. 

DUKE. Fm sorry, sister. I don’t like 
to interfere with anybody’s fun. 

BOZE Cwith labored insincerity'). Oh 
—that’s all right. It was probably all 
for the best. 

DUKE. Yes. When I look at you, I 
guess it was. (The duke fimws and 
opens the window at his side about 
three inches.) 


and there is horn in his mind an idea; 
by a sudden, tiger-like leap, he might 
get possession of the shotgun which 
is lying on the table.) 

BOZE. Fll take a drink of that stuff. 
(gabby passes him the bottle which 
has remained on the table, boze 
pours himself a stiff one, drinks it^ 
and a moment later pours and con¬ 
sumes another. But he is constantly, 
f;iriously watching the duke.) 

SQUIER Otill looking at gabby). 
When I went out before—it was the 
poignant ending to a—an idyllic in¬ 
terlude. But now it’s spoiled. I can't 
go forth quite so gracefully again. 

GABBY. You’re sorry you heard the 
real truth? 

SQUIER. I told you that Fm the type 
of person to whom the truth is al¬ 
ways distasteful. 

GABBY. That wife of yours must have 
been terrible. 

SQUIER. Why do you think so? 

CABBY. Because she’s talked all the 
heart out of you. I could put it back, 
Alan. 

SQUIER (with sudden irritability)' 

No! Don’t delude yourself. If you 

ha\e love, and don’t know what to 

do with it, w'hv don’t you lavish it 
_ ^ ^ 

on Duke Mantee? There's your real 
mate—another child of Nature. 

CABBY. You'd better not dnnk any 
more of that rye. 


SQtiiER (sfiB looking of cabby). Fm squier. It's not the rye! It’s the same 
.^ony now tliat I came hack. disease that's afflicting Boze! Impo- 

(nozE kos darted a look at the dukb, tence! (He stands up.) 
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duke. Sit down, pal. 

SQUiER. What do you care whether 
I sit or stand? What can I do to as¬ 
sail your superiority? 

duke. I got to think about my health, 
pal. 

SQUIER. If I had a machine-gun, I 
wouldn't know what to do with it. 

. . . I want to talk to him. (hidicat- 

ing CRAMP.) 

CRAMP. Me? 

duke. You can talk sitting down. I 
heard you doing it. 

SQUIER ^sitting down'). Very well... 

CRAMP. Wiat’s on your mind? 

SQUIER. Those Liberty Bonds of 

vours, buried in Santa Fe. 

0 

CRAMP (s/uitrply). How do yon know 
about them? 

SQUIER. MTat are you going to do 
with them? 

CRAMP. Going to leave ’em where 
they are! 

SQUIER. Yes—leave them where they 
are! Your granddaughter is stifling 
and suffocating in this desert when 
a few of your thousands would give 
her the chance to claim her birth¬ 
right. 

CRAMP. Yes-and maybe give you 
the chance to steal it. Lve heard what 
you’ve been saying. 

SQUIER. That’s a low way to justify 
your stinginess. Oh—I know you 
were a pioneer once. But what are 


vou now? A mean old miser, hang¬ 
ing on to that money as though it 
meant something. Why in God s 
name don’t you die and do the world 

some good? 

CRAMP. Must be drunk. 

DUKE Qrising menacingly). Yes- 
drunk—or just about the lowest- 
grade son of a bitch I ever run 
across. What do you mean talking 
to an old man like that? 

(ruby appears in the door.) 

RUBY. Say—there's three people com¬ 
ing down the road. Two men and a 
woman. Look to me like the owners 
of that Duesenberg. 

DUKE. O. K. Keep quiet when they 
get here. 

RUBY. It’s all right out here. You can 
see plain in the moonlight. It’s kind 
of nice to look at, too. (He goes out.) 

SQUIER. I admit it, Duke. I was 
guilty of bad taste—and I apologize, 
Mr. Maple. 

CRAMP. Sure. 

DUKE. You’d better crawl, or I might 
have to put the lug on you. Talking 
to an old man like that . . . 

SQUIER. Listen, Duke. If you had 
any of Robin Hood in you you’d go 
to Santa Fe, and rob that bank, and 
give it to her, before it’s too late for 
her to use it as it should be used . . . 

CRAMP. She’ll get it when she needs 
it—when she has a family of her own 
to support—and probably a good-for- 
nothing unemployed husband . . . 
(duke turns to look out the window. 
BOZE sees his chance. He effects the 
tiger-like leap, seizes the shotgun and 
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wrests it from the duke's frantic 
grasp, BOZE backs away qiiicklyy cov¬ 
ering the DUKE.) 


MRS. CHISHOLM. Let US out of heie! 
We didn't have anything to do with 
this. 


BOZE (breathless with excitemenf). 
Put’ em up! Now I’ve got you. I’ve 
been waiting for this chance. I’ve 
been watching every mo^'e you . . . 
(mr. and mbs. chisholm appear in 
the doorway, followed by Joseph. 
Seeing boze with the shotgun, and 
DUKE with hands up, mrs. Chis¬ 
holm screajus. boze whirls to cover 
them. As he does so, duke whips 
out one of his revolvers attd fres. 
DOZE drops the shotgun and grabs 
his left hand with his right. The 
kitchen door flies open and JACKIE 
hurtles out.') 


DUKE. Get that gun. 

(/^s JACKIE dives for the shotgun, 
the CHISHOLMS turn to rush into the 
night. PYLES has followed jackie 
oitt of the kitchen, his machine-gun 
at the alert, his mouth full.) 

ruby’s VOICE (from off right). Get 
back there or I'll shoot vou dead! 


GABBY. Arc VOU hurt, Boze? 


DUKE (to jackie). Givc me that 
Tommy. 


(jackie gives his machi>ic-gun to 

DUKE. MR. and MRS. CHISHOLM tiud 
JOSEPH return, followed In' ruby.) 


BOZE. He got me in the hand. (His 
left hand is seen to be covered with 
blood.) 


JACKIE. So )0U tried to be brave, did 
vou? 

DUKE. Frisk cm, Ruby. 

(ruby hurriedly taps the Chis¬ 
holms all over.) 


JACKIE. Shut up. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. I woit^t have that 
man pa^ving me. 

DUKE. Get back to the car, Ruby. 

RUBY. They’re harmless, Duke. (He 

goes.) 

DUKE. Sit down o\'er there. Come on! 
Step! You down there. (The Chis¬ 
holms sit at the center table, with 
squier. JOSEPH sits Upstage by the 
counter) Take him in and bandage 
him, sister He’ll be all right. Go 
witli 'cm, Jackie—and you better take 
that line and tie him up and leave 
him in there. 

(gabby and boze cross toward the 
left.) 

JACKIE (picking up the clothes-line), 
ril tie him. 

BOZE (to the CMISHOLMS). God 
damn you! Why did you ha\’e to pick 
that moment to come in here? 

CHISHOLM. Whv indeed! 

0 

GABBY. Come on, Boze. 

boze. Oh, God! I had the chance 
and I mufFed it. I could have got 
Mantce and got him good. 

JACKIE. Tough luck, halfback. You 
made a nice trj'. 

(cabby nnti boze go ont at the left 
followed by jackie.) 

PYLES. Say, boss—we better lam out 
of here. 



THE PETRIFIED FOREST 4^1 


duke. We go when I say so. 

PYLES (contemplating the Chis¬ 
holms). But if any more people 
come in here well have to be send¬ 
ing out for recruits. (He turns to 
}oseph) Hi-yah, colored brother! 

JOSEPH (avitJi dignified asperity). 
Good evening. 

duke. Finish your supper, Pyles. 

PYLES. Sure you don’t need me? 
They almost got you that time. 

duke. Almost ain’t good enough. Go 
on. 

PYLES. O. K., boss. (He goes out into 
kitchen.) 

CRAMP. Say, Mantee— did you mean 
to hit him in the hand or was that a 
bad shot? 

duke (quietly). It was a bad shot, 
Fop. But I had to get it off fast. Now, 
listen—I let that mugg make a mugg 
out of me. But—don’t anybody try 
that again. Just keep in mind that I 
and the boys are candidates for hang¬ 
ing, and the minute anybody makes 
the uTong move, I’m going to kill the 
whole lot of you. So keep your seats. 
(He returns his reiwlver to its holster, 
picks up the Tommy gun and sits 
down at the right. There is a dead 
pause.) 

CHISHOLM. Are you Mantee? 
duke. Yes, pal. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. I knew it was a mis¬ 
take to take that hitchhiker into the 
car. 


CHISHOLM. I don't see what he had 
to do with it. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Hc Certainly didn t 

help matters much. 

(sQUiER was at first stunned hy 
boze’s spectacidar action—then, as 
he thought it over, resentful—and 
then, as he thought still more, deter¬ 
mined to do something spectacidar 
himself. He has helped himself to 
another stifle slug of rye.) 

SQUIER (gravely). I’m afraid that’s 
unanswerable, Mr. Chisholm. I have 
not helped matters at all—up to now. 
(He finishes his drink and turns to 
duke) Would you mind passing me 
that rucksack that's on the bench 
beside you? 

DUKE. \Maat do you want with it? 

SQUIER. I want to get out my life- 
insurance policy. If you reach in 
there, you’ll find it, in a bundle of 
papers. 

(The duke reaches with his left 
hand and extracts the papers.) 

CRAMP. What do you want with your 
insurance? Expecting to die? 

SQUIER. You’ve guessed it, Mr. 
Maple. (The duke tosses the bundle 
to squier) Thank you. Now can I 
take out my fountain pen? Here it 
is. (He points to his breast pocket. 
The duke nods, squier takes out 
his pen, and starts to write on the 
policy.) 

CHISHOLM (to the duke). WTiat 
about my car? 

duke. That’s a nice bus you got 
there 
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CHISHOLM. Are you going to restore 
it to me? And my luggage . . • 

DUKE. You’re likely to get the car 
back. Let’s hope it won’t be all full 
of bullet holes and blood. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Thcre’s one little 
travelling case rvith some—some 
things 1 need. Can I please have 

that? 

DUKE. I took a look in that case. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You'rc going to steal 
it? 

DUKE. Yes, ma’am. I got a friend that 
likes rubies. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You re a filthy thief! 

DUKE. Yes, ma’am. 

CHISHOLM. Look here, old man. How 
much will you take to let us out of 

here? 

duke. How much have you got? 

CHISHOLM. I could Ict vou have—say 
—two hundred dollars in cash. 

DUKE. Bring it here, (chisholm 
walks timorously oi^er to the duke, 
produces his wallet and starts to take 
out some hills) Just put down the 
whole wallet, (chisholm does so, 
with trembling hands) Got any 
more? 

CHISHOLM (pnffiiig his pouts pock¬ 
ets). Only some small change. 

DUKE. Keep it. 

AIRS. CHISHOLM (rismg). Now can 
we go? 


CHISHOLM. But I understood that 
you . . . 

DUKE. Sit down where you were. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You are a cheap, 
contemptible, crooked thief . . . 

CHISHOLM. Be quiet, Edith. (He re¬ 
sumes his seat) We’re in his hands. 
There’s nothing we can do—but hope 
that someday the United States Gov¬ 
ernment will take some measures to 
protect the lives and property of its 
citizens. 

(The DUKE has been calmly taking 
all the money from the wallet.) 

DUKE. Here’s your wallet, pal. (He 
tosses it to CHISHOLM, who stoops to 
pick it up.) 

(sQUiER has finished writing. He 
turns to the duke and from now on 
speaks rapidly and with a peculiar 
earnestness.) 

SQUIER. Duke—I have a great favor 
to ask of you. 

DUKE. Yeah? 

SQUIER. I don’t think you’ll refuse it. 
Because—you’re a man of imagina¬ 
tion. You’re not afraid to do—rather 
outlandish things . . . 

DUKE. What are you getting at? 

SQUIER. This insurance policy—it’s 
mv only asset. It’s for five thousand 
dollars—and it was made out in favor 
of mv wife. She’s a rich woman, and 
she doesn’t need that money—and I 
know she doesn’t wflwt it, from me. 
I’ve wTitten on the policy that I want 
the money paid to Miss Maple— 
that young lady in diere. If Mr. and 



THE PETRIFIED FOREST 


Mrs. Chisholm will witness my sig¬ 
nature, I’m sure it will be all right. 
My wife would never contest it. She’s 
a good sort—really she is. Well—what 
I’m getting at is this, Duke: after 
they’ve signed, I wish—I’d be much 
obliged if you’d just—kill me. (The 
DUKE looks at him levelly') It couldn’t 
make any difference to you, Duke. 
After all, if they catch you they can 
hang you only once—and you know 
better than anyone else they already 
have more than they need against 
you. And you can’t be bothered by 
any humane considerations. You’d 
have a hard time finding a more suit¬ 
able candidate for extermination. I’ll 
be mourned by no one. In fact, my 
passing will evoke sighs of relief in 
certain quarters. You see, Duke—in 
killing me—you’d only be executing 
the sentence of the law—I mean, 
natural law—sunnval of the fittest... 

CRAMP. My God—he is drunk! 

DUKE. Sure— and having a fine time 
showing off. 

SQUiER. Of course I’m showing off. 
I’m tiynng to outdo Boze in gallantry. 
But is there anything unnatural in 
that? Boze was ready to sacrifice his 
life to become an All-American star. 
And I’m ready to do likewise. (He 
addresses the Chisholms) Can’t 
you see I mean it? 

CHISHOLM. I’m afraid I’m not greatly 
interested in vour whimsicalities. 

SQUIER. I don’t blame you. But you 
must remember that this is a weird 
country we’re in. These Mesas are 
enchanted—and you have to be pre¬ 
pared for the improbable. I’m only 
asking that you attest to my signa¬ 
ture on this . . 
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MRS. CHISHOLM. 1 bclieve you do 
mean it! 

SQUIER. Good for you, Mrs. Chis¬ 
holm! You’re a kindred spirit! I’ll 
bet that you, too, have been thrilled 
by “A Tale of Two Cities." 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You’re in love with 
her, aren’t you? 

SQUIER. Yes—yes, I suppose I am. 
And not unreasonably. She has 
heroic stuff in her. She mav be one 
of the immortal women of France— 
another Joan of Arc, or Georges Sand, 
or Madame Curie. I want to show hei 
that I believe in her—and how else 
can I do it? Living, I’m worth noth¬ 
ing to her. Dead—I can buy her the 
tallest cathedrals, and golden vine¬ 
yards, and dancing in the streets. 
One well-directed bullet will accom¬ 
plish that. And it will gain a measure 
of reflected glory for him w’ho fired it 
and him who stopped it. (He holds 
up the wsiirance policy) This docu¬ 
ment will be mv ticket to immortality. 
It will inspire people to say of me: 
"There was an artist, who died before 
his time!" Will vou do it, Duke? 

DUKE (quietly)- I’ll be glad to. 

SQUIER. Then can I have this signed? 

DUKE. Sure. 

CHISHOLM (to cramp). Is he by an\ 
chance insane? 

CRAMP. Don’t ask me. He’s no friend 
of mine. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Of coursc hc’s in¬ 
sane. But what of it? 

(sQUiER gives her the policy and the 
pen.) 
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SQUiER. Thank you, Mrs. Chisholm. 
Please sign where I've written, “Wit¬ 
nessed this day.” (They start to sign) 
I’m going to entrust this to you, Mr. 
Maple. And after I-after the Duke 
has obliged, put it in the hands of 
some good lawyer for collection. My 
passport is on that table for identifi¬ 
cation purposes. Thank you very 
much. (As they hand him hack the 
policy) Plere, Mr. Maple. rises 
and hands the policy to gramp.) 

DUKE. Let me know when you want 
to be killed. 

SQUIER. Pick your own moment, 
Duke. Say—just before you leave. 
(He strides upstage nervously, aim¬ 
lessly) But I’d prefer to have her 
think that vou did it in cold blood. 
Will ^•ou all please remember that? 
(pYLES comes in,) 

DUKE. O. K., pal. But for the time 
being, vou better sit down. You might 
get to feeling reckless. 

(sQUIER sits doivn.) 

SQUIER, I want to. Now—I think 
we’d all better have a drink. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Goodl 

SQUIER (to PYLEs). Would VOU mind 

passing glasses to Mr. and Mrs. Chis¬ 
holm? 

PYLES. Sure. (He goes behind the 
counter for glasses, while squier 
pours himself another) Say, boss- 
let’s lam it out of here. I don’t like 
all them big windows. (He takes the 
g/usses douni to the Chisholms.) 

duke. We got to give them more 
time. 


PYLES. You oughtn’t to trust a dame. 
They probably got lost down there in 
the Panhandle. 

DUKE. They know this country like 
a book. Doris was the one who picked 
this place for meeting up. 

PYLES. Well—I wish to God sheM 
show. 

DUKE. Where’s that cook? 

PYLES. She’s all right. I locked her 
up. (PYLES has been passing glasses 
around, cramp has been reading the 
policy carefully. He turns his atten¬ 
tion to PYLES.) 

cramp. Hey—I’ll have a little of that, 
too. 

PYLES (pouring a drink). Why— 
certainly. 

DUKE. Don’t give it to him, Pyles. 
I'he girl says he oughtn’t to have it. 

SQUIER. Better not, Mr. Maple, we’ll 
all need clear heads for what is to 
come. 

CRAMP. My head’s never been mud¬ 
dled yet. 

PYLES (to Joseph). Here, brother— 
you better take it. 

JOSEPH. Is it all right, Mr. Chisholm? 

PYLES (nshamed for his race). Listen, 
to him! “Is it all right, Mr. Chis¬ 
holm?” Ain’t you heard about the big 
liberation? Come on—take youi 
drink, weasel! 

CHISHOLM. Go ahead, Joseph. 
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JOSEPH. Thank you, sir. 

(pYLBS hands the drink to Joseph, 
then crosses to the right, and sits 
down on the bench by the duke. 
CRAMP has finished wspection of the 
policy and is putting it in his pocket.) 

SQUIER. Do you think its legal? 

CRAMP. Seems so to me. But I’d like 
to tell you just one thing, my friend. 

SQUIER. And what is that, Mr. 
Maple? 

CRAMP. There ain’t a woman alive or 
ever did live that’s xvorth five thou¬ 
sand dollars. 

SQUIER. And let me tell you one 
thing—you’re a forgetful old fool. 
Any woman is worth everything that 
any man has to give—anguish, ec¬ 
stasy, faith, jealousy, love, hatred, life 
or death. Don’t you see—that’s the 
excuse for our existence? It’s what 
makes the whole thing possible, and 
tolerable. When you’ve reached my 
age, you’ll learn better sense. 

MRS. CHISHOLM (to hcf husbaud). 
Did you hear that? 

CHISHOLM (^wearily). I heard. 

SQUIER (to cramp). That lovely girl 
—that granddaughter of yours—do 
you know what she is? No—you don't. 
You haven’t the remotest idea. 

CRAMP. What is she? 

SQUIER. She’s the future. She’s the 
renewal of vitality—and courage— 
and aspiration—all the strength that 
has gone out of you. Hell—I can’t say 
what she is—but she’s essential to me, 
and the whole damned country, and 


the whole miserable world. And 
please, Mrs. Chisholm—please don t 
look at me quizzically. I know how 
I sound. 

MRS. CHISHOLM (tO SQUIEr). I’m 

wondering if you really believe all 
that—I mean, about women? (S/ie 
has already had one stiff drink and 
is about to have another.) 

SQUIER. Of course I do—and there’s 
a man who agrees with me. Qndicat- 
ing the duke) Don’t you, Duke? 

DUKE. I don’t know, pal. I wasn't 
listening. 

SQUIER. Then permit me to speak for 
you. (He turns again to MRS. Chis¬ 
holm) He could have been over the 
border long ago, and safe—but he 
prefers to stay here and risk his life. 
And do you know why? 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Why? 

SQUIER. Because he has a rendezvous 
here with a girl. Isn’t that true, 
Duke? 

DUKE. Yes, pal— that’s it. 

MRS. CHISHOLM (to the duke). Do 
you mean to say you ever have itine 
for romance? 

DUKE. Not much, lady. 

SQUIER. Certainly he has! Just like 
the Knights of the Round Table— 
between dragons. 

DUKE. I guess we’re all a lot of saps. 
But I wouldn’t be surprised if he 
was the champion. (He turns to 
squier) Did you think I was kid¬ 
ding when I said I’d be glad to knock 
you o£F? 
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SQUIER. I hope that neither of us was 
kidding. Did you think / was? 

DUKE. I just wanted to make sure. 

p I'LES. Say! What you talking about? 

DUKE, Shut Up. 

SQUIER. You gave me the idea, Duke, 
when you called me a low-grade son 
of a bitch. Forgive me, Mrs. Chis¬ 
holm. I hope you don’t object to that 
phrase. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Not in the least. 

DUKE. I take it back. You’re all right, 
pal. You’ve got good ideas. I'll try 
to fix it so’s it won’t hurt. 

SQUIER (raising his glassX You’re 
all right, too, Duke. I’d like to meet 
you again some day. (He drinks,') 

DUKE. Maybe it'll be soon. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You loiOW—this 
frightful place has suddenly become 
quite cosy. (She finishes her second 
druik.) 

SQUIER. That’s my doing, Mrs. Chis¬ 
holm. You ought to thank me for 
having taken it out of the realms of 
reality. 

MRS, CHISHOLM (excitedly). I’m go¬ 
ing to see something at last—and after 
that dreadful dull day looking at cliff 
dwellings. (She turns to her hus- 
hand) Do you realize that we’re go¬ 
ing to be witnesses at murder? He’s 

O 

actually going to shoot him . . . 

SQUIER. Sh—please be careful. Mrs. 
Chisholm, (gabby comes in front the 
left, followed by jackib) Hello. 
How’s Boze? 


GABBY. He’ll be all right. 

PYLES. Did you tie him up good? 

JACKIE, Yeah— in the bathroom. Say, 
Duke, it’s after ten o’clock. 

PYLES. Yeah, boss. 

DUKE. We’ll give ’em a few more 
minutes. 

SQUIER (significantly), A few min¬ 
utes. 

DUKE (with a slight grin). Not so 
much more time, pal. 

(jACKiE wanders out for a visit with 

RUBY.) 

GABBY. Listen, Cramp—I’ve got an 
idea w'e ought to sell out right away, 
tomorrow. It’s the best chance we’ll 
ever have, because this place is go- 
ing to get advertised all over the 
country and people will be flocking 
here just to see where Duke Mantee 
stopped. I’ll bet Dana Trimble will 
boost bis offer sure. (She is standing 
by the table at the left.) 

CRAMP (significantly). You’re still 
aiming to take that trip to France? 

GABBY. No—the hell with that! I’m 
asking you to do it for Dad’s sake. 
Let him get located in Los Angeles— 
and maybe I’ll find that wTiter vnth 
Warner Brothers, and maybe I'll get 
a job—and then we’ll all be rich. 

CRAMP. Don’t sound likely to me. 

GABBY. You can’t tell, Cramp. There 
might be a great future for Dad in 
the Legion. That’s what he wants, 
and you ought to give him a whack 
at it. 
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SQUIER. And would you be content 
with that? 

GABBY (sfliMgcly). I’m not thinking 
about myself! I don’t care what hap¬ 
pens to me. 

SQUIER. But you must think about 
yourself. You want to be a great 
painter, don’t you? Then you’ll have 
to get used lo being a colossal egoist, 
selfish to the core. 

GABBY. Are you going to give me 
more advice? You and your talk 
about Nature? I thought you told me 
never to listen to you. 

SQUIRE. I did—but . . . 

GABBY. Well, that’s all the advice 
I’m going to take. (She turns away 
from him.') 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Do you mind if I 
speak up, my dear? Perhaps I could 
tell you some things that . . . 

GABBY. What do you know about me? 

CHiSHOiM. Nothing! If I were you, 
Edith, I’d keep out of . . . 

MRS. CHISHOLM (turning on him). 

You haven’t the remotest concep¬ 
tion of what’s inside me, and you 
never have had and never will have 
as long as you live out your stuffy, 
astigmatic life. (She turns to gabby) 
I don’t know about you, my dear. 
But I know what it means to repress 
yourself and starve yourself through 
what you conceive to be your duty 
to others. I’ve been through that. 
When I was just about your age, I 
went to Salzburg—because I’d had 
a nen'ous breakdown after I came out 
and I went to a psychoanalyst there 
and he told me I had every right to 


be a great acuess. He gave me a let¬ 
ter to Max Reinhardt, and I might 
have played the Nun in The 
Miracle.” But my family of course 
started yapping about my obliga¬ 
tions to fhe»i—who had given me 
everything, including life. At least, 
they called it “life.” Tliey whisked 
me’back to Dayton, to take my place 
in the Junior League, and the Coun¬ 
try Club, and the D. A. R.—and 
eveiy'thing else that’s foul and ob¬ 
scene. And before I knew it, I was 
married to this pillar of the mortgage, 
loan and trust. And what did he do? 
He took my soul and had it stencilled 
on a card, and filed. And where have 
I been ever since? In an art metal 
cabinet. That’s why I think I have a 
little right to advise you. 

CHISHOLM (closing his tired eyes). 

Dear God! 

MRS. CHISHOLM. You needn’t look 
so martyred! You know perfectly 
well that until this minute I’ve never 
complained. I’ve managed to play the 
part of a self-effacing . . . 

CHISHOLM (his eyes are now open). 
Never complained, eh! Forgive me 
if I indulge in some quiet, mirthless 
laughter. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. What you’vi.^ 
wanted is a wife who’s an orna¬ 
mental cipher. And, God knows— 
I’ve tried and tried to be just that... 

CHISHOLM. When? 

MRS. CHISHOLM. IVe given you what 
you wanted—at the cost of my indi¬ 
viduality, my self-respect—and—and 
everything else . . . 

CHISHOLM. At the cost of nothing! 
I suppose vou’ve never come storm- 
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ing into the office and created a scene 
just when I was straining every 
faculty to find ways to pay for . . . 

MRS. CHISHOLM (to gabby). Thcie 
—my dear! 

CHISHOLM. Your insane extrava¬ 
gance . . . 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Bc quict! (cHIS- 
HOLM abandons the argument, as is 
his zvo7it. MRS. CHISHOLM again to 
gabby) Perhaps you'll understand 
now what I mean. Profit by mv ex- 
ample and realize that perhaps you 
have something important to give to 
the world. Don’t let them stifle you 
with their talk about duty. Go to 
France—and /ind yourself! 

GRAMP. Suppose she learns there’s 
nothing there to find? 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Even so—it would be 
better than endless doubt—which has 
been mv portion. (She pours her¬ 
self another drink, gabby sits dovm 
at the left.) 

SQuiER. You know—it’s the damn¬ 
dest thing about this place. There’s 
something here that stimulates the 
autobiographical impulse. (To the 
duke) \\ffiat kind of life have you 
had, Duke? 

DUKE. A hell of a life. 

MRS, CHISHOLM. I don’t believc it. 

DUKE. VVhv not, lady? 

(jACKiE returns and sits on a stool 
at the counter.') 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Bccause you’ve had 
the one supreme satisfaction of 
knowing that at least you’re a real 
man. 


(MR. CHISHOLM again shuts his 
eyes.) 

DUKE. Yeh—that’s true. But what has 
it got me? I’ve spent most of my time 
since I grew up in jail, and it looks 
like I’ll spend the rest of my life 
dead. So what good does it do me to 
be a real man when you don’t get 
much chance to be crawling into the 
hav wth some dame? 

MRS. CHISHOLM Rafter a slight, 
thoughtful pause). I wonder if we 
could find any hay around here? 

CHISHOLM (past vehemence). For 
the love of God, Edith . . . 

JACKIE. Say! What’s been going on 
here? 

SQUIER. I’m not sure—but I think 
the Duke has had an offer. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. He Certainly has! 
And it was made with all sincerity, 
too. 

PYLES. Now, listen, boss—don’t you 
go getting into no hay with her. Be* 
cause we got to lam it out of here. 

DUKE. Thanks very much, lady. 
When I get settled down in Mexico, 
maybe I’ll send you a postcard, with 
my address. 

SQUIER. Excuse me, Duke—hut how’s 
the time getting along? 

DUKE. It’s just about up, pal. 

SQUIER (rttmiwg to gabby). I must 
talk to you, Gabrielle. 

GABBY, You can wait until after 
they’re gone. 
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SQuiER. I can’t wait. I mean—when 
they go—I go. I have to tell you now 
that I love you. 

GABBY. Now listen, Alan. I got sort 
of upset by all that blood, and I 
don’t want to . . . 

SQUIER. I tell you solemnly that I 
love you, with all the heart that is 
left in me. 

JACKIE. Are we waiting just to listen 
to this? 

MRS. CHISHOLM. He does love you, 
my dear. He told us so. 

SQUIER. Please, Mrs. Chisholm. I’m 
capable of saying it. (He turns to 
gabby) Even if I’m not capable of 
making you believe that I . . . 

gabby. Don’t make a fool of your¬ 
self, Alan. They’re all staring at you. 

SQUIER. I know they are. But you’ve 
got to believe it, and you’ve got to 
remember it. Because—you see—it’s 
my only chance of survival. I told 
YOU about that major artist, that’s 
teen hidden. I’m transferring him to 
you. You’ll find a line in that verse 
of Villon’s that fits that. Something 
about: “Thus in your field my seed 
of han'estry will thrive.’’ I’ve pro¬ 
vided barren soil for that seed—but 
you’ll give it fertility and growth and 
fruition . . . 

PYLES. Listen, boss—I got a wife and 
four children. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. Be quiet—you black 
gorilla! 

PYLES. W4iat you call me? (He rises, 
his machine-gun at the alert.') 


DUKE. She pegged you, all right, 
Pyles. Sit down! 

(Somewhat reluctantly, pyles 
obeys.) 

SQUIER. You still think I was being 
comic? 

GABBY. No, Alan. I just think that 
you—you’re kind of crazy. And 1 
guess so am I. And that’s why I think 
we’d be terribly happy together. 
(sQUiER looks into her eyes.) 

SQUIER. Don’t say that, Gabrielle. 

GABBY. Why not—w'hen I believe it, 
with all my heart. 

SQUIER (after a moment). Well— 
maybe you’re right . . . 

GABBY. You’re beginning to admit 
it . . . 

SQUIER. Maybe we will be happy to¬ 
gether in a funny kind of way. 

GABBY. Alan! (Impulsively, she goes 
forward and kneels beside him.) 

JACKIE. Hey! 

DUKE. Leave ’em alone! 

GABBY. Alan! If you’re going away, 
I’m going with you—wherever it is. 

SQUIER (taking hold of her hand), 
No, Gabrielle. I’m not going away, 
anywhere. I don’t have to go any 
farther. Because I think I’ve found 
the thing I was looking for. I’ve 
found it—here, in the Valley of the 
Shadow. 

GABBY. What, Alan? What have you 
found? 
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SQuiER. I can't say what it is, Ga- 
brielle. Because I don’t quite know, 
yet! (He loohs into her eyes for a 
moment, then turns suddenly to the 
duke) All right, Duke. We neednt 
wait any longer. 

(Three sharp toots from the Duesen- 
herg are heard.^ 

DUKE. Watch it, boys! 

(pYLES and JACKIE hastily duck out 
of range of the windows.^ 

CHISHOLM. What was that? 

JOSEPH. It was our horn, Mr. Chis- 
liolm. 

(jACKiE is by the door, duke by the 
rioht window, PYLES is crouched, 
covering those in the room.') 

Jason’s voice. Who’s that? 

ruby’s voice. Stick up your hands! 
(the duke has levelled his machine- 
gun through the slightly open win¬ 
dow.) 

duke. We got you covered by 
machine-guns. Open that door, Jack¬ 
ie. Come on, boys. Walk in the front 
loor, and keep 'em up! Cover the 
door, Jackie. 

JACKIE. I got it. 

DUKE. Come on! Keep coming! 
(jASON comes in, followed by two 
fellow legionnaires—one, the com¬ 
mander, a peppery little man, and 
another who is burly and stupid. All 
are in the same gaudy uniforms and 
all look bewildered.) 

DUKE. Get those guns, Jackie. 
(j\CKiE systemuficHly disarms the 
legionnaires. He tosses the guns into 
the ammunition sack, ruby comes 
to the door.) 


RUBY. All clear out here. 

duke. Is their car in our way"? 

RUBY. No— it’s a good mask. 

DUKE. O. K. Get back to the car. 
(ruby disappears into the night.) 

JASON. Is this a stick-up? 

JACKIE. What a guesser! 

CRAMP. Say—Jason. That there’s 
Duke Mantee. Been here all eve¬ 
ning. He and his gang picked this 
place out of the whole southwest. 

DUKE. What’s that uniform you’re 
wearing? 

JASON. It’s the Ralph M. Kesterling 
Post of the American Legion. 

coAfMANDER. I’m the commander of 
this post, buddy, and I want to tell 
you that all of us men fought in the 
World War. You wouldn’t shoot us 
down in cold blood? 

JACKIE (cheerfully). Sure we would. 

DUKE. Sit dowTi, boys. 

ANOTHER LEGIONNAIRE (vcry boSSO). 

Where? 

JACKIE. On your cans, Legion. 

DUKE. Dowti there on the floor—in 
a bunch—and stay there. (With 
son/c little sacrifice of dignity, the 
LEGIONNAIRES Sit dowH OH the floOT 

in a huddle in the centre) Why did 
you come here? 

JASON. This is where I live. 
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gabby. That’s my father. 

DUKE. Why did you bring the whole 
regiment with you? 

COMMANDER. We wcrc trailing you. 
And by God we caught up with . . . 

JASON. Shut up, Commander. The 
less we talk the better for all con¬ 
cerned. 

JACKIE. Some legion! Out gunning 
for the bad men—and look at 'em 
now! 

DUKE. What made you think I’d be 
around here? 

COMMANDER. They caught your pals. 

OTHER. Three men and a blonde. 

PYLES. Don’t you try to go get 'em 
out now, boss! 

DUKE. Where was it? (There is no 
reply, duke continues with UU’ 
wonted ferocity') Come on—tell me 
—or I’ll tear holes a yard wide in 
them pansy uniforms! 

JASON. They caught ’em at Buckhom. 

DUKE. Where’s that? 

(pYLES pulls the map from his 
pocket.) 

OTHER. It’s in New Mexico—’bout 
ninety—hundred miles southeast of 
here. 

DUKE. When? 

JASON. I don’t know. 

COMMANDER. We heard about it half 
an hour ago. Every man in this state 


that can bear arms has turned ou^ 

to . . . 

PYLES. Here it is, boss. Buckhorn- 
on Route 11 . 

JACKIE. How’d they get ’em? 

COMMANDER. It was the regular 
army! 

OTHER. Your friends run right into 
a troop of the U. S. Cavalry. 

JASON. I warn you, Mantee—you’d 
better get out of here, for your own 
good. 

DUKE. Is anybody else coming this 
way? 

JASON. I don’t know. I swear to God 1 
don’t. But there are posses all around 
here, and I don’t want to get this 
place shot up. 

COMMANDER. You got the wholc 
mighty strength of this nation after 
you now, buddy. 

JACKIE. Listen, Legion—when we’re 
got it will be by real cops—not by 
anv overgrown Boy Scouts in fancy 
dress. 

JASON. All right—you can talk big, 
if you want to. But I’ll tell you that 
the woman in that car has been do¬ 
ing some talking. 

DUKE (after a moment). What? 

JACKIE. It was Doris. She snitched. 
They alw'ays snitch! 

DUKE. Shut up! (To jason) What 
were you saying? 

JASON. I’m telling you for your own 
good, Mantee—they know where you 
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ivere heading—theyVe picked up 
your trail—and they’ll get you . , . 

TACKifi. She has snitched! Come on, 
Duke! 

GQiiiER. Don’t listen to them, Duke! 
(sQUiER is leaning forward, watch¬ 
ing the DUKE with great intentness. 
He sees that the duke, for once, has 
been propelled into a state of turbu¬ 
lent, agonized indecision.') 

PYLES. Come on, boss—or were all 
dead. 

roMMANDER. The law’s closing in 
pn you! 

JACKIE. What’s the matter with you, 
Duke? Why the hell don’t you . . . 

DUKE Qwith sudden savagery'). For 
Christ’s sake, shut up! Shut upl 
Give me time to think. 

suuiER Qurgently). No, Duke—don’t 
waste any time thinking. That isn’t 
your game. Don’t listen to what 
tlicyrc telling you. You’ve got to 
keep going and going and going— 

rvLES. Yeah—and 50 fast. 

JACKIE. You’ve been double-crossed 
and bitched, and the next thing you’ll 
be laved flat on a marble slab . . . 

rniKE. Where’d they take her? 

JASON. I don’t know. Maybe to Albu- 
'juerque. 

JACKIE. If we head for there, they’ll 
take us/ 

SQUIER. You want revenge, don’t 
you! You want to go out of your way 
again to get that blonde who 


snitched. Don’t do it, Lnike. Even if 
she did betray you, don’t you com¬ 
mit a worse crime. Don’t betray your¬ 
self. Go on, run for the border—and 
take your illusions with you! 

JACKIE. He’s right, Duke! 

DUKE. I told you to shut up! (He 
says that to jackib, hut he is look' 
ing hard at squier, who is talking 
with passionate earnestness.^ 

squier. You know they’re going to 
get you, anyway. You’re obsolete, 
Duke—like me. You’ve got to die. 
Then die for freedom. That’s worth 
it. Don’t give up your life for any¬ 
thing so cheap and unsatisfactory as 
revenge. 

PYLES. I hear a car coining, boss. We 
better lam. 

(The DUKE looks at squier curious¬ 
ly, for a moment.') 

DUKE. All right, pal. I’m going. Now, 
listen, folks: we’ve had a pleasant 
evening here and I’d hate to spoil it 
with any killing at the finish. So stay 
where you are until we’re out of 
sight, because we’ll he watching. 
Better cut that phone wire, Jackie. 
Pack up the ammunition, Pvles, 
(pYLES and JACKIE are galvanized 
into action.') 

SQUIER. Wait a minute! You’re not 
forgetting me? 

o O 

(jACKiE is opevwg his hiifcy pyles 
is picking up the ammunition sack, 
and DUKE is covering all, when the 
Ducsenherg horn is heard again. 

DUKE, PYLES n»d JACKIE d«cfe.) 

DUKE (peering out the window). 
Car’s stopped out in the road. There’s 
a guy with a rifle. 
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PYLES. Cops? 

duke. Looks like it. 

JACKIE. Hicks or G’s? 

DUKE. Hicks. Lay low! 

commander. It’s the Sheriff! He’s 
got you, Mantee! 

JASON. I warned you! You’d better 
surrender now before they start . . . 
(A huTSt of machine-gun pre is heard 
from the left.) 

PYLES. That’s Ruby shooting. 

duke. The God-damn fool. Get out 
there to that window, Jackie, and 
tell him to hold his fire. We don’t 
want ’em drilling that car. (jackie 
starts to go) Wait! Tell him to open 
up if they try to drift around that 
side. 

JACKIE. O. K. (Stooped over, he goes 
to the door at the lower left and out) 

JASON. You have no right to endan¬ 
ger (he lives of innocent people. 
You’d better surrender. 

duke. Get behind that counter, 
Pyles. And keep this mob in here 
covered. 

PYLES. O. K., boss. (He crouches on 
the left end of the counter. The duke 
is marvellously alert, crouching hy 
the window, the muzzle of his gun 
thrust ojit) What they doing now, 
boss? 

(The duke delivers a short hurst of 
machine-gun fire out the window.) 

duke. They’re crawling into the sage¬ 
brush the other side of the road. 
Where are them pans? 


PYLES. The sack’s right there beside 
you. (A shot from outside shatters 
one of the xvindow paries) Boy—1 
knowed this place wasn t safe! 

(Wails are heard from paula, off at 

the left.) 

DUKE. You folks better get down. Lie 
down all of you close together in the 
middle. Watch ’em, Pyles. 

PYLES. I’m watching! 

(All hasten to obey, so that they are 
lying flat on their stomachs, close to¬ 
gether. JACKIE returns.) 

JACKIE. O. K., Duke. 

DUKE. Where’s the light switch? 

CRAMP. To the right of the door. 

DUKE. Turn ’em out, Jackie. 

(jackie turns out the lights.) 

CHISHOLM (to his wife). Do you 
want any hay now? 

(The strip of faces and feet of the 
prone is illumined hy the glow of 
light from the door at the right. 
Through the windows and the panes 
of the door come bright moonlight 
and the green Neon gleam to illu¬ 
mine, dimly, the duke and jackie.) 

DUKE. Get to the kitchen door, 
Jackie. Hold your fire, unless they 
try to rush it. They’ll try to work 
around that direction to the shadow 
of that mesa. It’s their only cover. 
When they get around there, we’l! 
lam. 

JACKIE. How many are there? 

DUKE. Six or seven. Nothing to wor¬ 
ry about. (Another shot from out¬ 
side) When enough of ’em get 
across that road, give ’em a couple 
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of bursts to scare 'em and then snap 
back here. And watch yourself, kid! 

JACKIE. O. K., Duke. (He crosses 
the line of bodies.) 

COMMANDER. Ouch! 

(Still another shot front outside 
breaks a window, jackie has gone 
out at the left, doze’s voice can he 
heard shouting: "Let vie out of here! 
Let vie out of here!" paula can he 
heard wailing sprayers and impreca¬ 
tions in Spanish.) 

DUKE. Keeping ’em covered, Pyles? 

PYLES. I got ’em, boss! I got ’em! 
(The subsequent dialogue is punc¬ 
tuated with shots from outside and 
hursts from duke’s Tommy-gun.) 

SQUIER. It’s an inspiring moment— 
isn’t it, Gabrielle? The United States 
of America versus Duke Mantee! 

(A volley from the sheriff’s posse 
and the Neon light goes out.) 

JASON. Tliey’vc absolutely wrecked 

the Neon! 

CRAMP. It’s them deputies shooting. 
Probably all drunk. 

SQUIER. It almost restores in me the 
will to live—and love—and conquer. 

CHISHOLM. Listen, Edith—if I’m 

killed . . . 

MRS. CHISHOLM. What did you say? 
CHISHOLM. I said—if I’m killed—and 

you're not . . . notify Jack Laver)'. 
He has full instructions. 

MRS. CHISHOLM (tMniiwg away). 

All right. 


COMMANDER. Hcy—Mantee . . 

you’re not going to let ’em rush us, 
are you? 

(The DUKE replies with another 
burst.) 

PYLES. Getting any of ’em, boss? 

DUKE. Can’t get a good angle on ’em. 
But they’re drifting over—and 
Jackie’ll get ’em. 

SQUIER. I feel as if I were sitting on 
top of a mountain ... in the middle 
of Penguin Island. Watching . . . 
watching the odd little creatures. 
(mrs. CHISHOLM Starts to hum) How 
do you feel about it, darling? 

GABBY. I don’t know, Alan. And I 
don’t care. 

JASON. I wish to God you’d stop that 
praying. 

MRS. CHISHOLM. I’m not praying— 
I’m singing! 

(By now it is apparent that the at¬ 
tackers have been drifting over; the 
sound of shots comes more from the 
left.) 

PYLES. Why ain’t Jackie shooting? 

DUKE. The kid knows what he’s do¬ 
ing. 

COMMANDER. If you let ’em rush us 
. . . it’ll be a massacre. 

GABBY. Alan . . . Alan—when you 
get to France . . . what do you see 
first? 

SQUIER. Customs Officers, 

GABBY. But what’s the first real sight 
you see? 
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sQUiEk. The fields and forests of 
Normandy and then . . . 

GABBY. What, Alan? 

SQUiEB. And then Paris. 

PYLES. I better tell Jackie to open 
up. 

DUKE. Stay where you are. 

GABBY. Paris! That’s the most mar¬ 
vellous place in the world for love— 
isn’t it? 

SQUIER. All places are marvellous. 
GABBY. Even here. 

SQUIER. Especially here, my darling. 
JOSEPH Qswaying and chanting). Oh, 

Lord! Oh, Lord! It is the judgment of 
thy wrath on these thy poor sinful 
children. 

(More wails from paula and shouts 
front BOZE.) 

JASON. The next thing you know 
those gas pumps will be up in flames. 

SQUIER. As long as I live—I’ll be 
grateful to the Duke . . . 

GABBY. Alan . . . Alan . . . will you 
please kiss me? (He kisses her.) 

(The DUKE delivers a final prolonged 
hurst, then Uirns from the window.) 

DUKE. O. K., Pyles. We’re pulling 
out. Get Jackie. 

(pYLEs ducks into the kitchen. The 
shooting from the left is now in¬ 
tense.) 

SQUIER. Oh, Lord— Now it’s going 
to be all over- 


GABBY (clinging to him). Not for us, 
Alan—never— 

PYLES (returning). Jackie’s got 
killed. 

DUKE. How the hell did he do that? 

PYLES. I don’t know, boss. 

DUKE. Well—we got to leave him. 
You and you and you and you are 
coming with us to hang on the run¬ 
ning board. We got to have shields. 
(He has designated the Chisholms, 
JOSEPH and the Uvo legionnaires.) 

CHISHOLM. Me? 

MRS, CHISHOLM. All right! All right! 

I don’t care what happens to me 
now. I don’t care a bit! 

COMMANDER. For God’s Sake, Buddy, 
don’t let us get shot down like . . . 

JOSEPH. Oh, Lord God of Abraham. 
Oh, Holy Lord . . . 

OTHER LEGIONNAIRE. This is the 

country I was ready to die for . . . 
(The foregoing is all jumbled to¬ 
gether.) 

GRAMP. Me, too? 

DUKE. No, not you, Pop. Come on, 
on your feet. Get moving out through 
that door. They won’t shoot at you! 
You won’t none of you get hurt if 
you keep your hands up and make 
plenty of noise. Come on—keep mov- 
ing! 

PYLES. And we’re in one hell of a 
hurry. (He is herding them out. 
Their hands are up and they are 
shotiting lustily.) 
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ALL. Don’t shoot— Don t shoot. Foi 
God’s sake, Buddies, don’t shoot! 
[The DUKE is in the doonvay, a 
crouched silhouette against the moon¬ 
lit desert. His machine-gun is under 
his left arm, his revolver in his right 
hand.') 

DUKE (to those remaining). You’d 
better stay where you are for a while. 
Good night, folks. 

SQUiER C^pringing to his feet). Duke! 

GABBY. Alan! Keep down! 

SQUIER. Duke! 

DUKE. Do you still want it? 

SQUIER C<^esperately). It’s no mat¬ 
ter whether I want it or not. You’ve 
got to . . . 

DUKE. O. K., pal. (He shoots, squier 
spins against the hutch counter. 
CABBY screams) I’ll be seeing you 
soon. (He goes.) 

GRAMP. God Almighty! He meant 
it! 

(gabby rushes to squier. There are 
more lenils from paula and shouts 
from B02E, but the shooting has 
stopped.) 

JASON. Keep dount! 

(The motor of the car is heard start¬ 
ing. The door at the left bursts open 
and the sheriff comes iti, holding 
a rifle. Behind him are herb and 
tii’o deputies, iHth rifles, pistols, 
shotguns.) 

SHERIFF. Where’d they go? 
lASON (risi«gY Out there. 


herb (full of enthusiasm and 
moon). Let’s get ’em, Sheriff! Come 
on, fellers—we’ll shoot ’em dead! 
(The SHERIFF starts for the door, 
and humps into jason.) 

gabby. Gramp! Go get Boze. He 
knows about first aid. 

(cramp goes out at the left.) 

SHERIFF. Get out of my way, you 

clumsy . . . (The sheriff goes out 
the front door, followed by the dep¬ 
uties and herb. They take cover, 
and raise their rifles.) 

JASON. Tliose are innocent people on 
the running board! (He switches on 
the lights.) 

herb. Never mind ’em. Let's shoot 
the hell out of ’em! (He shoots.) 

SHERIFF. God damn! Come on. We’ll 
go after ’em. (He runs out of sight.) 

VOICE OF ANOTHER DEPUTY. Can’t 

dri^’e that car. The tires are all shot. 

sheriff’s VOICE. Here’s a car we 
can take. 

JASON. Wait a minute. That’s my carl 
You’ve done enough damage to my 
property. 

herb’s voice. Ah—shut up. 

(squier lurches toward the center 
table. GABBY steadies him and helps 
him to slump down into a chair.) 

SQUIER. It doesn’t hurt— or, at least, 
it doesn’t seem. ... It went into this 
lung, I think. (He leans forwaid on 
the table.) 

GABBY. It’s all right, Alan. 

SQUIER. It isn’t all right, Gahrielle- 
I’m practically dead. 
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GABBY. No! Alan! You said you 
wanted to live. 

SQUIER. I know I did . . . 

gabby. And I’ll live with you. I will! 

SQUIER (looking up at her and smil- 

feebly). I know I said it. I was 
blinded, then. But now I can see- 

gabby (s/ioHtiHg). Boze! Gramp! 
Somebody! Come here quick! 

SQUIER. They were right, Gabrielle 
. . . I mean the stars. I had to come 
all this way—to find a reason ... Oh, 
—if people only had guts enough, 
they’d always find ... (He covers 
his eyes imth his hand) Death is 
funny-looking when . . . The Duke 
—understood what it was—I wanted 
. . . I hope you’ll— (His arms are 
stretched out on the table and his 
head has been sinking until it rests 
between them,) 

gabby. What, Alan? What did you 
say? (She takes hold of his shoidder 
and, frantically, shakes him) Alan 
. . . (He is finally silent. Her lip 
quivers, but she tightens her face) 
No—don’t worry, Alan. I’m not go¬ 
ing to be a God-damned cry-baby 
about it ... I know you died happy 
. . . Didn’t you, Alan? Didn't you? 
(After a moment, boze comes in, 
followed by gramp. boze’s right 
hand is in a blood-stained bandage.) 

BOZE. Are you all right, old kid? 

GABBY. I guess he’s dead. 

GRAMP. Sure he is. Mantee couldn’t 
have missed twice. 

BOZE, Damned tough. He was a 
good guy, at that. 

(A u^ail j'rom paula is again heard.) 


BOZE. What’s that? 

GABBY. It’s Paula. Go in and let her 
out. 

(boze goes out at the left, gramp 
takes the insurance policy from his 
pocket.) 

GRAMP. Listen, Gabby—here’s the 
funny thing. His life insurance for 
five thousand berries. He made it out 
to you, and it looks regular. Said he 
wanted you to spend it on a trip to 
France to see your mother. Of course, 
I don’t know if it’s collectible, but b) 
God, I’m going to get it to Summer- 
field in the morning. (He puts the 
policy hack in his pocket) He was 
the damnedest feller I ever did see. 
(He turns and crosses to the left and 
sits down in his rocking chair) 
Couldn’t make him out. 

(jASON comes in quickly.) 

jASGN. Mantee let ’em off the cat 
’bout a quarter of a mile up the road. 
You can see ’em walking back. (He 
sees squier) Has he— 

CRAMP. Yep—he’s gone. 

JASON (removing his cap). Pool 
feller. Well—he died a hero’s death. 
We’ll give him an honorable funeral. 

GABBY. We’ll bury him out there in 
the petrified forest. 

JASON. What? 

GABBY. That’s what he wanted. 

GRAMP. Yes—by God—he said so. 
(jASON starts up to the telephone be¬ 
hind the counter.) 

JASON. Well, maybe his next of kin 
will have something to say about that 
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I’ve got to *phone the Sheriff s office. 
They’ll never catch Mantee with my 
car—unless he wrecks that Duesen- 
berg . . . Hello— Hello-get me 
the Sheriff’s office in Morenci . . • 
^^eh» ... 

(gabby is still standing close to 
SQuiER, her hands on his shoulder.^ 

GABBY C^ltnost to herself^* 

“Thus in your field ray seed of 
harvestry will thrive— 

For the fruit is like me that I 
set—” 

(boze comes in^ from the kitchen, 
laughing.^ 

BOZE. Boy— it did me good to see that 
Jackie in a pool of blood. . . . 


GABBY (louder, almost defiantly}, 

“God bids me tend it with good 

husbandry: 

This is the end for which we 
twain are met.” 

JASON. Hello—who’s this . . . Oh— 
hello, Ernie . . ♦ 

BOZE (wildly}. Don’t keep staring 
at him . . . 

JASON. Jason Maple . . , Say—Man- 
tee was here and escaped South in a 
yellow Duesenberg, Ohio license 
plate. Sheriff went after him, but you 
got to watch Route 71 and send out 
the alarm to watch Route 60. Yes— 
we had quite some shooting here.... 

(During this speech the curtain has 
fallen.} 
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WAITING FOR LEFTY 


As the curtain goes np we see a hare stage. On it are sitting six or seven men 
in a semicircle. Lolling against the proscenium down left is a young man 
chewing a toothpick: a gunman. A fat man of porcine appearance is talking 
directly to the audience. In other irortis he is the head of a union ami the 
men ranged behind him are a committee of worker's. They are now seated 
in interesting different attitudes and present a wide diversity of type, as we 
shall soon see. The fat man is hot and heavy under the collar, near the end 
of a long talk, hut not too hot: he is well fed and confident. His name is 

harry fatt. 


FATT. You’re so wrong I ain’t laugh¬ 
ing. Any guy with eyes to read knows 
it. Look at the textile strike—out like 
lions and in like lambs. Take the 
San Francisco tie-up—star\'ation and 
broken heads. The steel boys wanted 
to walk out too, but they changed 
their minds. It’s the trend of the 
times, that’s what it is. All we work¬ 
ers got a good man behind us now. 
He’s top man of the country—look¬ 
ing out for our interests—the man in 
the White House is the one I’m re- 
ferrin’ to. That’s why the times ain’t 
ripe for a strike. He’s working day 
and night— 

VOICE (from the audience'). For 
u’ho? 

(The GUNMAN stirs himself.) 

FATT. For you! The records prove 
it. If this was the Hoover regime, 
would I say don’t go out, boys? Not 
on your tintype! But things is dif¬ 
ferent now. You read the papers as 
well as me. You know it. And that’s 
why I’m against the strike. Because 
we gotta stand behind the man w'ho’s 
standin’ behind us! The whole coun- 


ANOTHER VOICE. Is On the blink! 
(The GUNMAN looks grave.) 


FATT. Stand up and show yourself, 
you damn red! Be a man, let’s see 
what you look like! (Waits in vain) 
Yellow from the word go! Red and 
yellow makes a dirty color, boys. I 
got mv eyes on four or five of them 
in the union here. What the hell’ll 
they do for you? Pull you out and 
run aivay when trouble starts. Give 
those birds a chance and they’ll have 
vour sisters and wives in the whore 
houses, like they done in Russia. 
They’ll tear Christ off his bleeding 
cross. They’ll wTeck your homes and 
throw your babies in the river. You 
think that’s bunk? Read the papers! 
Now listen, we can't stay here all 
night. I gave you the facts in the case. 
You boys got hot suppers to go to 
and— 

ANOTHER VOICE. Says you! 

GUNMAN. Sit down, Punk! 

ANOTHER VOICE. Where’s Leftyr 
(Now this question is taken up hy 
ihe others in unison, fatt pounds 
with gavel.) 

FATT. That’s what I wanna know. 
Where’s your pal, Lefty? You elected 
him chairman—where the hell did he 
disappear? 
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VOICES. Wc want Lefty! Lefty! LefU'! 

f AiT \Vliat the hell is 

this—a circus? You got the commit¬ 
tee here. This bunch of cowboys you 
elected. CPointing to man on ex¬ 
treme right end.^ 

MAN. Benjamin. 

FATT. Yeah, Doc Benjamin. (Point¬ 
ing to other men in circle in seated 
order') Benjamin, Miller, Stein, Mit¬ 
chell, Phillips, Keller. It ain't my 
fault Lefty took a run-out powder. If 
you guys— 

A GOOD VOICE. Wliat’s the committee 
say? 

OTHERS. The committee! Let’s hear 
from the committee! (fatt tries to 
quiet the crowd, hut one of the seated 
men suddenly comes to the front. 
The GUNMAN moves over to center 
stage, hut fatt says) 

FATT. Sure, let him talk. Let’s hear 
what the red boys gotta say! 

(Various shotits are coming from the 
audience, fatt insolently goes hack 
to his seat in the middle of the circle. 
He sits on his raised platform and 
relights his cigar. The gunman goes 
hack to his post, job, the new speaker, 
raises his hand for quiet. Gets it 
quickly. He is sore.) 

JOE. You boys know me. I ain’t a 
red boy one bit! Here I’m canyin’ a 
shrapnel that big I picked up in the 


war. And maybe I don’t know il when 
it rains! Don’t tell me red! You know 
what we are? The black and blue 
boys! We been kicked around so 
long we’re black and blue from 
head to toes. But I guess anyone who 
says straight out he don’t like it, he’s 
a red boy to the leaders of the union. 
What’s this crap about goin’ home 
to hot suppers? I’m asking to your 
faces how many’s got hot suppers to 
go home to? Anyone w'ho’s sure of 
his next meal, raise your hand! A 
certain gent sitting behind me can 
raise them both. But not in front 
here! And that’s why we’re talking 
strike—to get a living wage! 

VOICE. Where’s Lefty? 

JOE. I honest to Cod don’t know, but 
he didn’t take no run-out powder. 
That Wop’s got more guts than a 
slaughterhouse. Maybe a traffic jam 
got him, but he’ll be here. But don't 
let this red stuff scare you. Unless 
fighting for a living scares you. We 
gotta make up our minds. My wife 
made up my mind last week, if you 
want the truth. It’s plain as the nose 
on Sol Feinberg’s face we need a 
strike. There’s us cornin’ home every 
night—eight, ten hours on the cab. 
“God,” the wife says, “eighty cents 
ain’t money—don’t buy beans almost* 
You’re workin’ for the company,” she 
says to me, “Joe! you ain’t wwkin* 
for me or the family no morel” She 
says to me, “If you don’t start. . . ** 


I. JOE AND EDNA 


The lights fade out and a white spot picks out the playing space within the 
of seated men. The seated men are very dimly visible in the outer dark 
hut more prominent is fatt smoking his cigar and often blowing the smon^ 
in the lighted circle. 
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A tired htU attractive ivoman of thirty comes into the room, drying her 
haitds on an apron. She stands there sidlenly as JOE comes in from the other 
side, home fi'om ivorlz. For a moment they stand and look at each otner iu 

silence. 


JOE. Where’s all the furniture, honey? 


EDNA. No you won’t. 


EDNA. They took it away. No install¬ 
ments paid. 

JOE. When? 

EDNA. Three o’clock. 

JOE. They can’t do that. 

EDNA. Can’t? Tlrey did it. 


JOE Csheepish'). Jeez, Edna you ’ 
me sore some time. . . . 

EDNA. But just look at me— In, 
laughing all over! 

JOE. Don’t insult me. Can I help it il 
times are bad? What the hell do you 
want me to do, jump off a bridge or 
something? 


JOE. Why, the palookas, we paid 
three-quarters. 

EDNA. The man said read the con¬ 
tract. 

JOE. We must have signed a 

EDNA. It’s a regular contract and you 
signed it. 



EDNA. Don't yell. I just put the kids 
to bed so they won’t know they 
missed a meal. If I don't have Emmv’i> 
shoes soled tomorrow, she can’t go 
to school. In the meantime let hei 
sleep. 


JOE. Honey, I rode the wheels off 
the chariot today. I cruised around 
five hours without a call. It’s condi¬ 
tions. 


JOE. Don’t be so sour, Edna. . . . 
(Tries to embrace her.) 

EDNA. Do it in the movies, Joe—they 
pay Clark Gable big money for it. 

JOE. This is a helluva house to come 
home to. Take my word! 

EDNA. Take MY word! Whose fault 
is it? 

JOE. Must you start that stuff again? 


EDNA. Tell it to the A & P! 

JOE. I booked two-twenty on the 
clock. A lady with a dog was lit . . • 
she gave me a quarter tip by mistake. 
If you’d only listen to me—were roil¬ 
ing in wealth. 

EDNA. Yeah? How much? 

JOE. I had “coffee and—” in a he^n■ 
ery. (Hands her silver coins) A buck 
four. 


EDNA. Maybe you’d like to talk about 
book^^ 


EDNA. The second month’s rent is 
due tomorrow. 


OE. I’d like to slap you in the mouth! joe. Don’t look at me that way, Edna. 
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EDNA. I’m looking through you, not 
at you. . . . Everything was gonna be 
so ducky! A cottage by the waterfall, 
roses in Picardy. You’re a four-star 
bust! If you think I’m standing for 
it much longer, you’re crazy as a bed- 
bug. 

JOE. I’d get another job if I could. 
There’s no work—you know it. 

EDNA. I only know we're at the bot¬ 
tom of the ocean. 

JOE. What can I do? 

EDNA. Who's the man in the family, 
you or me? 

JOE. That’s no answer. Get down to 
brass tacks. Christ, gimme a break, 
too! A coffee cake and java all day. 
I’m hungry, too, Babe. I’d work my 
fingers to the bone if— 

EDNA, ril open a can of salmon. 


JOE (defending himseip. Strikes 
don’t work! 

EDNA. Who told you? 

JOE. Besides that means not a nickel 
a week while we’re out. Then when 
it’s over they don’t take you back. 

EDNA. Suppose they don't? What’s 
to lose? 

JOE. Well, we're averaging six-seven 
dollars a week now. 

EDNA, ^rhat just pays for the rent. 

JOE. Tliat is something, Edna. 

EDNA. It isn’t. They'll push you down 
to three and four a week before you 
know it. Then you’ll say, “That's 
somethin',” too! 

JOE. There’s too many cabs on the 
street, that’s the whole damn trouble. 


JOB. Not now. Tell me what to do! 

EDNA. I’m not God! 

JOB. Jeez. I wish I was a kid again 
and didn’t have to think about the 
next minute. 

iDNA. But you're not a kid and you 
do have to think about the next min¬ 
ute. You got two blondie kids sleep¬ 
ing in the next room. They need 
food and clothes. I’m not mention¬ 
ing anything else—But we’re stalled 
iike a flivver in the snow. For five 
years I laid awake at night listening 
to my heart pound. For God’s sake, 
do something, Joe, get wise. Maybe 
get your buddies together, maybe go 
on strike for better money. Poppa 
did it during the war and they won 
out. I'm turning into a sour old nag. 


EDNA. Let the company worry about 
that, you big fool! If their cabs didn't 
make a profit, they’d take them off 
the streets. Or maybe you think 
they’re in business just to pay Joe 
Mitchell’s rent! 

JOE. You don't know a-b-c, Edna, 

EDNA, I know this—your boss is mak¬ 
ing suckers outa you boys every min¬ 
ute. Yes, and suckers out of all the 
wives and the poor innocent kids 
who’ll grow up with crooked spines 
and sick bones. Sure, I see it in the 
papers, how good orange juice is for 
kids. But dammit our kids get colds 
one on top of the other. They look 
like little ghosts. Betty never saw a 
grapefruit. I took her to the store 
last week and she pointed to a stack 
of grapefruits. *A^at’s that!” she 
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laid My God, Joe—the world is sup¬ 
posed to be for all of us. 

JOE. You’ll wake them up. 

EDNA. I don’t care, as long as I can 
maybe wake you up. 

JOE. Don’t insult me. One man can’t 
make a strike. 

EDNA. VVlio says one? You got hun¬ 
dreds in your rotten union! 

JOE. The union ain’t rotten. 

EDNA. No? Then what are they do- 
ing? Collecting dues and patting your 
back? 

JOE. They’re making plans. 

EDNA. What kind? 

JOE. They don’t tell us. 

EDNA. It’s too damn bad about you. 
They don’t tell little Joey what’s hap¬ 
pening in his bitsie witsie union. 
V\^hat do you think it is—a ping pong 
game? 

JOE. You know they’re racketeers. 
The guys at the top would shoot you 
for a nickel. 

EDNA. Why do you stand for that 
stuff? 

JOE. Don’t you wanna see me alive? 

EDNA (after a deep paused No . . . 
I don't think I do, Joe. Not if you 
can lift a finger to do something 
about it, and don’t. No, I don’t care. 

JOE. Honey, you don’t understand 
what— 


EDNA. And any other hackie that 
won’t fight ... let them all be 
ground to hamburger! 

JOE. It’s one thing to— 

EDNA. Take vour hand away! Only 
they don’t grind me to little pieces! 
1 got different plans. (Starts to take 
off her apron.) 

JOE. Where are you going? 

EDNA. None of your business. 

JOE. What’s up your sleeve? 

EDNA. My arm’d be up my sleeve 
darling, if I had a sleeve to wear. 
(Puts neatly folded apron on hach 
of chair.') 

JOE. Tell me! 

EDNA. Tell you what? 

JOE. Where are you going? 

EDNA. Don’t you remember my old 
boy friend? 

JOE. Who? 

EDNA. Bud Haas. He still has my 
picture in his watch. He earns a liv 
ing, 

JOE. What the hell are you talking 
about? 

EDNA. I heard worse than I’m talk¬ 
ing about. 

JOE. Have you seen Bud since we 
got married? 

EDNA. Mavbe. 
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JOE. If I thought. . . . (He stands 
looking at her.) 

EDNA. See much? Listen, boy friend, 
if you think I won’t do this it just 
means you can’t sec straight. 

/OE. Stop talking hull! 

EDNA. This isn’t five years ago, Joe. 

JOE. You mean you’d leave me and 

the kids? 

EDNA I’d leave you like a shot! 

'OE. No. . - . 

EDNA. Yes! 

(joe turns away, sitting in a chair 
with his hack to her. Outside the 
lighted circle of the playing stage we 
hear the other seated members of the 
strike committee. “She will . . . she 
will ... it happens that way/' etc. 
This group should he used through- 
out for various comments, political, 
emotional and as general chorus. 
Whispering. . . . The fat hoss now 
blows a heavy cloud of smoke into 
the scene.) 

joe (finally). Well, I guess I ain’t 
got a leg to stand on. 

EDNA. No? 

joe (suddenly mad). No, you lousy 
tart, no! Get the hell out of here. Go 
pick up that bull-thrower on the 
corner and stop at some cushy hotel 
downtown. He’s probably been com¬ 
ing here every morning and laying 
vou while I hacked my guts out! 

EDNA. You’re crawling like a worm! 

JOE. Y^ou’ll be crawbng in a minute. 


EDNA. You don’t scare me that much! 
(Indicates a half inch on her finger.) 

JOE. This is what I slaved for! 

EDNA. Tell it to your boss! 

JOE. He don’t give a damn for you 
or me! 

EDNA. Tliat’s what I say. 

JOE. Don’t change the subject! 

EDNA. This is the subject, the EX¬ 
ACT SUBJECT! Your boss makes 
this subject. I never saw him in my 
life, but he’s putting ideas in my 
head a mile a minute. He’s giving 
your kids that fancy disease called the 
rickets. He’s making a jellyfish outa 
you and putting wrinkles in my face. 
This is the subject every inch of 
the way! He’s throwing me into Bud 
Haas’ lap. When in hell will you 
get wise— 

JOE. I’m not so dumb as you think! 
But you are talking like a Red. 

EDNA. I don’t know what that means. 
But when a man knocks you down 
you get up and kiss his fist! You 
gutless piece of baloney. 

JOE. One man can’t— 

EDNA (with great joy)). I don’t say 
one man! I say a hundred, a thou¬ 
sand, a whole million, I say. But start 
in vour oum union. Get those hack 
boys together! Sweep out those racket¬ 
eers like a pile of din! Stand up like 
men and fight for the crying kids 
and wives. God damn it! I’m tired oC 
slavery and sleepless nights. 

JOB (with her)). Sure, sure! , . . 


WAITING 

EDNA. Yes. Get brass toes on your 
shoes and know where to kick! 

JOE (suddenly jumping up and kiss¬ 
ing his wife full on the mouth). 
Listen, Edna, I’m goin’ down to 
174th Street to look up Lefty Cos¬ 
tello. Lefty was saying the other day 
. . . (He suddenly stops) How 
about this Haas guy? 

EDNA. Get out of here! 
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JOE. ril be back! (Rwws out.) 

(For a moment edna stflwds tri¬ 
umphant.) 

(There is a blackout and when the 
regular lights come up, JOE Mit¬ 
chell is concluding what he has 
been saying.) 

JOE. You guys know this stuff better 
than me. We gotta walk out! 
(Abruptly he Uirns and goes back to 
his seat and blackout.) 


II. LAB ASSISTANT EPISODE 


Discovered: miller, a lab assistant, looking around; and fayette, an hh 
dustrialist. 


FAY. Like it? 

MILLER. Very much. Lve never seen 
an office like this outside the movies. 

FAY. Yes, I often wonder if interior 
decorators and bathroom fixture 
people don’t get all their ideas from 
Holljnvood. Our country’s extraordi¬ 
nary that way. Soap, cosmetics, elec- 
rric refrigerators—just let Mrs. Con¬ 
sumer know they're used by the 
Crawfords and Garbos—more volume 
of sale than one plant can handle! 

MILL. I’m afraid it isn’t that easy, 
Mr. Fayette. 

FAY. No, you’re right—gross exag¬ 
geration on my part. Competition is 
cutthroat today. Markets up flush 
against a stone wall. The astrono- 
mers had better hurry—open Mars 
lO trade expansion. 

MILL. Or it will be just too bad! 


FAY. Cigar? 

MILL. Thank you, don’t smoke. 

FAY. Drink? 

MILL. Diuo, Mr. Fayette. 

FAY. I like sobriety in my workers 
. . . the trained ones, I mean. The 
Pollacks and niggers, they’re bettei 
drunk—keeps them out of mischief. 
Wondering why I had you come 
over? 

MILL. If you don’t mind my saying 
—very much. 

FAY (patting him on the knee). I 
like your work. 

MILL. Thanks. 

FAY. No reason why a talented young 
man like yourself shouldn’t string 
along with us—a growing concern. 
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Loyalty is well repaid in our organi¬ 
zation. Did you see Siegfried this 
morning? 

MILL. lie hasn’t been in the labora¬ 
tory all day. 

FAY. I told him yesterday to raise you 
twenty dollars a month. Starts this 
week. 

MILL. You don’t know how happy 
mv wife’ll be. 

FAY. Oh, I can appreciate it. (He 
laughs.') 

MILL. Was that all, Mr. Fayette? 

FAY. Yes, except that we’re switch¬ 
ing you to laboratory A tomorrow. 
Siegfried knows about it. That’s why 
I had you in. Tlie new work is very 
important. Siegfried recommended 
you very highly as a man to trust. 
You’ll work directly under Dr. 
Brenner. Make you happy? 

MILL. Very. He’s an important chem¬ 
ist! 

FAY leaning over seriously). We 
think so, Miller. We think so to the 
extent of asking you to stay within 
the building throughout the time you 
work with him. 

MILL. You mean sleep and eat in? 

FAY. Yes. . . . 

MILL. It can be arranged. 

FAY. Fine. You’ll go far, Miller, 

MILL, May I ask the nature of the 
new work? 


FAY Clocking arcn^nd first). Poison 

MILL. Poison! 

FAY. Orders from above. I don’t have 
to tell you from where. New type 
poison gas for modern warfare. 

MILL. I sec. 

FAY. You didn’t know a new war was 
that close, did you? 

MILL. I guess I didn’t. 

FAY. I don’t have to stress the im¬ 
portance of absolute secrecy. 

MILL. I understand! 

FAY. The world is an armed camp to¬ 
day. One match sets the whole world 
blazing in forty-eight hours. Uncle 
Sam won't be caught napping! 

MILL Coddressing his pencil). They 
say 12 million men W'ere killed in 
that last one and 20 million more 
wounded or missing. 

FAY. That’s not our worry. If big 
business went sentimental over hu¬ 
man life there wouldn’t be big busi¬ 
ness of any sort! 

MILL. My brother and two cousins 
went in the last one. 

FAY. They died in a good cause. 

MILL. My mother says *‘no!” 

FAY. She won’t worry about you this 
time. You’re too valuable behind the 
front. 

MILL, That’s right. 
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?AY. All right, Miller. See Siegfned 
tor further orders. 


mill. You should have seen my 
brother—he could ride a bike without 
hands. . . . 

i-A\. You’d better move some clothes 
and shaving tools in tomorrow. Re¬ 
member what I said—you’re with a 
growing organization. 

mill. He could run the hundred 
yards in 9:8 flat. 

FAY. Who? 


MILL. My brother. He’s in the Meuse- 
Argonne Cemetery. Momma went 
there in 1926. . . . 


FAY. Yes, those things stick. How’s 
vour handwriting, Miller, fairly 
legible? 


MILL. I guess I can't do that, . . . 
FAY. Thirty a month raise . . . 
MILL. You said twenty. . . . 

FAY. Thirty! 

MILL. Guess I’m not built that way. 
FAY. Forty. . . . 

mill. Spying’s not in my line, Mr. 
Favette! 

4 

FAY. You use ugly words, Mr. Miller! 

MILL. For ugly activity? Yes! 

FAY. Tliink about it, Miller. Your 
chances are excellent . . . 

MILL. No. 


MILL. Fairly so. 

FAY, Once a week I'd like a little 
report from you. 

MILL. What sort of report? 


FAY. You’re doing something for 
your country. Assuring the United 
States that when those God-damn 
Japs start a ruckus we’ll have offen¬ 
sive weapons to back us up! Don’t you 
read your newspapers. Miller? 


FAY. Just a few hundred words once 
a week on Dr. Brenner’s progress. 

MILL. Don’t you think it might be 
better coming from the Doctor? 

FAY. I didn’t ask you that. 

MILL. Sorry. 


MILL. Nothing but Andy Gump. 

FAY. If you were on the inside you’d 
know I’m talking cold sober truth! 
Now, I’m not asking you to make up 
your mind on the spot. Think about 
it over your lunch period. 

MILL. No. . . . 


FAY, I want to know what progress 
he’s making, the reports to be purely 
confidential—between you and me. 

MILL. You mean I’m to watch him? 


FAY. Made up your mind already? 
MILL. Afraid so. 


FAY. You understand the conse¬ 
quences? 


FAY. Yes! 
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MILL. I lose my raise— 
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FAY. It's Up to you. 


CSiniul- 

taneoiisly') 


MILL. And my job! 
FAY. And your job! 
MILL. You misun¬ 
derstand— 


MILL. Rather dig ditches first! 


FAY. That's a job for foreigners. 

MILL. But sneaking—and making 
poison gas—that’s for Americans? 


MILL. My mind's made up. 

FAY. No hard feelings? 

MILL. Sure hard feelings! Fm not the 
civilized type, Mr. Fayette. Nothing 
suave or sophisticated about me. 
Plenty of hard feelings! Enough to 
want to bust you and all your kind 
square in the mouth! 

(Does exactly that.') 


blackout 


III. THE YOUNG HACK AND HIS GIRL 


Opens with girl and brother. Florence waiting for sm to take her to a dance. 


FLOR. I gotta right to have some¬ 
thing out of life. I don't smoke, I 
don’t drink. So if Sid wants to take 
me to a dance, I’ll go. Maybe if you 
was in love you w'ouldn’t talk so 
hard. 

IRV. Fm saying it for your good. 

FLOR. Don’t be so good to me. 

iRV. Mom’s sick in bed and you'll be 
worryin’ her to the grave. She don’t 
want that boy hanging around the 
house and she don’t want you meet- 
ino him in Crotona Park. 

O 

FLOR. Fll meet him anytime I like! 

IRV. If you do, yours truly’ll take 
care of it in his own way. With just 
one hand, too! 

FLOR. Why are you ad so set against 
Kim? 


IRV. Mom told you ter* times—it ain't 
him. It’s that he ain't got nothing. 
Sure, we know he’s serious, that he’s 
stuck on you. But that don’t cut no 
ice. 

FLOR. Taxi drivers used to make good 
money. 

mv. Today they’re maltin' five and 
six dollars a week. Maybe you wanta 
raise a family on that. Then you’ll 
be back here living with us again and 
Fll be supporting two families in 
one. Well . . . over my dead body. 

FLOR. Irv, I don't care—I love him! 

ERV. You’re a little kid with half- 
baked ideas! 

FLOR. I stand there behind the 
counter the whole doy. I think about 
him— 



WAITING FOR LEFTY 433 


IRV. If you thought more about Mom 
it would be better. 

FLOR. Don’t I take care of her every 
night when I come home? Don’t I 
cook supper and iron your shirts 
and . . . you give me a pain in the 
neck, too. Don’t try to shut me up! 

I bring a few dollars in the house, 
too. Don’t you see I want something 
else out of life. Sure, I want romance, 
love, babies. I want everything in 
life I can get. 

IRV. You take care of Mom and 
watch your step! 

FLOR. And if I don’t? 

IRV. Yours truly’ll watch it for you! 

FLOR. You can talk that way to a 

girl. . . . 

IRV. I’ll talk that way to your boy 
friend, too, and it won’t be with 
words! Florrie, if you had a pair of 
eyes you’d see it’s for your own good 
we’re talking. This ain’t no time to 
get married. Maybe later— 

FLOR. “Maybe later” never comes 
for me, though. Why don’t we send 
Mom to a hospital? She can die in 
peace there instead of looking at the 
clock on the mantelpiece all day. 

mv. That needs money. Which we 
don’t have! 

FLOR. Money, Money, Money! 

mv. Don’t change the subject. 

FLOR. This is the subject! 

mv. You gonna stop seeing him? 
(She turns away') Jesus, kiddie, I re¬ 
member when you were a baby with 


curls down your back. Now I gotta 
stand here yellin’ at you like this. 

FLOR. I’ll talk to him, Irv. 

mv. When? 

FLOR. I asked him to come here to¬ 
night. We’ll talk it over. 

IRV. Don’t get soft with him. Nowa¬ 
days is no time to be soft. You gotta 
be hard as a rock or go under. 

FLOR. I found that out. There’s the 
bell. Take the egg off the stove I 
boiled for Mom. Leave us alone, Irv. 
(siD comes in^the two men look at 
each other for a second, irv exits.) 

sm (enters). Hello, Florrie, 

FLOR. Hello, Honey. You’re looking 
tired. 

sm. Naw, I just need a shave. 

FLOR. Well, draw your chair up to 
the fire and I’ll ring for brandy and 
soda . . . like in the movies. 

sro. If this was the movies I’d bring 
a big bunch of roses. 

FLOR. How big? 

sro. Fifty or sixty dozen—the kind 
vidth long, long stems—big as that... * 

FLOR. You dope. . , . 

sro. Your Paris gown is beautiful. 

FLOR (^acting grandly). Yes, Percy, 
velvet panels are coming back again. 
Madame La Farge told me today that 
Queen Marie herself designed it. 

sro. Gee . . . ! 
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FLOR. Every princess in the Balkans 
is wearing one like this. (^Poses 
grandly.) 

SID. Mold it. C Does a nose camera— 
thumbing nose and imitating grind- 
iug of camera with other hand. Sud¬ 
denly she falls out of the posture and 
swiftly goes to him, to embrace him, 

' ' hiss ivith love. Finally) 

SID. You look tired, Florrie. 

FLOR. Naw, I just need a shave. QShe 
laughs tremorously.) 

SID. You worried about your mother? 

FLOR. No. 

SID. VVhaPs on your mind? 

FLOR. The French and Indian War. 

SID. What’s on your mind? 

FLOR. I got us on my mind, Sid. 
Night and day, Sid! 

SID. I smacked a beer truck today. 
Did I get hell! I was driving along 
thinking of US, too. You don’t have 
to say it—I know what’s on your 
mind. I’m rat poison around here. 

FLOR. Not to me. . . . 

SID. I know to who . . . and I know 
why. I don’t blame them. We’re en¬ 
gaged now for three years. . . . 

FLOR. That's a long time. , . . 

SID. My brother Sam joined the navy 
this morning—get a break that way. 
They’ll send him down to Cuba with 
the hootchy-kootchy girls. He don’t 


know from nothing, that dumb bas¬ 
ketball player! 

FLOR. Don't you do that. 

SID. Don’t you worry, I’m not the 
kind who runs away. But I’m so tired 
of being a dog, Baby, I could choke. 

I don’t even have to ask what’s going 
on in your mind. I know from the 
word go, ’cause I’m thinking the 
same things, too. 

FLOR. It's yes or no—nothing in be¬ 
tween. 

SID. The answer is no—a big electric 
sign looking down on Broadway! 

FLOR. We wanted to have kids. . . , 

SID. But that sort of life ain’t for 
the dogs which is us. Christ, Baby! 

I get like thunder in my chest when 
we’re together. If we went off to¬ 
gether I could maybe look the world 
straight in the face, spit in its eye like 
a man should do. God damn it, it’s 
trying to be a man on the earth. Two 
in life together. 

FLOR. But something wants us to be 
lonely like that—crawling alone in 
the dark. Or they want us trapped. 

SID. Sure, the big-shot money men 
want us like that. 

FLOR. Highly insulting us— 

SID. Keeping us in the dark about 
what is wrong with us in the money 
sense. They got the power and mean 
to be damn sure they keep it. They 
know if they give in just an inch, all 
the dogs like us will be down on them 
together—an ocean knocking them to 
hell and back and each singing 
cuckoo with stars coming from meir 
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nose and ears, I’m not raving, Flor- wrong way, that dumb basketball 
lie— player! 


FLOR. I know you’re not, I know. 

SID. I don’t have the words to tell 
you what I feel. I never finished 
school. . . . 


FLOR. I got a lump in my throaty 

SID. You and me—we never even had 
a room to sit in somewhere. 



FLOR. I know. . . • 

SID. But it’s relative, like the profes¬ 
sors say. We worked like hell to 
send him to college—my kid brother 
Sam, I mean—and look what he done 
—joined the navy! The damn fool 
don't see the cards is stacked for all 
of us. The money man dealing him¬ 
self a hot royal flush. Then giving 
you and me a phony hand like a pair 
of tens or something. Then keep on 
losing the pots ’cause the cards is 
stacked against you. Then he says, 
what’s the matter you can’t win—no 
stuff on the ball, he says to you. And 
kids like my brother believe it ’cause 
they don’t know better. For all their 
education, they don’t know from 
nothing. But wait a minute! Don’t 
he come around and say to you—this 
millionaire with a jazz band—listen 
Sam or Sid or what’s-your-name, 
you're no good, but here’s a chance. 
The whole world’ll know who you 
are. Yes sir, he says, get up on that 
ship and fight those bastards who’s 
making the world a lousy place to 
live in. The Japs, the Turks, the 
Greeks. Take this gun—kill the slobs 
like a real hero, he says, a real Ameri¬ 
can. Be a hero! And the guy you’re 
poking at? A real louse, just like you, 
’cause they don’t let him catch more 
than a pair of tens, too. On that for¬ 
eign soil he’s a guy like me and Sam, 
a guy who wants his baby like you 
and hot sun on his face! They’ll 
teach Sam to point the guns the 


FLOR. The park was nice . . . 

SID. In Winter? The hallways . . . 
I’m glad we never got together. This 
way we don’t know what we missed. 

FLOR (in a hurst). Sid, I’ll go with 
you—we’ll get a room somewhere. 

SID. Naw . . . they’re right. If we 
can’t climb higher than this together 

O O 

—we better stay apart. 

FLOR. I swear to God I wouldn’t 
care. 

SID. You would, you would—in a 
year, two years, you’d curse the day. 
I seen it happen. 

FLOR. Oh, Sid. . . . 

sm. Sure, I know. We got the blues, 
Babe—the 1935 blues. I’m talkin’ this 
way ’cause I love you. If I didn’t, I 
wouldn’t care. . . . 

FLOR. We’ll work together, we’ll— 

SID. How about the backwash? Youi 
family needs your nine bucks. My 
family— 

FLOR. I don’t care for them! 

SID. You’re making it up, Florrie. Lit¬ 
tle Florrie Canary in a cage. 

FLOR. Don’t make fun of me. 
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SID. I’m not, Baby. 
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FLOR. Yes, you’re laughing at me. 
SID. I’m not. 

(They stand looking at each other, 
unable to speak. Finally, he turns to 
a small portable phonograph and 
plays a cheap, sad, dance tune. He 
makes a motion with his hand; she 
comes to him. "They begin to dance 
slowly. They hold each other tightly, 
almost as though they would merge 
into each other. The music stops, 
hut the scratching record continues to 
the end of the scene. They stop danc¬ 
ing. He finally unlooses her clutch 
and seats her on the couch, where she 
sits, tense and expectant.') 

SID. Hello, Babe. 


FLOR. Hello. (For a brief time they 
stand as though in a dream.) 

SID (finally). Good-by, Babe. (He 
waits for an answer, hut she is silent. 
They look at each other.) 

SID. Did you ever see my Pat Rooney 
imitation? (He whistles Rosy 
O'Grady and soft shoes to it. Stops. 
He asks) 

SID. Don’t you like it? 

FLOR (finally). No. (Buries her face 
in her hands.) 

(Suddenly he falls on his knees and 
buries his face in her lap.) 


BLACKOUT 


IV. LABOR SPY EPISODE 


FATT. You don’t know how we work 
for you. Shooting off your mouth 
won’t help. Hell, don’t you guys ever 
look at the records like me? Look in 
your own industry. See what hap¬ 
pened when the hacks walked out in 
Philly three months ago! Where’s 
Philly? A thousand miles away? An 
hour’s ride on the train. 

VOICE. Two hours! 

FATT. Two hours . . . what the hell’s 
the difference. Let’s hear from some¬ 
one who’s got the practical expe¬ 
rience to hack him up. Fellers, there’s 
a man here who’s seen the whole 
parade in Philly, walked out with his 


pals, got knocked down like the rest 
—and blacklisted after they went 
hack. That’s why he’s here. He’s got 
a mighty interestin’ word to say. (An¬ 
nounces) TOM CLAYTON! (As 

CLAYTON starts up from the audience, 
FATT gives him a hand which is 
sparsely followed in the audience, 
CLAYTON comes forward) Fellers, 
this is a man with practical strike ex¬ 
perience—Tom Clayton from little 
ole Philly. 

CLAYTON (a thin, modest indi¬ 
vidual). Fellers, I don’t mind your 
booing. If I thought it would nelp 
us hacks get better living conditions. 
I’d let you walk all over me, cut me 
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Up to little pieces. I’m one of you 
myself. But what I wanna say is that 
Harry Fatt’s right. I only been work¬ 
ing here in the big town five weeks, 
but I know conditions just like the 
rest of you. You know how it is— 
don’t take long to feel the sore spots, 
no matter where you park. 

CLEAR VOICE (from audience). Sit 
dowTi! 

CLAYTON. But Fatt’s right. Our of¬ 
ficers is right. The time ain’t ripe. 
Like a fruit don’t fall off the tree un¬ 
til it’s ripe. 

CLEAR VOICE. Sit down, you fruit! 

FATT (on his feet). Take care of him, 
boys. 

VOICE (in audience, struggling). No 
one takes care of me. 

(Sfrifggle in house and finally the 
owner of the voice runs up on stage, 
says to speaker.) 

SAME VOICE. Where the hell did you 

4 

pick up that namei^ Clayton! This 
rat’s name is Clancy, from the old 
Clancys, way back! Fruit! I almost 
wet myself listening to that one! 

FATT (gunmen with him). This ain’t 

a bam! What the hell do you think 
you’re doing here! 

SAME VOICE. Exposing a rat! 

FATT. You can’t get away with this. 
Throw him the hell outa here. 

VOICE (preparing to stand his 
ground). Try it yourself. . . . When 
this bozo throws that slop around. 
You know who he is? That’s a com¬ 
pany spy. 


437 

FATT. Who the hell are you to 
make— 

VOICE. I paid dues in this union for 
four years, that’s who’s me! I gotta 
right and this pussy-footed rat ain t 
coming in here with ideals like that. 
You know his record. Lemme say it 
out— 

FATT. You’ll prove all this or I’ll bust 
you in every hack outfit in town! 

VOICE. I gotta right. I gotta right. 
Looka him, he don’t say boo! 

CLAiTON. You’re a liar and I never 
seen you before in my life! 

VOICE. Boys, he spent two years in 
the coal fields breaking up any organ¬ 
ization he touched. Fifty guys he put 
in jail. He's ranged up and down the 
east coast—shipping, textiles, steel— 
he’s been in everything you can 
name. Right now— 

CLAYTON. That's a lie! 

VOICE. Right now he’s working for 
that Bergman outfit on Columbus 
Circle who furnishes rats for any out¬ 
fit in the country before, during, and 
after strikes. 

(The man who is the hero of the 
next episode goes down to his side 
with other committee men.) 

CLAYTON. He’s trying to break up the 
meeting, fellers! 

VOICE. We won’t search vou loi 
credentials. . . . 

CLAYTON. I got nothing to hide. Yout 
own secretary knows I’m straight. 
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VOICE. Sure. Boys, you know who 
this sonovabitch is? 

claYTon. I never seen you before in 
my life! ! 

VOICE. Boys, I slept with him in the 
same bed sixteen years. HE’S MY 

OWN LOUSY BROTHER!! 

FATT (after prtKse). Is this true? 
(No answer from clayton.) 


voice (to clayton). Scram, before 
I break your neck! 

(clayton scrams down center aisle,) 

VOICE (watching hint). Remember 
his map—he can’t change that- 
Clancy! (Standing in his place) 
Too bad you didn’t know about this, 
Fatt! (After a pause) The Qancy 
family tree is bearing nuts! 
(Standing isolated dear on the stage 
is the hero of the neoct episode.) 


BLACKOUT 


V. THE YOUNG ACTOR 


A New York theatrical producers office. Present are a stenographer and a 
young actor. She is busy typing; he, waiting with card in hand. 


STEN. He’s taking a hot bath . . . 
says you should wait. 

PHILIPS (the actor). A bath did you 
sayr Where? 

STEN. See that door? Right through 
there—leads to his apartment. 

PHIL. Tlirough there? 

STEN. Mister, he’s laying there in a 
hot perfumed bath. Don’t say I said 
it. 

niiL. You don’t say! 

STEN. An oriental den he’s got. Can 
you just see this big Irishman burn¬ 
ing Chinese punk in the bedroom? 
And a big old rose canopy over his 
casting couch. . . . 

PHIL. What’s that—casting couch? 


STEN. What's that? You from the 
sticks? 

PHIL. I beg your pardon? 

STEN (rolls tip her sleeves, makes 
elaborate and dumb signs). No from 
side walkies of New Yorkie . . . 
savvy? 

PHIL. Oh, you’re right. Two years of 
dramatic stock out of town. One in 
Chicago. 

STEN. Don’t tell him, Baby Face. He 
wouldn’t know a good actor if he 
fell over him in the dark. Say you 
had two years with the Group, two 
with the Guild. 

PHIL. I’d like to get with the Guild. 
They say— 

STEN. He won't know the difference 
Don’t say I said it! 
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PHIL. I really did play with Watson 
Findlay in “Early Birds,” 

STEN (ivithering him). Don’t tell 
him! 

PHIL. He’s a hie producer, Mr. 
Grady. I wish I had his money. Don’t 
you? 

STEN. Say, I got a clean heart, Mis¬ 
ter. I love my fellow man! (About to 
exit with typed letters) Stick around 
—Mr. Philips. You might be the 
type. If you were a woman— 

PHIL. Please. Just a minute . . . 
please ... I need the job. 

STEN. Look at him! 

PHIL. I mean ... 1 don’t know 
what buttons to push, and you do. 
What my father used to sav—we had 
a gas station in Cleveland before the 
crash—“Know what buttons to push,” 
Dad used to say, “and you’ll go far.” 

STEN. You can’t push me, Mister! I 
don’t ring right these last few years! 

PHIL. We don’t know vihere the next 
meal’s coming from. We— 

STEN. Maybe . . . I’ll lend you a 
dollar? 

PHIL. Thanks very much: it won’t 
help. 

STEN. One of the old families of Vir¬ 
ginia? Proud? 

PHIL. Oh, not that. You see, I have 
a wife. We’ll have our first baby 
next month ... so ... a dollar 
isn’t much help. 

STEN. Roped in? 


PHIL. I love my wife! 

STEN. Okay, you love ber! Excuse 
me! You married her. Can t support 
her. No . . . not blaming you. But 
you’re fools, all you actors. Old and 
)'oung! Watch you parade in and out 
all day. You still got apples in your 
checks and pins for buttons. But in 
six months you’ll be like them—put¬ 
ting on an act: phony stmtting 
“pishers”—that’s French for dead cod¬ 
fish! It’s not their fault. Here you get 
like that or go under. What kind of 

O 

job is this for an adult man? 

PHIL. When you ha\'e to make a liv- 
ing- 

STEN. I know, but— 

PHIL. Nothing else to do. If I could 
get something else— 

STEN. You’d take it! 

PHIL. Anything! 

STEN. Telling me! With two brother^ 
in my hair! (Mr. Grady now enters; 
played by fatt) Mr. Brown sent this 
young man over. 

GRADY. Call the hospital: see hov 
Boris is. 

(She assents and exits.) 

PHIL. Good morning, Mr. Grady. . 

GRADY. The morning is lousy! 

PHIL. Mr. Brown sent me. (Handt 
over card.) 

GRADY. I heard that once already. 
PHIL. Excuse me. . , . 

BRADY. What experience? 
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FiiiL. Oh, yes. . . • 

GRADY. Where? 

PHIL. Two years in stock, sir. A 
year with the Goodman Theatre in 
Chicago. . . . 

GnAD'v. Tliat all? 

PHIL (^ahashed^. Why no . . . with 
£he Theatre Guild ... I was 
there. . . . 

GRADY. Never saw you in a Guild 
show! 

PHIL. On the road, I mean . . . 
understudying Mr. Lunt . . . 

GRADY. What part? (Philips can not 
answer') You’re a lousy liar, son. 

PHIL. I did. . . . 

GRADY. You don't look like what 1 
want. Can’t understand that Brown. 
Need a big man to play a soldier. 
Not a lousy soldier left on Broadway! 
All in pictures, and we get the 
nances! (Turns to work on desk.) 

PHIL ^immediately 'playing the 
soldier). I was in the ROTC in col¬ 
lege . . . Reser\'e OfRcers’ Training 
Corps. We trained twice a week. .. . 

CRADY. Won't help. 

FHiL. With real rifles. (Waifs) Mr. 
Grady, I weigh a hundred and fifty- 
five! 

GRADY. How many years hack? Been 
eating regular since you left college? 


PHIL. Honest to God I could! I need 
the job—that’s why I could do it! 
I'm strong. I know my business! 
You'll get an A-i performance. Be¬ 
cause I need this job! My wife’s hav¬ 
ing a baby in a few weeks. We need 
the money. Give me a chance! 

GRADY. What do I care if you can act 
it? I’m sorry about your baby. Use 
your head, son. Tank town stock 
is different. Here we got invest¬ 
ments to be protected. When I sink 
fifteen thousand in a show I don’t 
take chances on some youngster. We 
cast to type! 

PHIL. I’m an artist! I can— 

GRADY, That’s your headache. No¬ 
body interested in artists here. Get a 
big bunch for a nickel on any cor¬ 
ner. Two flops in a row on this lousy 
street nobody loves you—only Goa, 
and He don’t count. We protect in¬ 
vestments; we cast to type. Your face 
and height we want, not your soul, 
son. And Jesus Christ himself 
couldn’t play a soldier in this show 
. . . with all his talent. (Crosses him¬ 
self in quick repentance for this re¬ 
mark.) 

PHIL. Anything ... a bit, a walk- 
on? 

GRADY. Sorf)': small cast. (Looking 
at papers on his desk) You try Rus¬ 
sia, son. I hear it's hot stuff over 
there. 

PHIL. Stage manager? Assistant? 


PHIL (very earnestly), Mr. Grady, I ^ grady. All filled, soiiny. (Stands up; 
could act this soldier part. I could crumples several papers from the 
ouild it up and act it. Make it up— desk) Better luck next time. 
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PHIL. Thanks. . . . 

oiiADY. Drop in from time to time. 
(Crosses and about to exit) You 
iie\'er know when something— (The 
STENOGRAPHER enters with yapers to 

put on desk') What did the hospital 
say? 

STEN. He’s much better, Mr. Grady. 

GRADY. Resting easy? 

iTEN. Dr. Martel said Boris is doing 
even better than he expected. 

GRADY. A damn lousy operation! 

STEN. Yes. . . . 

GRADY Chelching). Tell the nigger 
boy to send up a bromo seltzer. 

STEN. Yes, Mr. Grady. (He exits) 
Boris wanted lady friends. 

PHIL. What? 

STEN. So they operated . . . poor 
dog! 

PHIL. A dog? 

STEN. His Russian V/olfhound! 
They do the same to you, but you 
don't know it! (Suddenly) Want ad¬ 
vice? In the next office, don’t let them 
see you down in the mouth. They 
don’t like it—makes them shiver. 


PHIL. You treat me like a human be 
ing. Thanks. . . . 

STEN. You’re human! 

PHIL. I used to think so. 

STEN. He wants a bromo for his hang¬ 
over. (Goes to door) Want that dol¬ 
lar? 

PHIL. It won’t help much. 

STEN. One dollar buys ten loaves ot 
bread. Mister. Or one dollar buys 
nine loaves of bread and one copy ot 
The Communist Manifesto. Learn 
while you eat. Read while you 
mn« * • • 

PHIL. Manifesto? What’s that? 
(Takes dollar) What is that, what 
you said. . . . Manifesto? 

STEN. Stop off on your way out—I’ll 
give you a copy. From Genesis to 
Revelation, Comrade Philips! “And I 
saw a new earth and a new heaven; 
for the first earth and the first heaven 
were passed away; and there was no 
more sea.” 

PHIL. 1 don’t understand that. . . . 

STEN. Fm saying the meek shall not 
inherit the earth! 

PHIL. No? 

STEN. The MILITANT! Come ouS 
in the light, Comrade. 


BLACSOUl 
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VI. INTERNE EPISODE 


DR. BARNES, an elderly distinguished man, is sneaking on the telephone. 
'•vears a white coat. 


DR. BARNES. No, I gave you my opin* 
ion twice. You outvoted me. You did 
this to Dr. Benjamin yourself. That 
is why you can tell him yourself. 
(Hangs phone, angrily. As he is 
about to pour himself a drink from 
a bottle on the table, a knock is 
heard.) 

BARNES. Who is it? 

BENJAMIN (without). Can I see you 
a minute, please? 

BARNES (hiding the bottle). Come 
in, Dr. Benjamin, come in. 

BENj. It’s important—excuse me— 
they've got Leeds up there in my 
place—He's operating on Mrs. Lewis 
—the hysterectomy—it’s my job. I 
washed up, prepared . . . they told 
.Tie at the last minute. I don’t mind 
being replaced, Doctor, but Leeds is 
a damn fool! He shouldn’t be permit¬ 
ted— 

BARNES (dryly). Leeds is the nephew 
of Senator Leeds. 

BENJ. He’s incompetent as hell. 

BARNES (obviously changing subject, 
picks itp lab. jar). They’re doing 
splendid work in brain surgery these 
days. This is a very fine speci¬ 
men. , . . 


BENJ. I’m sorry, I thought you might 
be interested. 

BARNES (sfil? examining jar). Well, 

I am, young man, I am! Only remem¬ 
ber it's a charity case! 

BENJ. Of course. They wouldn’t al¬ 
low it for a second, otherwise. 

BARNES. Her life is in danger? 

BENJ, Of course! You know how seri¬ 
ous the case is! 

BARNES. Turn your gimlet eye else¬ 
where, Doctor. Jiggling around like 
a cricket on a hot grill won’t help. 
Doctors don't run these hospitals. 
He’s the Senator's nephew and there 
he stays. 

BENJ. It’s too bad. 

BARNES. I’m not calling you down 
either. (Plopping down jar suddenly) 
God damn it, do you think it’s my 
fault? 

BENJ. (about to leave). I know . . • 
I’m sorry. 

BARNES. Just a minute. Sit down, 
BENJ, Sorry, I can’t sit. 

BARNES. Stand then! 


WAITING FOR LEFTY 


443 


BBNj. (sits). Understand, Dr. Barnes, 

I don’t mind being replaced at the 
last minute this way, but . . . well, 
this flagrant bit of class distinction— 
because she’s poor— 

BARNES. Be careful of words like that 
^“class distinction.” Don’t belong 
here. Lots of energ\s you brilliant 
young men, but idiots. Discretion! 
Ever hear that word? 

BENJ. Too radical? 

BARNES. Precisely. And some day like 
in Germany, it might cost you your 
head. 

Not to mention my job. 

BARNES. So they told you? 

bbnj. Told me what? 

BARNES. They’re closing Ward C 
next month. I don’t have to tell you 
the hospital isn’t self-supporting. Un¬ 
til last year that board of trustees 
met deficits. . . . You can guess the 
rest. At a board meeting Tuesday, 
our fine feathered friends discovered 
they couldn’t meet the last quarter’s 
deficit—a neat little sum well over 
$100,000. If the hospital is to con¬ 
tinue at all, its damn— 

BBNJ. Necessary to close another 
charity ward! 

BARNES. So they say. ... (A wait.') 

BENJ. But that’s not all? 

BARNES C^shamed). Have to cut 
down on staff too. . . . 

bbnj. That’s too bad. Does it touch 
me? 


BARNES. Afraid it does. 

BENJ. But after all I’m top man here. 
I don’t mean I’m better than others, 
but I’ve worked harder. 

BARNES. And shovm more prom- 

• • « • 

BENJ. I always supposed they'd cut 
from the bottom first. 

BARNES. Usually. 

BENJ. But in this case? 

BARNES. Complications. 

BENJ. For instance? 

BARNES (hesitant). I like you, Ben 
jamin. It’s one ripping shame. 

BENJ. I’m no sensitive plant—what’s 
the answer? 

BARNES. An old disease, malignant, 
tumescent. We need an antitoxin 
for it. 

BENJ. I see. 

BARNES. What? 

BENJ. I met that disease before—al 
Harvard first. 

BARNES. You have seniority here. 
Benjamin. 

BENJ. But I’m a Jew! (barnes nod^ 
his head in agreement, bbnj. stands 
there a moment and blows his nose.) 

BARNES (blows his nose). Microbe^’ 

BBNJ. Pressure from above? 

BARNES. Don’t think Kennedy and J 
didn’t fight for you! 
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DENj. Such discrimination, with all 
those wealthy brother Jews on the 
board? 

BARNES. Fve remarked before— 
doesn't seem to be much difference 
between wealthy Jews and rich Gen¬ 
tiles. Cut from the same piece! 

TiENj. For myself I don't feel sorry. 
My parents gave up an awful lot to 
get me this far. They ran a little dry- 
goods shop in the Bronx until their 
pitiful savings went in the crash last 
year. Poppa's peddling neckties. . . • 
Saul Ezra Benjamin—a man who’s 
read Spinoza all his life. 

BARNES. Doctors don’t run medicine 
in this count^)^ The men who know 
their jobs don't run anything here, 
except the motormen on trolley cars. 
IVe seen medicine change—plenty- 
anesthesia, sterilization—but not be¬ 
cause of rich men—in spite of them! 
In a rich man's country your true 
self's buried deep. Microbes! Less- 
. . . Vermin! See this ankle, this 
delicate sensitive hand? Four hun¬ 
dred years to breed that. Out of a 
revolutionary background! Spirit of 
’76! Ancestors froze at Valley Forge! 
What's it all mean? Slops! "The hon¬ 
est workers were sold out then, in ’76. 
The Constitution’s for rich men then 
and now. Slops! (The phone tings.') 

BARNES (fiugrily). Dr. Barnes. (Lis- 
tens a moment, looks at benjamin) 
I see. (Hflwgs up, Uirns slowly to the 
younger Doctor) They lost your pa¬ 
tient. 

(benj. stands solid with the shock of 
this news htit finally hurls his opera¬ 
tion gloves to the floor.) 

BARNES. That’s right . . . that’s 
right. Young, hot, go and do it! I’m 
very ancient, fossil, but life’s ahead 


of you. Dr. Benjamin, and when you 
fire the first shot say, "This one’s for 
old Doc Barnes!" Too much dignity 
—bullets. Don’t shoot vermin! Step 
on them! If I didn’t have an invalid 
daughter— (Goes hack to his seat, 
Flows his nose in silence) I have said 
my piece, Benjamin. 

BENJ. Lots of things I wasn’t certain 
of. Many things these radicals say ... 
you don’t believe theories until they 
happen to you. 

BARNES. You lost a lot today, but you 
won a great point. 

BENJ. Yes, to know I’m right? T 
really begin believing in something? 
Not to say, ’What a world!" hut to 
say, "Change the world!" I wanted 
to go to Russia. Last week I was 
thinking about it—the wonderful 
opportunity to do good work in their 
socialized medicine— 

BARNES. Beautiful, beautiful! 

BENJ. To be able to work— 

BARNES. Why don’t you go? I might 
be able— 

BENJ. Nothing’s nearer what I’d like 
to do! 

BARNES. Do it! 

BENJ. No! Our work’s here—America! 
I’m scared. . . . What future’s ahead, 
I don’t know. Get some job to keep 
alive—maybe drive a cab—and study 
and work and learn my place— 

BARNES, And step down Lard! 

BENJ. Fight! Maybe get killed, bui 
God damn! We’ll go ahead! (benja¬ 
min stands with clenched fist raised 
high.) 


BLACKOUT 
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agate, ladies and GENTLE¬ 
MEN, and don't let anyone tell you 
vie ain't got some ladies in this sea 
of upturned faces! Only they're wear- 
in’ pants. Well, maybe I don't know a 
thing; maybe I fell outa the cradle 
when I was a kid and ain't been right 
since—you can't tell! 

VOICE. Sit down, cockeye! 

agate. Who’s paying you for those 
remarks, Buddy?—Moscow Gold? 
Maybe I got a gloss eye, but it come 
from worlung in a factory at the age 
of eleven. They hooked it out be¬ 
cause they didn’t have a shield on 
the works. But I wear it like a medal 
’cause it tells the world where I be¬ 
long—deep down in the working 
class! We had delegates in the union 
there—all kinds of secretaries and 
treasurers . . . walkin’ delegates, but 
not with, blisters on their feet! Oh, 
no! On their fat little ass from sit¬ 
ting on cushions and raking in ma- 
zuma, (secretary and gunman 
remonstrate in words and actions 
here') Sit down, boys. I’m just sayin’ 
that about unions in general. I know 
it ain’t true here! Why no, our of¬ 
ficers is all aces. Why, I seen our own 
secretary Fatt walk outa his way not 
to step on a cockroach. No, boys, 
don’t think— 

eatt Cyreaking in). You’re out of 
order! 

AGATE (to audience). Am I outa or¬ 
der? 

ALL. No, no. Speak. Go on, etc. 

AGATE. Yes, our officers is all aces. 
But I’m a member here—and no ex¬ 


perience in Philly either! Today i 
couldn’t wear my union button. The 
damnedest thing happened. When I 
take the old coat off the wall, I sec 
she's smoking. I’m a sonovagun if the 
old union button isn't on fire! Yep, 
the old celluloid was makin’ the mosi 
god-awful stink: the landlady come 
up and give me hell! You know what 
happened?—that old union button 
just blushed itself to death! Ashamed! 
Can you beat it? 

FATT. Sit down, Keller! Nobody’s 
interested! 

AGATE. Yes they are! 

GUNMAN. Sit down like he tells you! 

AGATE (continuing to audience). And 
when I finish— 

(His speech is broken by fatt and 
GUNMAN who physically handle him. 
He breaks away and gets to other 
side of stage. The tivo are about to 
make for him when some of the com¬ 
mitteemen come forward and get in 
between the struggling parties. 
agate’s shirt has been torn.) 

AGATE (to audience). What’s the 
answer, boys? The answer is, if we’re 
reds because we wanna strike, 
then we take over their salute 
too! Know how they do it? (Makes 
Communist salute) What is it? An 
uppercut! The good old uppercut to 
the chin! Hell, some of us boys ain’t 
even got a shirt to our back. What’s 
the boss class tryin’ to do—make a 
nudist colony outa us? 

(The audience laughs and suddenly 
AGATE cotwes to the middle of the 
stage so that the other cabmen back 
him up in a strong clump.) 
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MAN. Boys- they just found Lefty! 


AGATE. Don’t laugh! Nothings 
lUnny! This is your life and mine! 
It's skull and bones every incha the 
road! Christ, we’re dyin’ by inches! 
For what? For the debutant-ees to 
ha\e their s\vcet cornin’ out parties 
in the Ritz! Poppa’s got a daughter 
she's gotta get her picture in the 
papers. Christ, they make ’em with 
our blood. Joe said it. Slow death or 
fight. It’s w'ar! (Throughout this 
whole speech agate is hacked up hy 
the other six workers, so that from 
their activity it is plain that the whole 
group of them are saying these things. 
Several of them may take alternate 
lines out of this long last speech) 
You Edna, God love your mouth! Sid 
and Florrie, the other boys, old Doc 
Barnes—fight with us for right! It’s 
war! Working class, unite and fight! 
Tear down the slaughterhouse of our 
old lives! Let freedom really ring. 
These slick slobs stand here telling 
us about bogeymen. That’s a new one 
for the kids—the reds is boge)Tnen! 
But the man who got me food in 
1932, he called me Comrade! The 
one who picked me up where I bled 
—he called me Comrade too! What 
are we waiting for. . . . Don’t wait 
for Lefty! He might never come. 
Ever\^ minute— (This is broken into 
hy a man who has dashed up the cen’ 
ter aisle from the hack of the house. 
He runs up on stage, says') 


OTHERS. What? What? What? 

SOME. Shhh. . . . Shhh. . , , 

MAN. They found Lefty. . , . 
agate. Where? 

MAN. Behind the car bams with a 
bullet in his head! 

AGATE (cryiKg). Hear it, boys, hear 
it? Hell, listen to me! Coast to coast! 

HELLO AMERICA! HELLO. 
WE’RE STORMBIRDS OF THE 
WORKING CLASS. WORKERS 
OF THE WORLD. . . . OUR 
BONES AND BLOOD! And when 

we die they’ll know what we did to 
make a new world! Christ, cut us 
up to little pieces. We’ll die for what 
is right! put fmit trees where out 
ashes are! (To audience) Well, 
w'hat’s the answer? 

ALL. STRIKE! 

AGATE. LOUDER! 

ALL. STRIKE! 

AGATE and OTHERS (ow Stage), 

AGAIN! 

ALL. STRIKE, STRIKE, STRIKE!!! 


CURTAIN 


NOTES FOR PRODUCTION 


2 fie background of the episodes, a strike meeting, is not an eoccuse. Each of 
the committeemen shows in his episode the crucial moment of his life 
which brought him to this very platform. The dramatic structure on which 
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the 'phy has been huilt is sunple hut highly effective. The form used is the 
old blackface minstrel form of chorus, end men, specialty men and inter¬ 
locutor. 

In fatt’s scenes before the ‘'Spy Expose/' mention should again be made 
of lefty's tardiness. Sitting next to fatt in the center of the circle is a little 
henchman who sits with /lis back to the audience. On the other side of FATT 
is lefty’s empty chair. This is so indicated by fatt when he himself asks: 
'Yeah, where’s your chairman?” 

FATT, of course, represents the capitalist system throughout the play. 
The audience should constantly be kept aware of him, the ugly menace 
which hangs over the lives of all the people who act out their own dramas. 
Perhaps he ptiffs smoke into the spotted playing space; perhaps during the 
action of a playlet he might insolently walk in and around the unseeing 
players. It is possible that some highly gratifying residts can be achieved by 
the imaginative use of this character. 

The strike committee on the platform during the acting out of the playlets 
should be used as chorus. Emotional, political, musical, they have in them 
possibilities of various comments on the scenes. This has been indicated once 
in the script in the place where joe’s wife is about to leave him. In the cli¬ 
maxes of each scene, slogans might very effectively be used—a voice com¬ 
ing out of the dark. Such a voice might announce at the appropriate mo¬ 
ments in the ^Young Internes” scene that the USSR is the only country in 
the world where anti-Semitism is a crime against the State. 

Do not hesitate to 7ise music wherever possible. It is very valuable in emo- 
tiomlly stirring an audience. 
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DEAD END 


ACT ONE 


Dead end of a New York street, ending in a wharf over the East River. 
To the left are a high terrace and a white iron gate leading to the back of the 
exclusive East River Terrace Apartments. Hugging the terrace and filing up 
the street are a series of scjnalid tenement houses. 

Beyond the wharf is the East River, covered by a swirling scum an inch 
thick. A brown river, mucky with floating refuse and offal. A hundred seu’crs 
vomit their guts into it. Up-town of the wharf as we float down Hell Gate, 
the River voices its defiant protest in fierce tvhirlpools and stumbling rapids, 
groaning. Farther down, we pass under the arch of the Queensboro Bridge, 
spired, delicate, weblike in superstructure, powerful and brutal in the stouc 
and steel ivhich it plants like uncouth giant feet on the earth. In its hop, skip, 
and jump over the River it has planted one such foot on the Island called 
Welfare, once the hone of hospital, insane asyhtm, and prison, now being 
dismantled, an eyesore to the fastidiotis who have recently become its neigh¬ 
bors. And here on the shore, along the Fifties, is a strange sight. Set plumb 
down in the midst of slums, antique warehouses, discarded breweries, slaugh¬ 
terhouses, electrical works, gas tanks, loading cranes, coal-chutes, the very 
wealthy have begun to establish their city residence in huge, new, palatial 
apartments. 

The East River Terrace is one of these. Looking up this street from the 
vantage of the River, we see only a small portion of the back terrace and a 
gate; but they are enough to suggest the towering magnificence of the whole 
striicture. The wall is of rich, heavy masonry, guarded at the top by a row oj 
pikes. Beyond the pikes, shutting off the view of the squalid street below, 
is a thick edging of lush green shrubbery. And beyond that, a glimpse of the 
tops of gaily colored sun umbrellas. Occasionally the clink of glasses and 
laughter filter through the shrubs. The exposed sidewall of the tenement is 
whitewashed and ornamented with an elaborate, ivy-covered trellis to hide 
its ugliness. The gate posts are crowned with brass ship lanterns, one red, 
one green. Through the gateway is a catwalk which leads to a floating dock, 
where the inhabitants of this apartment moor their boats and yachts. 

Contrasting sharply with all this richness is the diseased street below, 
filthy, strewn with torn newspapers and garbage from the tenements. The 
tenement houses are close, dark and criimhling. They crowd each other. 
Where there are curtains in the windows, they are streaked and faded; where 
there are none, we see through to hideous, water-stained, peeling wallpaper, 
and old broken-down furniture. The fire escapes are cluttered with gutted 
mattresses and quilts, old clothes, bread boxes, milk bottles, a canary cage, 
an occasional potted plant struggling for life. 

To the right is a huge, red sand hopper standing on stilts of heavy timber 
several stories tall. Up the street, blocking the view, is a caterpillar steam 
shovel. Beyond it, way over to the west, are the sky-scraping parallelepipeds 
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( vt ntv An allevAvay between two tenements, tied together by droop- 
1 inL of ^Li. gL us I distant glimpse of the mighty Empire State Build- 
Z ZriJg its tJess mooring tower a quarter of a mtle tnto the cl^ds. 

% thefwcture of tenement house and terrace ts a police ccMox; at the 
■mncture of *he street and wharf is a police stanchton bearmg the warning, 

The homds of the wharf are weatherbeaten and deeply grained; the piles 
are stained green with algae to where the water hcH and brown ahtwe^ A 
ladder nailed to the beams dips down tnto the river. The sunlight tossed from 
the waves dances across the piles to the niusico lap of the water. Other rtver 
sojilliJs coio7tcrponit the orchestration: the hells and the whistles, the clink 

and the chug of passing boats. .7 ^ i / 

A of hoys are swimming in the sewerage at the foot of the wharf, 
splashing about and enjoying it immensely. Some of them wear torn bathing 
Lnks. others are nude. Their speech is a rhythmic, shocking jargon that 

li^ouJd put a truck-driver to blush. 

There are a few onlookers. A fat, greasy woman leans out of a tenement 
window. She is peeling an orange and throwing the peels into the street. A 
sensitive-faced young man, in a patched, frayed shirt, open at the neck, is 
sittino on one of the piles. In his lap is a drawing hoard. Occasionally he will 
\rork fex^eyiaJiIv, usijig pencil a 77 d fnVingitlnr rwler, then he will let the pencil 
droop, and stare out over the river with deep-set eyes, dream-laden, moody. 

A tubercular-looking boy about sixteen is up near the hopper, pitching 
pennies to the sideivalk. There is a splash of water, a loud derisive laugh, and 
up the ladder climbs a boy, lean, lithe, long-limbed, snub-nosed, his cheeks 
puffed with water. Rcdc/iii/g the top of the ladder, he leans over and squirts 
out'the ivatcr. A yelp below. JU laughs .again and cries: "Gotcha dat time!’' 

TWO HOYS come running down the street toward the wharf. One, a tiny 
Italian with a great shock^of blue-black hair, is dangling a shoe box almost 
as big as himself: the other, a gawky Polack, head shaven, cretinous, ade¬ 
noidal, is slapping his thigh with a rolled newspaper as he runs. The^' shout: 
' 7 /i ya, Tommy?” 


TOMMY. H’lo, Angel! M’lo, Dippy! 
(anghl iiiis/ings liis box, and starts 
tearing off his c/of//cs. A sc/iidt l^oy 
a brutish face, snot bubbling 
from his nostrils, climbs up after 
TOMMY. As he reaches the top and 
sees the others, he shouts in a mock¬ 
ing sing-song, "Dopey Dippy, dopey 
Dippy, dopey Dippy/”) 

niPPY. Shat ap, will ya. Spit! 

SPIT C^ldtting through his teeth ot 
DIPPY, who is stripping his lersey 
over his head). Right inna belly- 


button! (Laughs and climbs onto the 
wharf to sprawl next to tommy. 
DIPPY uniinb/cs and \mpes out his 
navel with his finger.) 

TOMMY. Lav ofF 'im, why doncha) 

SPIT, ril knock hm innis eve! 

TOMMY. Wassamattuh? Yuh a wnse 

guy er a boy scout? C’mon in, Dippy! 
angel. Howza wawda, Tommy? 
TOMMY. Boy! Duh nuts! 




DEAD 

SPIT. Geeze, great! 
angel. Cold? 

tommy. Nah. Swell. Jus’ right. 
(Wiping off some of the river hith 
that has clung to him') Bov, deah’s a 
lot a junk inna wavvda tuhday! 

dippy Cpointing to some dirt on 
spit’s hack). Wat’s at? (He touches 
SPIT, smells his fnger and makes a 
ivry face) Pee-ew, whadda stink! 
(spit plucks off a huge gob of fihh 
and throws it at dippy, dippy 
whines) What yuh wanna do dat 
fuh? 

spit. Aw, I’ll mobilize yuh! 

TOMMY. Leave 'im alone! (To dip¬ 
py) Whyn’t yuh keep yuh trap shut, 
huh? 

dippy. He trew dat crap on me! I 
svuz . . . 

TOMMY. O.K. O.K. O.K. (Pomting 
at some imaginary object near the 
sand hopper) Hey, felluhs, look! 
(All look off. tommy sticks his fore- 
finger next to spit’s averted nose) 
Hey, Spit! (spit turns his head and 
humps his nose on tommy’s finger. 
The boys laugh) Nex’ time leave ’im 
alone, see? 

(The cadaverous-looking lad picks 
up his pennies, and comes down to 
the others, boasting, '"Boy, I git a 
crack all a timer) 

tommy (rising). Yeah? Aw right, 
T.B., I’ll pitch yuh. 

t.b. O.K. C’mon. 

tommy. Lemme a couple. 

T.B. Yuh ain’ got ’ny? 
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tommy. Come on! I'll pay yuh back, 
(tommy and t.b. go up to the hop¬ 
per and pitch pennies to the side 
walk.) 

SPIT (turning to dippy, makes a 
swipe at him. dippy backs away). 
Two fuh flinchin’ . . . two fuh 
flinchin’l 

dippy. I di’ not. 

spit. Yuh did so. 

dippy. I di’ not. 

ANGEL. Whyn't cha choose? Choose 
’im. Choose fer it! 

SPIT (scrambling to his feet). O.K. 

Odds! 

ANGEL. Go on! 

DIPPY. Evens! (spit and dippy 
match fingers) Once fuh me. See? 
Cheatin’ shows! 

spit. Come on! Once fuh me. Twice 
fuh me. An’ tree fuh me. Cheatin’ 
shows? Yeah. Boy, ahl knock yuh 
fer a loop! 

ANGEL. Go on. Dippy, yuh lost. Yuh 
git yer lumps. 

dippy (whining). Hey, Tommy. . . . 

spit (grabbing dippy’s rolled news- 
paper). Come on! (He hangs dippv 
Uvice on the head.) 

DIPPY. Ow! . . . Owl . . . Ow! Ah. 
yuh louse. Yuh didn’t have tub hit 
me so hahd. Wid all his might he hit 
me. Wid all his might, duh son uva 
bitch! 
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TOMMY (still absorbed in pitching 
■pennies with T-b.)- Whyn t yuh pick 
on a kid who kin fight back? 

SPIT. Aw'ww! 

TOMMY. Ah! 

(The DOORMAN, a giant in powder- 
bine uniform with gilt buttons and 
braid, opens the gate of the apart¬ 
ment hotise, crosses to the end of the 
sidenmlk and blows a whistle, then 
signals to someone up the street to 
come down. He turns to speak to an 
aristocratic old gentleman and 
OLD LADY who appear in the gate¬ 
way of the East River Terraces.') 

DOORMAN. I’m so soiTv, ma’am, but 
it'll only be for a day or two. 

OLD LADY. That’s quite all right. 

OLD GENTLEMAN (arthritic, grumpy, 
ii’tiikiiig s/ou’/}' and wifli effort). It 
isn't at all. There’s no reason why 
we should have to walk half a block 
to the car. 

(.\ COLORED MAN ill chauffciir’s uni¬ 
form comes dow>i the sidewalk.) 

DOon^tAN. I’m so sorry, sir. 

OLD LADY. Tliat’s quite all right. 
(She pauses a moment, surveying 
the hoys) Look at this! 

OLD GENTLEMAN. Humph! Lvc scen 

it from the balcony. 

# 

ANGEL. I Icy, look, guys! Dey usin’ 
a hack daw, 

TOMMY. I wonduh why. 

DIPPY (familiarly, to the young man 
uho is sketching). Duh yuh know, 
' limpty? Hey, Gimpty? 


GiMPTY. What? 

dippy. Duh yuh know why? 

GIMPTY. Why what? 

DIPPY. Why dey usin' a back daw. 

GIMPTY. x^re they? 

DIPPY. Yeah. 

GIMPTY. No . . . no, I don't. 

(The COLORED CHAUFFEUR SulutCS 
the OLD MAN and offers him an arm 
to lean on.) 

CHAUFFEUR. Good aftcmoon, sir. I’m 
sorry I couldn’t drive the car around 
the . . . 

OLD LADY. That’s all right, Jordan. 
Look at these youngsters! Aren't they 
sweet? 

OLD GENTLEMAN. Sweet? Yes . . . 
from a distance! 

(Thev walk up the street, out of 
sight. A passing tug blasts the air 
with its foghorn, tommy, having 
won at penny-pitching, puts the pen¬ 
nies in the pocket of his trousers, 
which are hanging on the hopper. 
T.B. disconsolate, goes to angel.) 

T.B. Dat cleans me. I dunno. I kin 
always git a crack when I'm plavin’ 
bv mvsclf. (He watches angel, who 
is fussing with a scrap of neivspaper 
and some strange, brown substance) 
W^atcha got deah? 

ANGEL. It’s a dried up hawse-ball. 

T.B. Watcha doin’? 

angel. I’m gonna make some ciga¬ 
rettes. Some guv tole me—vuh kin 
make cigarettes outta dem. 
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t.b. Yeali? 

angel. Yeah. Fm gonna try it. 

t.b. I never hoid a dat. 

aNGEL. It’s good. Some guy tole me. 

TOM^tY. Aw, yuh crazy, 

angel. Naw . . . it’s good. 

T.B. Deah wuz a guy at rifawm school 
once used tuh smoke maiy^wanna. 
Yuh know what dat is? Dope. It’s 
like dope. It’s dope. It gives yuh 
dreams. 

angel, Didja try it? 

T.B. Nah. I can’t smoke on accoun’ a 
my T.B. It gits me. I cough like 
anyt'ing. 

angel (rises and crosses to gimpty). 
Mey, Gimpty, got a match? 

T.B. O^turmurs'). My pratt and your 
face. Dat’s a good match! (Laughs to 
himself.) 

gimpty. MTiat for? 

nippY. He’s makin’ cigarettes outta 
hawse-balls. 

GIMPTY. Out of what? 

ANGEL. Hawse-balls. 

GIMPTY. Throiv it away, you crazy 
fool. You want to get sick? 

angel, I kin smoke, \\nriadda yuh 
link I yam? 

GIMPTY, Listen. I read about a guy 
once who smoked that stuff. You 
know what happened to him. 


ANGEL. What? 

gimpty. Great, big things grew rignl 
out of his head. 

ANGEL (turyting away from gimp'iy, 
with disgust). Aw—w—w, go wan. 

gimpty. Listen ... if I give you a 
good one, will you throw that away? 

ANGEL (turning hack eagerly). Sure! 

GIMPTY (appropriates angel’s hor¬ 
rible cigarette and throws it into the 
water; then takes a sack of tobacco 
from his pocket, adeptly rolls a cig- 
arette mid /lo/ds it out to angel). 
Here! Stick out your tongue, (angel 
licks the paper, gimpty completes 
rolling the cigarette and gives it to 
him) There you are! Now don’t try 
that again. You’ll get sick as a dog. 
Remember . . . I'm tellin’ you, 

angel (proudly exhibiting his cig- 
arette). Boy! Hey, felluhs, look! 
Gimpty gimme a butt. (To t.b.) 
Gimme a light, T.B. (t.b. fishes 
some matches from his pocket and 
lights angel’s cigarette.) 

dippy (dashing over to gimpty). 
Me too, Gimpty! Gimme! Yew know 
me! Yew know me! (dippy, tommy 
and spit descend on gimpty, swarm¬ 
ing over him like a horde of loctists. 
They hold out their hands and heg 
plaintively. "Give us one! Yew know 
us, Gimpty.") 

gimpty. No! No! No more! Beat it! 
That’s all! (They only plead the 
louder) I said that’s all. Don’t you 
understand English? You want a 
boot in the behind? 

(two men come down the street. 
One, tall, young, rather good looking 
in a vicious way: the other, older, 
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SPIT (crosses to his clothes, which are 
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shorter, squat, a sledge-hammer 
huild. The first has thin nervous lips, 
narrow agate eyes, bloodshot. A pe¬ 
culiarly glossy face, as if the skin had 
been Wretched taut over the cheek¬ 
bones which are several sizes too large 
for the lean jaw underneath. Here is 
a man given to sudden volcanic vio¬ 
lences that come and are gone in a 
breath. His movements are sharp, 
jerky; his reflexes exaggerated, those 
of a high-strung man whose nerves 
are beginning to snap under some 
constant strain. He covers it, though, 
with a cocky swagger. He walks 
leaning forward, hips thrown hack, 
almost as if out of joint. He wears a 
orav, turned-down fedora, an expen¬ 
sive suit, sharpy style, the coat a hit 
too tight at the waist, pleated trou¬ 
sers, and gray suede shoes. His squat 
companion is dressed almost identi¬ 
cally. but was not designed to wear 
such clothes. His trousers hang on 
his hips, revealing a bulge of shirt¬ 
waist behi'ccn vesf and trouser-top, 
his barrel of a chest is too thick for 
his jacket, his arms too long for the 
sleeves. His huge fingers you notice 
at once! Thick stubs sticking out of 
the sltapclcss hags of his hands like 
the teats of a cow. The two men 
come almost to the edge of the 
wharf. The tall one lights a cigarette, 
looks about, smiles, shakes his head, 
and talks sotto voce to his compan¬ 
ion.) 


hanging from a nail on the hopper), 

I dun need hisn. I gotta stack a butts 
I picked up Fm savin. 

TOMMY. Give US one. 

dippy. Yeah! Give us one! 

SPIT. Nah. I’m savin’ ’em. 

TOMMY. Don’ be a miser, (spit takes 
out a tobacco tin, opens it, exposing 
a rare collection of cigarette ends 
gleaned from the streets. Grudging¬ 
ly he hands tommy and dippy a 
butt each, then selects a choice one 
for himself) Gimme a light, T.B. 
(They all light up and puff away 
ivif/i huge satisfaction.) 

ANGEL (suddenly aware of the hvo 
strangers). Shine, mistah? (The tall 
fellow shakes his head and turns 
away) A good shine. Come on! (To 
the other) Yew? (The sqttat man 
glares at him and growls, 'Ytth cock¬ 
eyed? Can’t yuh see we got one?”) 

ANGEL (turns away, muttering). Aw 
. . . call ’at a shine? 

(The DOORMAN conies to the gate 
and holds it open. A governess, ac- 
contpanied by a well-dressed, deli- 
cate-fcatured, little hoy, comes out of 
the Tcrroce Apartments. The gov¬ 
erness talks with a marked French 
accent. She nods to the doorman.^ 


i 


TOMMY (fo gimpty). Aw. ta hell 
R-id vuh! Cheap skate! 

(T/jc hov« walk nxPAV. disgusted. 
CTMPTY rolls another cigarette, 
lights it, and returns to his drawing- 
hoard.) 


governess. Good afternoon. 

DOORMAN. Good aftcmoon, ma’am. 

governess. But . . . where is our 
chauffeur? 


SPIT. Yeah, ta hell wid ’im! 
oji?PY. Yeah, ta hell wid 'iml 


DOORMAN. I think he’s on the cor¬ 
ner with the cab-drivers. Shall I get 
him? 
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governess. Never mind. (To the lit¬ 
tle boj) Wait here. Attends moi id, 
nton cheri. 

(The DOORMAN goes ill, dosing the 
gate behind him. The little hoy, sur¬ 
veying the curious scene, answers, a 
bit distracted, “All right, I'll , . . ” 
When he opens his mouth, he shows 
a shiny, gold orthodontic brace.) 


governess. Mats, Philippe! En fran- 
qaisl 

PHILIP (obediently). Oui, mademoi¬ 
selle, j'attendrai. 


PHILIP. I can too. 

T.B. Ah, talonee! 

PHILIP. Balonee yourself! WeVe a 
pool in there and I swim every day 
. . . with instruction. 

SPIT. Aw, bushwah! 

(tommy appears on the ladder, dip¬ 
py hands him his cigarette.) 

dippy. He sez dey godda pool in ere. 

TOMMY. How wuzat swan-dive? 


governess. Tres hien. ]’y reviendrai 
de suite ... dans deux minutes. 

PHILIP. Oui, oui, mademoiselle. 

(She hurries up the sidewalk and out 
of sight.) 

TOMMY. Wee-wee! He*s godda go 
wee-wee! 

(All the hoys shout with laughter.) 

dippy. Do a swan-dive, Tommy. At’s 
wad I like. 

TOMMY. O.K. Hole my butt. (He 
hands his cigarette to dippy) Hey, 
kid! Hey, yew'! Hey, wee-wee! (phil- 
ip looks at him) Yuh wanna see 
sumpm? A swan-dive. Watch! (tom¬ 
my dashes off, under the hopper. We 
hear his “Whe-e-e" and a splash. The 
boys cluck approval.) 

PHILIP. Whats so wonderful about 
that? 

ANGEL. Aw, yuh fat tub a buttuh, 
it s more’n yew kin do. 

PHILIP. That shows how much you 
know. 

T.B. I bet a dollar he can t even swim. 


DIPPY. He sez it wniz lousy. 

TOMMY (climbing over the parapet 
and crossing to philip, belligerent' 
ly). Oh yeah? What woiza mattuh 
wid it? Kin yew do betta? 

PHILIP. A trillion times. 

TOMMY. AwTight. Lessee yuh. 
PHILIP. Where? 

TOMMY. Heah! 

PHILIP. Here? 

TOMMY. Yeah, heah. Yew hoid me. 
Yew ain' deef. (Turns to the others) 
His eahs ovuhlap, dat’s it! (They 
roar with laughter.) 

PHILIP. I wouldn’t swim here. 

T.B. He’s yelluh, dat’s what! Dan 
what! He's godda yelluh streak up 
'is back a mile wide. 

PHILIP. It’s dirty here. 

DIPPY (shocked). Doity! 

T.B. (very indignant). Doity! He se*; 
doity. He sez it’s doity! I’ll sock ’inv! 
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ANGEL. Lil fairy! 


SPIT. Wassamattuh? Yuh scad yuh 
git a lil doit on yuh? 

PHILIP. Besides, 1 haven’t got my 
suit- 
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angel. So what? So I know a guy 
whose brudduh’s a detective. He’ll 
git us out. 


T.B. Yeah? Did yuh evuh hear a 
Judge Poikins! Well, he’s a frien* a 
mine, see? He sent me to rifawm 
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tommy. Well, go in bareass. 

T.B. Yeah, wassamattuh wid bareass? 

PHILIP. And besides, I’m not allowed 
to. 

dippy (sing-song). Sissy, sissy, sucks 
his mamma’s titty! 

PHILIP. Sticks and stones may break 
my bones, but names will never hurt 

me. 

(The hoys crowd him hack against 
the gate.) 

TOMMY, Ah, ahl spit in \aih eye an’ 
drown yuh. Hey, what s at junk )^h 
oot in ^a^h mout . . . like a hawse? 

PHILIP. It’s a brace, to make my teeth 
straight. 

TOMMY. WTia-a-at? I could do dat 
\» it one wallop! 

(T/iC gong roar with laughter.) 

PHILIP. You try and you 11 be ar¬ 
rested. 

-PIT. Yeah? 

TOMMY (contcn/ptHOUsIy). Look 
who’s gonna arrest us! 

PHILIP. My uncle’s a judge. 

TOMMY. Balonee! 

PHILIP. Did you ever hear of Judge 
Criswald? 


DOORMAN (appears, hellowing). 
What’s the matter? Get away from 
here, you! (They scatter, razzing 
him. He turns to philip) Were they 
bothering you? 

PHILIP. No, I don’t pay any atten¬ 
tion to them. 

(The DOORMAN opens the gate and 
both he and philip go in. The hoys 
lavgh and mock them, dippy, pre¬ 
occupied ivith the phenomena of his 
body, sttddenly discovers a lone hair 
on his chest.) 

DIPPY. Boy! Gee! Hey, I godda hair' 
(He caresses it, proudly. T.B. comes 
over, inspects the hair, admires it, 
then suddenly plucks it out, atid 
runs away laughing and holding up 
the trophy, dippy rips, first tvith 
poin, then until rage, tommy finds 
an old discarded broom in the littex 
under the hopper. He balances it 
sfcillfid/y on the palm of his hand.) 

SPIT. Gese, I’m hungry! 

TOMMY. Me too! 

ANGEL. Boy, I’m so hungry I could 
eat a live dog. 

O 

DIPPY (looks Up from his wounded 

chest). Boy, I could cat a hot dog. 

ANGEL. Wid sauerkrautl 
DIPPY. Yeah. 
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ANGEL Qicking his lips and patting 
his belly'). Yum. 

SPIT. Mey, should we go tuh Schul- 
tzie s n’ see if we kin snitch sumpn> 

TOMMY (balancing the broom). 
Nah, Schultzie s wise tuh us. 

ANGEL. We could try some udduh 
staws. 

TOMMY (still balancing the broom). 
Nah, dey're all wise tuh us. Duh 
minute we walk in ’ey asks us wadda 
we want. If we had some dough, 
while one uv us wuz buyin’ sumpm 
de udduh guys could swipe some 
stuff, see? I got faw cents, but at ain’ 
enough. (He drops the broom, and 
becomes the man of action) Anybody 
got any dough heah? Hey, yew, An¬ 
gel, ynh got some? 

ANGEL. No, I ain'. 

TOMMY, Come on! Don' hole out! 

ANGEL. Honest! I didn' git no cus- 
tomuh dis mawnin*. 

TOMMY. Wheah’s 'is pants? Look in 
’is pants! 

(t.b. and spit rush to the hopper, 
grab angel’s pants, and start rifling 
the pockets, angel follows them, 
yelling.) 

ANGEL. Hey! Git outta deah! Git 
outta deah! 

T.B. Nuttn but a couple a stamps V 
a boy-scout knife. 

SPIT (taking the knife himself). Oh 
baby, kin I have dis? 

ANGEL (follows spit). No, T rieed it. 


SPIT. No, yuh don’t. 

ANGEL. Aw, Spit, gimme my knifel 

spit (mocking his accent). Watsa 
ma’? Piza Taliana? (He spits at him) 
Right inee ear! Ha! 

ANGEL (backs a step atid wipes out 
his ear with a finger). Ah, yuh louse! 
Ast me fuh sumpm sometime ’n’ see 
watcha git. 

TOMMY. Give ’im ’is knife! 

spit. Da hell I will! 

ANGEL. Aw, Spit, gimme my knife! 
Tommy, make ’im, will yuh? 

TOMMY. Gimme dat knife! 

spit. What fuh? 

TOMMY (makes a pst and waves it in 
front of spit's nose). Fuh dis . . . 
right in yuh bugle! (He grabs the 
hiife and examines it) Gese, dat’s a 
knife! Five blades! Boy, I’d like one 
like 'at, 

(Enter from the lower tenement 
door, a young boy of about twelve, 
a hit timid, neatly dressed, obviously 
Semitic features.) 

ANGEL. Aw, Tommy, I need it. I 
godda use it. Honest! 

TOMMY (gives him his knife). Here! 
Stop squawkin’! Don’ say I nevuh 
gave yuh nuttin’i 

ANGEL. Tanks, Tommy. Dat’s white. 

TOMMY (good-naturedly). Ah, shat 
ap! (To dippy, who sits reflectively 
picking his nose) Hey, Dippy! Pick 
me a big juicy one! (dippy grins, rolls 
the resinous matter into a little hall, 
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and flicks it at tommy, tommy 
laughs, and trots tip the street to join 
the others who are seated on a tene¬ 
ment stoop. The TALL MAN tums 
from his conversation with his com¬ 
panion, and calls to dippy, ‘Hey, 
you!”') 

DIPPY. What? 

THE TALL ONE. Wanna run a errand 
fuh me? 

THE SQUAT ONE (offcrs). I’ll gO, 
chief. What is it? 
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TOMMY. Hey, kid! 

ANGEL. Hey, kid! 

THE JEWISH BOY C^oks up). Wadda 
yuh want? 

SPIT. Come heah, Ikey! Come on! 
Don* be so slow. 

(He comes over, eager to join them, 
yet scared.) 

TOMMY. Yew da noo kid onna block, 
aintcha? 


DIPPY. Sure. Wheah? 


THE JEWISH BOY. Yeah. 


THE TALL ONE C^oints to a tenement 
house up the block). 418 .. . fourth 
floor . . . Mrs. Martin. Tell her a 
friend a hers wants a see her here. 


TOMMY. Watsya name? 

THE JEWISH BOY. Milton. Milton 
Schwartz. 


DIPPY. O.K. 418? O.K. (He trots 

off-) 


TOMMY. Yuh wanna belong tuh are 
gang? 


GiMPTY (who has looked up at the 
sound of THE TALL MANS VOice). 
Don’t I know you from somewhere? 
(The stranger's lips compress— “ho”) 

I could’ve sworn I . . . 

SQUAT MAN (cowes over and mutters 
in a thick voice full of threat). He 
said no, didn’ he? (The other re¬ 
strains him with a touch on the arm.) 

GIMPTY. Sorry. (He looks down at 
his dra^ving. The two walk away, 
and stand leaning against the wall, 
talking in low tones. The hoys on 
the stoop stiddenly notice the little 
Jewish hoy who is peering over the 
wharf.) 

T.B. Hey, look! Deah's 'at new kid 'at 
moved aroun' a block, 

SPIT. 'At’s *at Jew kid! (They rise and 
come down toward him.) 


MiLTY (eagerly). Yeah. Shuah. 

TOMMY. Got 'ny dough? Yuh godda 
be ineetiated. 

MILTY, I god tree sants. 

TOMMY. Gimme it! 

SPIT (prodding him in the rihs). 
Give it tuh 'iml 

T.B. (prodding hwi harder and ptill- 
ing him around). Go on! 

TOMMY (pulling him hack). Come 
on! Don' hole out! (milty fishes owt 
three cents and hands them to tom¬ 
my) 'At’s all yuh got? 

milty. Yeah. 

SPIT. Sure? 
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MiLTY, Hones'. 


SPIT. Yeah. 



TOMMY. Soich ’im! 

(They start to go through his pock¬ 
ets.') 

MILTY (turns his pockets inside out). 
Don’! Yuh don haf tuh. Look! 

SPIT. Ah, you punk! 


TOMMY. Guard dis dough! (He 
hands the money to spit, who puts it 
in his pocket. They walk away, com¬ 
pletely ignoring milty.) 

MILTY (follows them, murmuring 

tremulouslyX Gimme back my tree 
sants! 


TOMMY. Listen, yew! If yuh wanna 
belong to dis gang, yuh godda git a 
quatuh. 


MILTY. A quatuh? Wheah ahm gon¬ 
na git a quatuh fum? 


SPIT (whispers to the others'). Let’s 
cockalize him! 

ANGEL, Wadda yuh say, Tommy? 
TOMMY. O.K. 


SPIT. Fum yuh ole lady. 

MILTY. She woodn gimme no qua¬ 
tuh. 

SPIT. Yuh know wheah she keeps 
huh money, doncha? 

MILTY. Dat’s a sin tuh steal. 

SPIT (mocking his accent). Wassa- 
mattuh, Ikey? 


T.B. Come on! 

Cancel crosses nonchalantly behind 
MILTY, then croMckes on his hands 
and knees unnoticed. The others 
turn and slowly approach him. Sud¬ 
denly TOMMY pushes MILTY, who 
stumbles backward and trips over 
ANGEL, feet flying up. They all 
pounce on the prostrate boy, pin his 
arms and legs to the ground, unbut¬ 
ton his pants, pull up his shirt.) 


MILTY, Don’ make fun on me, I can’ 
help it. 

SPIT (contemptuously). Yuh scared 
tuh snitch a quatuh? Gese, she won’ 
fin’ out. 


MILTY. Yes, she would. 


SPIT (still mocking him). Oh, sh( 
counts huh money all a time, huh 
Jakey Ikey? 


MILTY. Stop dat! Gimme back my 
tree sants. I don’ wanna hang out 
wid youse. 


TOMMY (to spit). Yuh godda watch- 
pocket, aintcha? 


TOMMY. Gimme some a dat doit! 

spit (scoops up a handful of dirt). 
Heah! 

(They rub it into milty’s groin. He 
kicks and screams, hysterically laugh¬ 
ing at the sensation. When hes 
through rubbing in the filth, tommy 
coughs up a huge wad of saliva and 
spits on milty’s organ. Each of them 
spit, once round the circle. The tall 
ONE and the squat one laugh. A 
tattoo of heels running down the 
street! A whirlwind hits the group, 
and the hoys are dispersed right and 
left. The whirlwind is a girl not 
much bigger than tommy, with a 
face resembling his—pushed-up nose 
and freckles. She slaps and ptdls and 
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pushes the hoys, who scatter away, 
laughing and shouting. She stands 
there, eyes blazing.') 

TOMMY. Aw, scram, will yuh, Drina! 
Scram! 

DRINA. Shut up! (She helps the soh- 
hing MiLTY to his feet, brushes him 
off, and wipes his face, comforting 
him. On second glance she is not the 
child she seemed. Her simple dress, 
her hair combed back of the ears and 
held in place with a cheap celluloid 
clasp, her lithe, boyish figure com¬ 
bine to create the illusion of a very 
young girl. When she comforts 
MILTY, however, it is apparent in the 
mattire quality of her solicitude that 
she is much older—in her earlier 
twenties. The tall one grins at her. 
She throws him a contemptuous side 
glance and rebukes him sharply.) 

DRINA. You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, standing there and letting 
them pile up on this kid. 

TOMMY. Aw, Drina, will )Tah butt 
outta this? 


THE TALL ONE OhoTply). Hunk! 
Cut it! (hunk obeys instantly. They 
walk away to the bulwark.) 

TOMMY. Aw, Drina, why dontcha 
butt outta my business? 

DRINA. Wait till I get you home, I’ll 
show you butt out of . . . (tommy 
scratches his head. She places her 
hands on her hips and frowns) What 
are you scratchin’ your head for? Are 
you buggy again? (Her authoritative, 
maternal concern gives her the air of 
a little girl playing house.) 

TOMMY. Aw, git out a heah or I'll 
bust yuh one! 

DRINA. That's fine talk. Tommy , . . 
bust you one! (He scratches again) 
There you go again! Scratchin'! (She 
crosses to him) Come on home! I’m 
gonna wash your head. 

TOMMY. Aw, lemme alone. All a time 
vuh bodderin' me. . . . (Runs away 
from DRINA and climbs up the hop¬ 
per like a monkey, out of her reach.) 


DRINA (fo the sniveling boy). Are 
you hurt? (To the tall one) Why 
didn't you stop ’em? 

THE TALL ONE. What fer? It’ll do 'im 
good. 

DRINA (flirioMsIy). Oh, yeah? I sup¬ 
pose it’ll do you good if I crack your 
face, huh? 

THE TALL ONE. Oh, lady, yuh scare 
me! 

DRINA. Fresh guy, huh? 

THE SQUAT ONE (wdlks ovcT to her, 

his face screwed up in disgust). Shut 
yuh big mouth or I’ll . . . 


DRINA (to gimpty). Pete, why didn't 
you stop 'em? 

GIMPTY. I'm sorry, Drina. I didn’t 
notice what was happenin'. I was 
thinkin' about somethin’. 

DRINA. Yeah? (She turns to tommy, 
dangling high on his perch) Tommy, 
did you go to school today? 

TOMMY. Sure. 

DRINA. If you’re lying. Tommy, I’ll 
kill you. 

TOMMY (wiggling his toes at her). 
Aw, nuts! 
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DRINA (to MILTY, who is Still Sob- 
hing^, What’s the matter? Did they 
hurt you? 

MILTY. Dey took my money. 

DRINA. They did? How much? 
MILTY. Tree sants. 

DRINA. Tommy! 

TOMMY, VVhat? 

DRINA. Did you take this boy's three 
cents? 

TOMMY. Nope. 

DRINA. You did so! 

TOMMY. I di' not! 

DRINA. You did so! 

TOMMY. Well, I ain't got it. 

DRINA. Who has? Who’s got it? (To 
angel) You? 

ANGEL. Not me. 

(drina looks accusingly at t.b.) 

T.B. (walks away, indignantly^. 
Don’t look at me! 

tommy. Go on, Spit, give 'im back 'is 
tree cents. 

drina (turns on spit). Oh, so you're 
the one! Come on! 

SPIT (thumbs his nose). Like hell I 
will. 

Drina. Come on! 

SPIT. Frig you! 
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DRINA (flaring). I’ll crack you . . . 
you talk like that! 

SPIT. Ah, I'll sock yuh inna tit. (She 
smacks him. He clenches his fist and 
draws it back ready to swing.) 

TOMMY (jumps from the hopper and 
rushes at spit, fists clenched, arms 
raised in fighting position). Cut dat 
out, yuh louse! 

SPIT. Well. . . she smacked me foist. 
She smacked me foist. No dame kin 
smack me foist an’ get away wid it. 

TOMMY. Give 'er dat dough. 

SPIT. VJhat fuh? 

TOMMY. Give her da dough. Dat'i 
what fuh. 

SPIT. Yeah? 

TOMMY. Yeah. 

SPIT. Ah, yuh mudduh's chooch! 

TOMMY. Ah, yuh fadduh’s doop! 

drina. Keep quiet, Tommy! (7 0 
spit) Come on! Come on! 

TOMMY. Hurry up! Give ’er dat 
dough! (Pause, spit grudgingly 
gives her the money, tommy drops 
his hands and reUirns to the hopper, 
whistling, drina hands the money 

back to MILTY.) 

DRINA. Here. 

MILTY. Tanks! 

drina. That's all right. You look like 
a nice boy. Stay away from them. 
They’re no good. They’re bums. 
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SPIT Csulleftt hut seeking an ally^. 
Come on, Angel. Y'ain’ bin in yet. 
Wanna go in? 

JVNGEL. O.K. 

SPIT. Last one in’s a stinkin* rotten 

(7 hey rush off and jumf into the 
water with great s-plashes. t.b. re- 
mains near the hoppery watching. 
Off right voices are heard. A tall, 
lean, soft-spokeiz geytileman, middle^ 
aged, wearing shell-rimmed glasses 
and carrying a pipe, appears at the 
gate. He is followed hy a plumpish 
man of about the same age. philip 
opens the gate for them, smiling.') 

PHILIP. Hello, daddy! 

Philip’s father. Hello, son. Shoul¬ 
ders back! (PHILIP straightens) Atta- 
bov. Where’s Jeanne? 

PHILIP. She went to find Charles. 
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gonna get some kerosene and clean 
your head right away. 

TOMMY. Aw—w—w. 

DRiNA. Don’t aw—w—w me! (She 
walks up the street, tommy jumps 
down from the hopper and dives into 
the water.) 

Philip’s father. Hm! Whose prop¬ 
erty is this? 

JONES. I think J. and J. Fm not sure, 
Griswald. 

GRiswALD. Why don’t they keep it 
in repair? 

JONES. What for! It’s valuable stuff 
as it is. No upkeep. 

GRISWALD (gflsps at the stench that 

comes out of the building). Phew! 
W^at do they do? Use this hallway 
as a latrine? 


Philip’s father. Oh? And where's 
he? 

riiiLip. I don’t know. 

Philip's father (goes up the street, 
looks into the tenement hallway. He 
shakes his head in disapproval and 
turns to his companion). Say, Jonesl 
Look at this at our back door! 

(jONES nods.) 


JONES. Probably. 

GRISWALD. Hm! Terrible! 

JONES. Well, these people have to 
live some place. 

GRISWALD Cgroping in his coat pock¬ 
ets). Hm. Forgot my tobacco pouch 
Will you run up and get it for me, 
son? 


DRINA (to gimpty). You let them 
take his money without even inter¬ 
fering. Shame on you! 

gimpty. I told you I didn’t notice 
what was happening. My mind was 
on somethin’ else. 


PHILIP. Sure, daddy! Where is it? 
GRISWALD. Now, let me see. I think 

it’s . . . Fd better go 

to JONES.) 

JONES. Fll go up with you. 


myself. (Turns 


ORiNA. Ah, vou’re always sticking up griswald. We’ll be down in a minr 
for them. (To tommy) Tommy! Fm ute. Ask Charles to wait for us. 
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PHILIP. Certainly, daddy. 

GRiswALD. Thanks, son. (They go 
off into the a-partment house, dippy 
comes Tunning down the sidewalk.^ 

DIPPY. I fuhgot. Wot w^zat name? 
Moitle? 

THE TALL ONE. Martin! 

(hunk, the squat man, cautions him 
with a tug. gimpty’s head jerks up. 
He stares at the tall one.) 

HUNK. Maybe I better go. 

the tall one. O.K. 418, fourth 
floor. (To dippy) Nevuh mind, kid. 
(To hunk) And while yub at it, 
look in at tailor’s I tole yub. 

HUNK (nods'). Check! (Exit hunk 
up the sidewalk.) 

dippy, ril go. I’ll go git her. 

THE TALL ONE. Beat it! 

dippy. Don’ I git nuttin’? I went 
part a da way. 

THE TALL ONE. Nuttin’ fer nuttin’. 

Beat it! 

dippy. Ah, dat’s a lousy trick tub 
play on a kid. 

THE TALL ONE (raises his foot to 
kick dippy). Come on! . . . 

(dippy runs to the ladder, grum¬ 
bling, climbs over, yells.) 

dippy. Hey! Yew! (The tall one 
turns to look) Go tub bell! (And he 
quickly jumps into the water. The 
TALL ONE laughs, comcs down to the 
edge of the wharf, and watches dippy 
splash away.) 
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GiMPTY (snaps his fingers. Sudden 
recollection). Martin! Baby-fact 
Martin! 

THE TALL ONE (wheels to face 
GIMPTY, one hand reaching under 
his coat for a shoulder holster). I 
ain’t Martin, you bastard! 

GIMPTY. Don’t you remember me? 

MARTIN. O.K. Yew asked fer it an’ 
yub git it! 

GIMPTY. Fm Gimpty. . . . Remem¬ 
ber? 

MARTIN. Gimpty? 

GIMPTY. Sure, Baby-face. I . . . 

MARTIN, Sh! Shat ap! My name’s 
Johnson. Git it? Johnson. 

GIMPTY. We were kids here. Don'l 
you remember? I was one of the 

gang- 

MARTIN (squints at him carefully for 
a long time). Yeah. 

GIMPTY. You don’t have to worry 
about me. 

MARTIN. I ain’t worryin’ about you. 
Fm worryin’ about me. (His hand 
emerges slowly from under his coat) 
You wuz dat funny kid who used to 
mind my clothes when I went swim- 
min’. 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

MARTLN. Yeah. ’At’s right. Kin yub 
still keep yer lips buttoned up? 

GIMPTY. I guess so. 
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MARTIN. Yuh guess so! Yuh bettef 
fand out. And God-damn quick! 

GiMPTY. You know me, Marty, I . . ■ 
(A man comes out of the East River 
Terrace,') 

MARTIN. Sh! (martin waits till the 
n',an is out of hearing, then relaxes) 
O.K. Ony, I’m tellin’ yuh, if it wuz 
anybody else, so help me God, I’d 
. . . (Gestures with thumb and fore¬ 
finger, as if reaching for his gun.) 

oiMPTY. Thanks. . . . What did you 
do to your face^ 

MARTIN. Operation. Plastic, dey call 
it. 

GiMPTY. Oh! And you dyed your 
hair, too. 

MARTIN. Yeah. I guess yuh read 
about me. 

GIMPTY. Sure. You’re the headliner 
these days. 

MARTIN. God-damn right! (Pauses. 
Looks around reminiscently and nods 
toward the East River Terrace Apart¬ 
ments) Hey, dat’s somethin’ new, 
ain't it? 

GIMPTY. No. It’s been up a couple 
of years. 

MARTIN. Yeah? What is it? 

GIMPTY. One of the swellest apart¬ 
ment houses in town. 

MARTIN. Yuh don’ tell me! Well, 
what do yuh know! 

GIMPTY. Yeah. You have to have 
blue blood, a million bucks, and a 
vacht to live in there, or else you 
Kave to . . . (Breaks off, moodily.) 


MARTIN. What? 

GIMPTY. Oh, nothin’. 

MARTIN. Gome on! I don’ like ’at. If 
you’re gonna say it, say it. 

GIMPTY. It’s nothin’. You see over 
there? They got a floatin’ dock. 

MARTIN. Yeah. . . . What’s it doin’ 
there? Right by de ole wharf. We 
used to pee over deah . .. remember? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

MARTIN. Uh-huh. (Regards gimpty 
quizzically) What’s your racket? 

GIMPTY. I’m an architect. 

MARTIN. What’s dat? 

GiAiPTY. I design houses. 

MARTIN. Yuh don’ say! What do yuh 
know! Little Gimpty, an’ look at 'iml 
An architect! Well, I always knew 
yuh’d come trew. Yuh had somethin’ 
here, kid! (Taps his head) Yep. 
Well, I'm glad tuh see yuh doin’ 
O.K., Gimpty. Not like dese udder 
slobs. Yuh must be in a big dough, 
huh? 

GIMPTY (laughs). Nine out of ten 
architects are out of work. 

MARTIN. Yeah? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

MARTIN. So what da hell’s a good? 

GiMpY. That’s the question. Don’t 
ask me. I don’t know. . . . Strictly 
speakin’. I’m not even an architect. 
You see, before you’re an architect, 
you got to build a house, an’ before 
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anybody’ll let you build em a house, 
you got to be an architect. 

MARTIN. Sounds screuy. 

GiMPTY. Yeah, I guess it is. Besides, 
nobody’s building any more, anyway. 

MARTIN. An’ fer dat yuh had tuh go 
tuh high school? 

GIMPTY. College, too. 

MARTIN. College? Yuh went tuh col- 


ciMPTY. Six years. 

MARTIN. Six years? Wliy, yuh son uv 
a bitch, )Tih’re marvelous! 

GIMPTY. Well, I won a scholarship, 
and iMom worked like hell ... and 
here I am. I was doin’ a little work 
for the government, but . . . 

MARTIN, Oh, yeah? 

GIMPTY. No . . . don’t get excited. 

. . . On a slum clearance project. But 
that folded up. I’m on home relief 
now. 

MARTIN. Oh! 

CA MAN comes down the street and 
enters the tenement. He bangs the 

door. MARTIN starts and looks back 
jerkily.') 

GIMPTY. Say, is it so smart for you 
to come here? With that big rewid. 

MARTIN. I ain’ here. I’m out West. 
Read da papers. 

GIMPTY. Have you seen your mother 
yet? 


MARTIN. No. Dat s one reason why 
I come back. I ain’t see de old lady 
’n se\'en years. I kind a got a yen. 
Yuh know? 

GIMPTY. Sure. ... I saw her here 
day before yesterday. 

MARTIN. Yeah? I taught she might 
be aroun’. I low’s she look? 

GIMPTY. All right. 

MARTIN. Gese. Seven years! Since 9 
day I come out a reform school. Say, 
yew came down ’ere wid her tuh 
meet me, didn' cha? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

MARTIN. Sure. 'At’s right. 

GIMPTY. Well, you’ve gone a long 
way since then. 

MARTIN. Yeah. 

GIMPTY. You know, Marty, I never 
could quite believe it was you. 

MARTIN. Why not? 

GIMPTY. To kill eight men? 

MARTIN. Say, what ta hell a yuh 
tryin tuh do? Tell me off, yuh bas¬ 
tard. Why, I’ll . . , 

GIMPTY. No, Marty. . . . 

MARTIN. Say, maybe yuh changedf 
huh? Maybe yuh become a rat. May¬ 
be^ \uh d like tuh git dat faw grand 
’at’s up fuh me. . . , 

GIMPTY. You know better. 

MARTIN. Im not so sure. Fawty-two 
hundred bucks is pretty big dough 
fer a joik like yew. 
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GiMPTY. You can trust me. 

MARTIN. Den don' gimme any a dat 
crap! What ta hell did yuh tink I wuz 
gonna do, hang aroun' ’is dump wait¬ 
in’ fer Santa Claus tuh take care a 
me, fer Chris' sake? Looka yew! 
What a yew got? Six years yuh 
went tuh college an what da hell 
a yuh got? A lousy handout a 
thoity bucks a month! Not fer me! I 
yain't like yew punks . . . starvin' an’ 
freczin’ . . . fuh what? Peanuts? Cof¬ 
fee an’? Yeah, I got mine, but I took 
it. Look! (Pulls at his shirt) Silk. 
Twenty bucks. Look a dis! (Pulls at 
his jacket) Custom tailored—a hun- 
derd an' fifty bucks. Da fat a da land 
I Vive off of. An’ I got a flock a dames 
at'd make yew guys water at da 
mout’. At'd make yew slobs run off 
in a dark comer w'hen yuh see dere 
pichure an play pocket-pool. 

GIMPTY, Ain't you ever scared? 


GIMPTY. No. 

MARTIN. Gee, I got a terrific yen tuh 
see dat kid again. At’s why I come 
back here. I wonder what she's doin’. 
Maybe she got married. Nab, she 
couldn’! Maybe she died, Nah, not 
Francey! She had too much on a ball, 
too much stuff . . . guts. Yeah, she 
wuz like me, Nuttin’ kin kill Baby- 
face Martin an' nuttin’ kin kill her. 
Not Francey. Gese, I wonder whatV 
become a her? 

GIMPTY. She’s the girl whose uncle 
owns a tailor shop aiound the comer, 
isn’t she? 

(milty strolls over to the 'parapet 
and stands looking into the water.) 

MARTIN. Yeah, Yuh remember her 
now. 

GIMPTY. Sure I remember her, all 
right. 


MARTIN. Me? What of? What ta 
bell, ^TJh can’t live faever. Ah, 1 don’ 
know. Sure! Sometimes I git da jit¬ 
ters. An’ sometimes I git a terrific yen 
tuh stay put, an’ . . . Ah, ta hell wid 
it! Sav, do yew remember dat kid 
Francey? 


MARTIN. I tole Hunk, he’s one a my 
bovs, tuh look in 'ere an' see if he 
could git her address. Gese, I gotta 
see dat kid again! 

(spit climbs out of the water, goes 
to milty and, in one s^veep of his 
arm, tears milty’s fly open.) 


GIMPTY, Francey? 


spit. Tree bagger! 


MARTIN. She uTiz my goil when we 
were kids. 

GIMPTY. Oh, yeah. She was a fine 
girl. I remember. 

MARTIN. Yew bet. Ey don’ make no 
more like her. I know. I had 'em all. 
Yuh ain’t seen her around, have yuh? 

GIMPTY, No. 

MARTIN. Hoid anythin’ about her? 


MILTY. Stop dat! 

SPIT (threatening him). What? 

TOMMY (follows spit ovef the para- 
pet). Aw, cut it out, Spit. We gave 
'im enough fuh one time. 

SPIT, ril knock ’im intuh da middle 
a next week! 

TOMMY (tearing open spit’s ^7). 
Home run! 
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(The rest of the kids cUnth out of 
the water, milty joins them in laugh¬ 
ing at spit’s discomfiture.) 

SPIT Otirning on milty). What a 
yuh laughin’ at? 

DIPPY. Yeah, what? 


GiMPTY. Hey! 

TOMMY. Hay fuh bosses! It wuz 
cornin’ tuh him. (To milty, 'patting 
his hack) O.K., kid! Yew kin stick 

aroun'. 

(hunk enters down the sidewalk.) 


SPIT. Sock 'im, Dippy. 

DIPPY. Aw, I could lick ’im wid one 
han’ tied behin’ my back. (Taps 
milty’s shotdder with his clenched 
fist in rhythm to) Tree, six, nine, da 
fight is mine, I kin lick yew any ole 
time. Tree, six, nine, da . . . 

MILTY. Git outa heah. Lemme alone. 
(He swings at dippy, who retreats 
frightened.) 


t.b. Hey, Tommy, len’ me a couple a 
my pennies. I wanna practice pitch- 

in'. 

tommy. O.K. 

(They pitch pennies from the hopper 
to the sidewalk.) 

MARTIN (to gimpty). Da kids aroun’ 
here don' change! (Turns, meets 
hunk's stispicious stare at gimpty; 
to hunk) He ain' nuttin’ tuh worry 

about. 


SPIT (grabbing milty roughly by 

his shirt). Oh ... a tough guy, ^^nk. It's your funeral as well as 
huh? mine. 


TOMMY. I said leave 'im alone. We 
give 'im enough fuh one time. 

spit (releases milty and goes to 
TOMMY, threateningly). Wheah da 
hell a yuh come off, all a time tellin’ 
me what tuh do? 

TOMMY. I’ll put yew out like a light. 

SPIT (spitting at tommy). Right inna 
nose! 

tommy (ducks, and the wad of saliva 
flies over his head). Miss! Now yuh 
git yer lumps! 

SPIT. Try it! Wanna make somethin’ 
out uv it? Come on! Come on! (He 
starts dancing in front of tommy, 
waves his fists and mutters dire 
threats, tommy suddenly gives him 
one terrific blow and spit collapses, 
his nose bleeding.) 


MARTIN. Did yuh git huh address’: 

HUNK. Yuh mudder's out. Deah wuz 
no answer. 

MARTIN. Francey. What about huh? 

HUNK. Dee old joker said ee didn' 
know, but ee gimme da address of 
her aunt in Brooklyn. She might 
know. 

martin. Well, hop a cab an' git it. 

HUNK (making a ivry face). Brook¬ 
lyn? 

MARTIN. Yeah. 

HUNK. Oh, hell! 

MARTIN. Come on! Stop crappin' 
aroun'. 
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rfiuNK. Awright. 

{Exit Uf the sidewalk,') 
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DIPPY. Gese, a buck! 


SPIT {to PHILIP, who has a-ppeared 
on the terrace to watch the fight). 
Whadda yuh lookin^ at, huh. Yuh 
nosey lil . . . 

PHILIP. Nosey nothing. It's a free 
country, isn't it? 

TOMMY. Hey, wee-wee, what ah yuh, 
a boy 'r a goil? 

T.B. He’s a goil, cantcha see? 

PHILIP. I’m a man! 

Ct.b. razzes him loudly. Philip razzes 
loudly hack.) 

T.B. Wassamattuh? Yew a wise guy? 
PHILIP. Yes, I am. 

T.B. Oh, yeah? 

PHILIP. I can name all the Presidents 
of the United States. Can you? 

t.B. What? Tommy kin . . . 

PHILIP. Ah-h-hl 

TOMMY. I used tuh be able tub. 

T.B. Ah, I bet yuh. I bet yuh a dol¬ 
lar ee kin. I bet yuh . . . 

PHILIP. All right. 

T.B. Aw right what? 

PHILIP. I’ll bet you a dollar. 

T.B. What? 

PHILIP {takes a dollar hill from his 
pocket and prottdly waves it aloft). 
Put up vour dollar! 


T.B. {slaps his cheek in amazement). 

A whole real live dollar ... my gawd! 
(angbl and spit, impressed, ex¬ 
claim and whistle.) 

PHILIP. Aw, you haven’t even got 
a dollar. 

t.B. Yeah, well . . . show 'im, 
Tommy, anyway. Show ’im! Jus’ 
show ’im up, will yuh? 

PHILIP. Washington, Adams, Jeffer¬ 
son. Go on! Name the next three! 

TOMMY, Madison . . . Harrison . . . 
no . . . 

PHILIP, Wrong! 

TOMMY. Well, I used tuh know ’em. 

I fergit. 

PHILIP. Aw-w. 

TOMMY. Well, who cares, anyway? 
Yuh li’l sissy! Let's cockalize 'im! 
Whadda yuh say? Come on! {Chorus 
of approval. They start climbing up 
the wall, hut the doorman appears 
just in time.) 

DOORMAN. Get out of here! (He gives 
them a dirty look, then eocits, clos' 
ing the gate.) 

TOMMY. Wait till I git yew . . . I’ll 
fix your wagon! Come heah, guys. 
We gotta git dat kid away from deah. 
We gotta git him. . . . 

{The gang all huddle about tommy, 
whispering. Three smaller boys 
straggle down the street and sit on 
the curb. They try to insinuate then 
way into the conclave.) 
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TOMMY (to the three smaller boys). 
Hey, whata yew want? (The three 
smaller boys don’t answer, but are 
ready for a fght^ Angel, tell yuh 
kid brudder tub git da hell outta 
heah! 

ANGEL. Beat it! 

TOMMY. Go home and tell yuh mud- 
der she wants yuh! 

ANGEL (rises, rushes the kids. The 
smallest stops to fight him, hut angel 
rotits them and they flee up the side¬ 
walk). Dat crazy brudduh a mine! 
(drina enters down the street, carry¬ 
ing a can of kerosene.) 

MARTIN. Well, keep yer nose clean, 
Gimpty, an yer lips buttoned up 
tight, see? 

GIMPTY. Forget it! 

(martin exits up the sidewalk, eye¬ 
ing DRINA as she passes him.) 

DRINA. Come on, Tommy. 

TOMMY. Not now, I'm busy. 

DRINA. Tommy, don't be like that, 
will you? You can't go around with a 
head full of livestock. 

TOMMY. I ain’t got no bugs. 

DRINA (grabbing him, as he pulls 
away). Let me see . . . come here! 
(She examines his head) Whew! 
You ain't! You got an army tvith a 
brass band. Come on home. 

TOMMY. Wassamattuh wid tub- 
night? 

DRINA. Tonight I got a strike meetin'. 

I don't know what time I'll be home. 
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TOMMY. Aw, yew an’ yuh lousy 
meetin’s. 

DRINA. It ain’t no fun for me. Tommy. 
Come on an’ let's get you cleaned up. 

TOMMY. Aw, Drina! 

DRINA. I don’t like it any more than 
you do. 

TOMMY. Gese, look it! (He points 
up the street, and drina relaxes her 
hold on him. tommy rushes off under 
the hopper and dives into the water 
with a ”Whee-ee.” The other kids 
laugh and then straggle up the street 
to sit in a huddle on the doorstep of 
a tenement house.) 

DRINA. Tommy! 

GIMPTY (laughs. DRINA looks at him. 
He smiles understandingly). You’ve 
got a tough job on your hands, Drina. 

DRINA (peering over the wharf, fol¬ 
lowing TOMMY with her eyes). He’s 
really a good kid. 

GIMPTY (also watches tommy, 
whom we can hear thrashing the 
water with a clock-work, six-beat 
crawl). Sure. 

DRINA. Just a little wild. 

GIMPTY. Hey , . . Tommy’s got a 
good crawl-kick! 

DRINA (calling). Tommy! Come on! 
(tommy shouts under the water, 
making a noise like a seal, drina 
laughs against her will) What are 
you gonna do with a kid like that? 

GIMPTY (laughs). I don’t know. 
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DRINA (seating herself on the fara- gimpty (suddenly bitter and weary'), 
pet, next to gimpty). It’s not that Sure. What’s the use? How long have 
he's dumb, either. I went to see his you been on strike now? 


teacher yesterday. She said he’s one 
of the smartest pupils she’s got. But 
he ^von’t work. Two weeks he played 



DRINA. A month. 

GIMPTY, Picketin' an' fightin' an' 
broken heads. For what? 


GIMPTY. I don’t blame him. 

DRINA. I can’t seem to do anything 
with him. It was different when Mom 
was alive. She could handle him . . . 
and between us we made enough 
money to live in a better neighbor¬ 
hood than this. If we win this strike, 
I’m gonna move, get him outta here 
the first thing. 

GIMPTY. Yeah. That’s the idea. 


DRINA. For what? For two dollars and 
fifty cents a week extra. Eleven dol¬ 
lars a month, Pete. All toward rent. 
So’s Tommy an’ I can live in a decent 
neighborhood. 

GIMPTY. Yeah. You’re right there. 
I've seen this neighborhood make 
some pretty rough guys. You’ve 
heard about Baby-face Martin? He 
used to live around here. 


DRINA. Yeah. I read about it. 

DRINA Ototicing his draivings'). 

What’ve you got there? More draw- gimpty. I used to know him. 
ings? 

DRINA. You did? What was he like? 
GIMPTY. Couple a new ideas in com- (tommy climbs wp out of the water, 
munity housing. Here! See? (He breathless. He lies on the parapet, 
passes the drawing pad to her.) listening.) 


DRINA (stjidies them and nods admi¬ 
ration). Yeah. They're beautiful 
houses, Pete. But what’s the good? 
Is anvbodv going to build them? 

GIMPTY. No. 

DRINA (landing hack the drawings). 
So what? 

GIMPTY. All mv life I’ve wanted to 
build houses like these. Well . . . 
I’m gonna build 'em, see? Even if 
it’s only on paper. 


GIMPTY. As a kid, all right . . . more 
than all right. Yeah, Drina, the place 
you live in is awfully important. It 
can give you a chance to grow, or it 
can twist you— (He twists an imagine 
ary object with grim venom) —like 
that. When I was in school, they 
used to teach us that evolution made 
men out of animals. They forgot to 
tell us it can also make animals out 
of men. 

TOMMY. Hey, Gimpty. 

GIMPTY. Yeah? 


DRINA. A lot of good they’ll do on tommy. What’s evilushin? (He 
paper. Your mother told me you’ve clambers along the parapet and lies 
even given up looking for a job lately. on his stomach in front of drina.) 
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GiMPTY (looks at TOMMY a moment, 
smiles, and comes out of his dark 
mood). Whats evolution, Tommy? 
Well, ni tell you. A thousand mil¬ 
lion years ago we were all worms in 
the mud, and that evolution made us 
men. 

DRiNA. And women! 

GIMPTY. And women. 

TOMMY. An’ boys and goils? 

GIMPTY. And boys and girls. 

TOMMY. Ah, I wuzn’t even bom a 
tousan’ million years ago. 

GIMPTY. No, but your great, great, 
great, great grandfather and mother 
were; and before them their great, 
great, great, great, great grandfather 
and mother were worms. 

TOMMY. Blah-h-h! 

DRINA (impressed). It’s like God! 

GmPTY. It is God! Once it made 
dinosaurs—animals as big as that 
house. 

tommy. As big as ’at? 

DRINA. Sure. 
tommy. Wow! 

GIMPTY. Then it didn’t like its work 
and it killed them. Every one of them! 
Wiped ’em out! 

tommy. Boy! I’d like tuh see one a 
dem babies. 

GIMPTY. 111 show you a picture some 
time. 


TOMMY. Will jnih? 

GIMPTY. Sure, 

TOMMY. ’At'll be swell, Gimpty. 
(spit appears on the ladder and stops 
to listen, hanging from the top rung.) 

GIMPTY. Once evolution gave snakei 
feet to walk on. 

TOMMY. Snakes? No kiddin’l 

SPIT (siwgs in mockery). Te-da-da- 
da-da-bushwah, te-da-da bushwah! 

TOMMY. Shat ap! Right innee eye! 
(He spits. SPIT jumps hack into the 
water.) 

DRINA. Tommy, cut that out! See? 
You’re like an animal. 

TOMMY. Well ... he does it tuh all 
ce udduh kids. . . . Anyhow, what 
happened tuh duh snakes’ feet? 

GIMPTY. Evolution took ’em away. 
The same as ostriches could onc6 
fly. I bet you didn’t know that. 

TOMMY. No. 

GIMPTY. Well, it’s true. And then ir 
took away their power to fly. The 
same as it gave oysters heads. 

TOMMY. Oysters had heads? 

GIMPTY. Once, yeah. 

TOMMY. Aw-wl 

DRINA. Sh, listen! 

GIMPTY. Then it took them away. 
“Now men,” says Evolution, “now 
(Nods to DRINA, acknowledg¬ 
ing her contribution) -“and women 
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T.B. (rising). No kid! No kid! 
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, . . I made you walk straight, I 
gave you feeling, I gave you reason, 

I gave you dignity, I gave you a sense 
of beauty, I planted a God in your 
heart. Now let’s see what you’re go¬ 
ing to do with them. An’ if you can t 
do anything with them, then I’ll take 
’em away. Yeah, I’ll take away your 
reason as sure as I took away the head 
of the oyster, and your sense of 
beauty as I took away the flight of 
the ostrich, and men will crawl on 
their bellies on the ground like snakes 
. . . or die off altogether like the 
dinosaur.” 

(A very attractive, smartly-groomed 
YOUNG LADY in a white linen suit 
comes out of the gate. She brings a 
clean coolness into this sweltering 
street. She has a distinctive, lovely 
face; high forehead, patrician nose, 
relieved by a warm, wide, generous 
mo^ith and eyes that shut and crinkle 
at the corners when she smiles^ 
which she is doing now. 

TOMMY. Gee! 

GiMPTY. That scare you? 

TOMMY. Wow! 

ANGEL (ipbo has been sitting on the 
tenement steps up the street watch¬ 
ing T.B. and DIPPY climb the steam 
shovel, notices the woman come out 
of the gate'). Hey, Gimpty, heah’s 
yuh goil friend! 

GIMPTY. Oh, hello, Kayl 

KAY. Hello, Pete. (Her manner is 
simple, direct, poised and easy. She 
is a realist; no chichi, no pretense. 
And she is obinotisly i^er)' fond of 

GIMPTY.) 

DIPPY (to T.B.). Hev, Gimpty’s goil 
trcn come outta deah. 


ANGEL. Gee whiz! (The three boys 
saunter down to kay.) 

DIPPY. Do yew live in deah? 

GiMPY (^embarrassed). Hey! 

KAY (Imighs). Yes. 

ANGEL. Have dey really got a swim- 
min’ pool in ’at joint? 

KAY. Yes. A big one. 

DIPPY. Ah you a billionairess? 

KAY. No. 

DIPPY. Millionairess? 

KAY. No. 

GIMPTY. Hey-y-yl 

ANGEL. Den what a yuh doin’ cornin’ 
out a deah? 

DRiNA. Angelo! (To kay) Don’t mind 
him! 

KAY (^smiling). Oh, he’s all right. 

DIPPY. I got it. She’s a soivant goil. 

T.B. Nah, she’s too swell-dressed all 
a time. 

(kay laughs). 

GIMPTY (scjtiirming with embarrass¬ 
ment). Look! Will you kids beat it? 
Scram! Get outta here! Go onl 

DRINA. Come on, Tommy! I’m gonna 
wash vour head. 

TOMMY (crmplhig over to the lad¬ 
der). Nah! Hey, Gimpty ... 'at 
evilushin guy . . .. 
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GiMPTY. What about him? 

TOMMY. Did he make 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

TOMMY. Bugs too? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

TOi^MY Oo drina). Deah yuh ah! 
God makes bugs an' yew wanna kill 
’em. (^Gently chiding her as if she 
were a nanghty child) Is 'at nice? 
(He dives off the ladder into the 
water) Whee-e-e! 


everything? 
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stops and turns to slap angel. The 
BOYS laugh and run off behind the 
hopper. The two girls go up the 
street, one indignant, the other gig¬ 
gling. KAY has picked up gimpty's 
drawings and is admiring them. 
DRINA stares enviously at kay, at her 
modish coiffeur, at her smart suit, at 
her shoes, kay becomes conscious of 
the scrutiny and turns, drina, embar¬ 
rassed, drops her eyes, then calls to 

TOMMY. 

DRINA. Tommy! Coming? 

TOMMY (from the water). No-o-o! 


KAY. He's very logical, 

DRINA. Yeah. That part’s all right, but 
he’s very lousy too, an’ that part ain’t. 
(She calls) Tommy! Come on! (More 
splashing of the water from tommy.) 

DIPPY. Whee! Look! He’s a flyin fish! 
Do dat again. Tommy! Wait, I'm 
cornin’, Tommy! (He motmts the 
parapet) Look a me! I’m divin’... a 
backjack! (He stands poised for a 
backjack, then looks back and down¬ 
ward, fearfully. It’s awfully high) 
Wait a minute! Wait . . . wait! (He 
climbs two rungs down the ladder. 
Looks down. Nods. This is better) 
I’m di\'in’ a backjack! Watch out, 
Tommy! (He jumps sprawling out 
of sight. A tremendous splash, kay 
looks over the parapet laughing. 
dippy calls up) How wuz ’at? 

kay. Beautiful! 

T.B. Stinks! (He walks off toward the 
hopper arm in arm with angel, two 
girls come out of the Terrace, and 
walk up the street, chattering, t.b. 
and ANGEL follow them, mimicking 
their mincing walk, and making in¬ 
decent remarks. One of the GroLP 


drina. Well, I’m goin’ home. I can’v 
wait here all day. (She goes.) 

GIMPTY. They’re using the back en¬ 
trance to-day. , . . 

kay (handing him the drawing pad). 
Yes. There’s some trouble in front, 
They'A'e ripped up the whole street. 
(She looks out across the river, and 
breathes deep) It’s a grand day, isn’t 
it? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

KAY. Oh! ... I was talking to some 
of Jack’s friends last night. I thought 
they could find something for you. 
(Produces a business card from her 
pocket) Here’s a man who said you 
might come up and speak to him. 
Here’s his card. 

GIMPTY (takes the card from her, and 
reads it). Del Block. Oh, yeah . . . 
he’s a good man. Thanks! Gee! 
Thanks! 

KAY. I don’t know if it’ll help much. 

GIMPTY. This is swell of you! (He 
looks at her a moment, lost in admira¬ 
tion. Then shyly, with a good deal 
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of hesitation and groping for the right 
words) I was telling Mom about you 
last night. I been kind of going 
around the house like a chicken with 
:ts head chopped off . . . and Mom 
jsked me why. So I told her. 

ZAY. What? 

ciMPTY. Oh, just a little about you. 
How we’d got to talking here, and 
meeting every day, and what great 
friends we’ve become. How you’ve 
been tr)'ing to help me. And . . . that 
I worship you! 

KAY. You didn’t! 

GIMPTY. Well, I do. Do you mind? 

KAY (deeply touched). Mind? You 
fool! What’d she say? 

GIMPTY. She said you sounded like 
a very real, good person. 

KAY. Good? Did you tell her all about 
me? About Jack? 

GIMPTY. Yeah. 

KAY. Your mother must be a sweet 
woman. I’d like to meet her some 
time. 

GiMPT\' (enthusiastically). She’d be 
tickled. Will you? 

KAY. Right now, if you like. 

GIMPTY. Well, she’s out for the after¬ 
noon. 

KAY. Oh! 

CIMPTY. Maybe I can get her down 
here da- after tomorrow, huh? 


KAY (pauses, then, a hit depressed), 

I may not be here then. I may leave 
tomorrow. 

GIMPTY. Tomorrow? 

KAY. Night. Jack’s going on a fish- 
ing trip. He wants me with him. 

GIMPTY. Isn’t that sudden? 

KAY. He’s been planning it for some 
time. 

GIMPTY. How long will you be gone^ 
KAY. About three months. 

GIMPTY. That’s a long time. 

KAY. Yes. 

(Down the street strides a well- 
dressed, rather handsome man in his 
early forties, hard lines around the 
eyes. At the moment he is hot and 
uncomfortable. He eyes the tene¬ 
ments ctiriously as he passes them. 
The DOORMAN appears as he starts 
to enter the gate. He asks the door¬ 
man in a adtured, quiet voice, ’What 
happened in front?'*) 

DOORMAN, ril tell you, Mr. Hilton. 
You see, the gas mains . . . 

KAY (rises). Hello, Jack! 

HILTON (turns around, sees KAY. Sitr- 
prised). Hello! What’re you doing 
here? He crosses to her.) 

KAY. Oh, I just came out. 

HILTON (takes off his panama, wipes 
the sweat hand and mops his brow 
with a handkerchief). Phew! It’s 
been a hell of a day, arranging things 
at the office. Well, I’ve made the 
plans for the trip. Everything’s set. 
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The boat’s in shape. I’ve talked to 
Captain Swanson. 

(dippy climbs itp over the parapet, 
talking to himself.') 

DIPPY. Hooray fuh me! I did a back- 
jack! (To guvipty) Wuz ’at good, 
Gimpty? 

GIMPTY. All right! 

dippy (to kay). Hey, Gimpty’s goil 
friend, wuz ’at good? 

KAY. Beautiful. 

(dippy, patting his chest and gloat¬ 
ing "Attaboy, Dippyr goes hack into 
the water, hilton is puzzled and an¬ 
noyed. He looks at kay.) 

HILTON. What's all this about? 

KAY Nothing. 

HILTON. V\^at’s all this about? 

KAY. Nothing. 

HILTON Qiis voice begins to rasp). 
Come on. Let’s go in. 

KAY. It’s nice out. I’d like to take a 
walk first. 

HILTON. You’ll do that later. Come 
on. 

KAY. I have a little headache. I want 
to stay Cut a few minutes more. 

HILTON. Take an aspirin and you’ll 
be all right. Come on! 

KAY. Please! 

HILTON. We've a million things to 
do. 

KAY. You go ahead. I’ll be right in. 


HILTON (casts a glance at gimpty). 
What’s the big attraction out here? 

KAY. Nothing. 

HILTON. Then stop acting like a 
prima donna and come on in. 

KAY. Please don’t make a fuss. 

HILTON Csnddeyily loses his temper 
and snaps). It’s not me . . . it’s you: 
Damn it. I’ve been tearing around 
all day like a madman, and I come 
home and find you behaving like a 
cheap . . . 

KAY. Jack! 

HILTON (bites his lip, controls him¬ 
self, and mutters curtly). All right! 
Stay there! (He goes in. kay follows 
him to the' gate, pauses there, un¬ 
certain. Then indulges in a momen' 
tary flash of temper, herself.) 

KAY. Oh ... let him! (She returns 
slowly.) 

GIMPTY. Is that the guy? 

KAY. Yes. (Then, not to he unfair) 
Don’t judge him by this. He’s really 
not so bad. He’s going to be sorry in 
a few minutes. He’s so dam jealous. 
His wife gave him a pretty raw deal. 
You can’t blame him for . . . 

GIMPTY (suddenly inflamed). All 
right! If it were anybody else, all 
right! But you? He can’t treat you 
like that! 

KAY (sits there a while in silence, 
thinking. Finally, she speaks, slowly, 
almost in explanation to herself). I’ve 
been living with Jack a little over a 
year now. He isn’t usually like this. 
You see, he really loves me. 
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GiMPTY. He has a funny way 0 
showing it. 

KAY. He wants me to marry him. 

GIMPTY. Are you going to? 

KAY. I don’t know. 

GIMPTY. Do you love him? 

KAY. I like him. 

GIMPTY. Is that enough? 

KAY I’ve knowm what it means to 
scrimp and worry and never be sure 
from one minute to the next. I’ve 
had enough of that . . . for one life' 
time. 


KINGSLEY 

SPIT. In yuh hat, fat slob! (And he 
continues harking.') 

FAT LADY. Wha-a-at? Doorman! (To 
the frantic dog) Quiet. Buddy darl¬ 
ing! Quiet! Doorman! 

(The DOORMAN comes out on the run 
and chases the hoys away. They run 
en masse to the hopper, tommy 
climbs up on it. The smaller boys 
retire to the steps of an upper tene¬ 
ment doorway. MR. griswald, Phil¬ 
ip, and MR. JONES come out of the 
East River Terrace Apartments.) 

GRISWALD. What’s the matter? 

DOORMAN. Those kids! They’re ter¬ 
rible, sir. 


GIMPTY Ciritensely). But Kay, not 
to look forward to love ... God, that’s 
not living at all! 

KAY Cnot quite convincing). I can do 
without it. 

GIMPTY. That’s not true. It isn’t, is 
it? 


PHiiTP. They wanted to hit me, too, 
daddy! 


GRISWALD. Oh, yes? Why? What did 
you do to them? (Smiles at jONES.) 


PHILIP. Nothing. 
GRISWALD. Sure? 


LAY (smiles xvryly). Of course not. 

CA very stout lady with much bosom 
comes out of the gate, fondling a 
tiny, black dog.) 

TOMMY (clambering over the para¬ 
pet, sees the dog and chuckles). Lx)ok 
a dat cockaroach, will yuh? Hey, 
lady, wheah didja git dat cockaroach? 

FAT LADY. Well, of all the little . . . ! 
(tommy starts to hark. The dog yaps 
back, and struggles to escape. The 
other hoys climb up and bark in vari¬ 
ous keys. The three smaller boys 
appear and join in the medley. The 
stout lady is distraught. She shouts 
at them, but to no avail) Get away 
from here, you little beasts! 


PHILIP. Honest, daddy, I didn’t say 
anything to them. 

DOORMAN. It’s all their fault, sir. 

fat lady. They’re really horrible 

/ ^ 

brats. And their language! . . . 

TOMMY (hanging from the hopper). 
Ah, shat ap, yuh. fat bag a hump! 

GRISWALD. You touch him again and 
ni break your necks. 

TOMMY. Balls to yew, faw eyes! 

GRISWALD (fo PHILIP, fls he takes his 
arm and walks him up the street). 
The next time you hit them back. 
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PHILIP. But they all pile up on you, gimpty. No? What would you do 
daddy. with them? 

GRiswALD. Oh, is that so? Well, I fat lady. Send them all away, 
think Tm going to buy you a set of 

gloves and teach you how to box. gimpty. Where? 

(They contimie u-p the sidewalk, fol¬ 
lowed hy JONES.) yat lady. I’m sure I don't know. 

PHILIP. Will you, daddy? gimpty. Huh! 

(the governess and a young (Great outburst of laughter from the 

CHAUFFEUR hi maroon livery meet huddle.') 

them.) 

T.B. Dat’ll woik! You’ll see! Dat’ll gif 
GOVERNESS. Bonjour, monsieun 'im! 


CHAUFFEUR (saluHng). I’m sorry to 
keep you waiting, sir, but . . . 

GRISWALD (waves them ahead). 
That’s all right. Never mind. (To 
Philip) TTie next time someone at¬ 
tacks you, you'll be able to defend 


MR. JONES. That’s the idea! 

TOMMY (shouts up the street after 
them). Yeah! Wid ee army an’ navy 
behin’ ’im! (Gang laughs and shouts. 
TOMMY jumps down from the hop¬ 
per. The FAT LADY waddles across to 

KAY.) 

TOMMY. Come 'ere, guys, I got a 
scheme how we kin git dat kid an' 
cockalize ’im. (They gather in a 
huddle.) 

ANGEL. How? 

TOMMY (subsiding to a whisper). 
Foist we git ’im inna hallway, an'... 

FAT LADY. The little Indians! They 
oughtn’t to be allowed in the street 
with decent people. 

(Exit the DOORMAN, closing the gate.) 


TOMMY. Wait! Shat ap! I gok 
maw . . . 

(The conclave becomes a whispered 
one again.) 

FAT LADY. The little savages! They’re 
all wicked. It’s bom in them. They 
inherit it. 

GIMPTY (suddenly hursts out, a bit' 
ter personal note in his passion). In¬ 
heritance? Yeah. You inherit a castle 
thirty stories over the river, or a 
stinkin' hole in the ground! Wooden 
heads are inherited, but not wooden 
legs . . . nor legs twisted by rickets! 
(The FAT LADY IS Completely taken 
aback hy this unexpected antipathy. 
She looks at kay, gasps, and walks 
away, head high, patting her anh 
mat. KAY smiles at gimpty sadly, 
sympathetically.) 

gimpty. I’m sorry. 

KAY (touches his hand). Oh, Pete! 
(Another outburst. The three smaller 
BOYS have crept down and joined the 
fringe of the huddle.) 

TOMMY. Dey're back again! Angel, 
\vill yuh tell yuhr kid brudduh tuh 
git tuh hell ouna heah? 
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(angel swings at the tiniest of the 
BOYS, who kicks hint in the shin, 
spits at him, and runs away, thumb¬ 
ing his nose. ANGEL chases the boys 
part of the way up the street, then 
returns rubbing his shin and shaking 
his head.^ 

ANGEL. 'At crazy kid brudduh a 
mine, I’m gonna kill ’im when I git 
'im home! 

(The huddle reorganizes.) 

GiMPTY. Gosh, I wish we could be 
alone for a minute! 

KAY, Pete, I’ve thought of that so 
many times. Fve wanted to invite you 
inside, but . . . 

GIMPTY. You couldn’t, of course. 

KAY. Cockeyed, isn’t it? Couldn’t we 
go to yrur place? 

GIMPTY. Gee, I . , . ! No, you 
wouldn’t like it. 

KAY. Why not? 

GIMPTY. It’s an awful dump. It 
would depress you. 

KAY. Oh! 

GIMPTY. I’d love to have you, Kay, 
but I’m ashamed to let you see it. 
Honestly. 

KAY (rises and offers him her hand). 
Oh, Pete, that’s silly. I wasn't bom 
in a penthouse. Come on! (With the 
md of a cane he rises. They walk up 
tUhe street. For the first time we notice 


that one of his legs is withered ana 
twisted--by rickets.) 

(milty rises and crosses to within a 
few steps of the huddle.) 

MILTY (timidly). Hey. 

TOMMY, What? 

MILTY. Look, I . . . (He approaches 
TOMMY slowly). If yuh want, I t’ink 
I kin snitch ’at quatuh fuh yuh. 
(The chug of an approaching tug¬ 
boat is faintly heard.) 

TOMMY (thinks it over). O.K., Milt! 
O.K. Den yuhr inna gang, see? 
(Turns to the others.) Anybody gits 
snotty wid Milt, gits snotty wid me, 
see? (To milty) Now git dat 
quatuh. Come on, git duh lead outta 
yuh pants! 

(The chug-chug grows louder.) 

MILTY (jubilant). O.K., Tommy! 
(Runs off into the tenement house. 
The chug-chug grows louder.) 

TOMMY. See? He’s a good kid. He 
loins fast. Remember da time I 
moved aroun’ heah? I wuz wearin 
white socks an’ I wouldn’t coise, so 
yuh all taught I wuz a sissy. 

(The chtig-chug grows louder.) 

DIPPY. 'Cept me, Tommy. 

TOMMY. Yeah, ’cept yew. Every¬ 
body else. I hadda beat da pants off 
a yuh foist. (Down to busiytess again) 
Now here’s how we git Wee-wce. 
Yew, T.B. . . . (His voice is drowned 
out by the chug-chug-chug-chug—) 


CURTAIN 



DEAD END 


483 


ACT TWO 


SCENE-Tfce same, the following day, lit by a hrilliant afternoon sun. The 

Thev hank d Their faees are grave and intense. 

They handle their cards familiarly, caressing them like old gamblers 

noTtd^k g"«' 


ANGEL (throwing two match sticks 
into the pot). I'll open fuh two. Hey, 

Spit, it s rainin. Come on, decorate 
da mahogany! 

T.B. (adds his two), O.K. I'm in. 

SPIT (follows suit). Heah's mv two. 
Dippy. 

DIPPY (tosses in his match sticks, de¬ 
liberately, one at a time). I'm in. 

ANGEL (slapping down two cards). 
Gimme . . . two. 

SPIT (deals). Aw, he^s got tree uva 

1 • ) O 

km. 

T.B. (throws away one). Gimme one. 
Make it good, (spit deals him one.) 

ANGEL. Ah, jTih ain* got nuttin’. 

SPIT. He’s got a monkey. I ain' takin’ 
any. How many fuh yew, Dippy? 

DIPPY (studies his hand with grave 
deliberation). I’ll take five. 

SPIT. Yuh can’ take five. 

DIPPY (the mental effort contorts his 
face). Faw. 


SPIT. Yuh kin only take t'ree. 

DIPPY (after considerable hesitation). 
Gimme one! 

ANGEL (inclining his head toward 

T.B.) Say, T.B., feel ’at bump I got. 
Feel it! 

T.B. (explores angel's head with a 

finger). Wow! Feel 'at bump Angel's 
got! 

dippy (leans over and feels the 
bump). Boy! 'At's like ’n egg! 

SPIT. Wheah juh git it? 

ANGEL. Me ole man give it tuh me. 
dippy. Fuh what? 

ANGEL. Fuh nuttin. Just like ’at, fuh 

nuttin. Last night me ole man cumzin 
drunk. 

SPIT (impatiently). Cum on, cum on 
. . . whadda yuh do? 

angel (raps his knuckles on the 
sidewalk). I blow. 

T.B. (raps). I blow. 
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SPIT Crabs'). I blow, too. Dippy? spit. What? 


DIPPY Craps'). I blow. 

T.B. Watcha got? 

ANGEL Cf^veals a pair of Jacks). A 
pair of Johnnies. You? 

T.B. (exhibits two pair, twos and 
threes). Two pair. Deuces and trays. 
(He reaches for the pot.) 


-Together 


ANGEL. About what? 

DIPPY. What, Tommy? 

TOMMY. Dincba beah? Boy, deah 
wuz a big fight at da Chink laundry 
las’ night. 

ANGEL. No kiddin’l 


TOMMY, Yeah. 


ANGEL. Aw hell! 

SPIT. Wait a minute! (Lays down 
three tens). Read ’em an’ weep! 
Judge Schmuck . . . thoity days! 

DIPPY. I guess I ain’t got nuttin’. 
(spit gleefully rakes in the match 
sticks. Enter tommy, kicking a tin 
tan before him. The boys greet him.) 

TOMMY. Hi yuh, guys. Howza 
wawda? 

SPIT. Cold. 

TOMMY. Whatcha playin’ fuh? 

SPIT. Owins. Wanna play? 

TOMMY (starts undressing). Deal me 
inna next han’. Who’s winnin’? 

T.B. I yam. 

TOMMY. How much? 

r.B. Twenty-eight matches. 

TOMMY. Twenty-eight cents . .. boy, 
'at’s putty good! Hey, didja heah 
about it? 


DIPPY. How did it staht, Tommy? 

TOMMY. Oh ... a couple handkuh- 
chifs got snotty. (They all roar with 
laughter). Did Wee-wee show up 
yet? 

DIPPY. No, Tommy. 

ANGEL. Don’ worry. I bin on a look¬ 
out furrim. 

DIPPY. Yeah, we bin on a lookout 
furrim. 

ANGEL. So, like I wuz tellin’ yuh, 
las’ night me old man come in stinkin’ 
drunk. So he stahts bearin’ hell outta 
me ole lady. Boy, he socks ’er all 
ovah da place! 

(spit laughs.) 

TOMMY. What da hell a yuh laughin’ 
at? Dat ain’ so funny. 

ANGEL. No, dat ain’ so funny. Cause 
den ee picks up a chair and wants a 
W'allop me wd it. 

DIPPY. Whatcha do den? 

ANGEL. So I grabs a kitchen knife 
... dat big ... an* I sez, *Touch 
me. yuh louse, an’ I give yuh dis.” 
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T.B. Yeahf* 

angel. Yeah, yeah, / did. So he 
laughs, so he falls or a flaw, an* he 
goes tuh sleep ... so he snores— 
jmitates a rasping snore')— like at. 
Boy, WTJZ ee drunk! Boy, he wuz 
stinkin’l 

(Enter milty down the sidewalk,) 

TOMMY. Hi, yuh, Milty! Hows 
evyting? 
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SPIT. Don* han* me dat baloneel 
Gimme two bits. 

MILTY. Yuh didn't cross yuh finguhs. 

SPIT (thrusting his face into 
milty's). Gimme two bits 'r I kick 
yuh. inna slats. 

milty. Yeah^ 

spit. Yeah. 


milty. Swell. 


MILTY. Ah, yuh mudduh ’s chooch! 


TOMMY. Attaboy. 

(milty goes to MARTIN.) 

MARTIN. Well? 


SPIT. Ah, yuh fadduh's doop! 


MILTY. Hey, Tommy, do I gotta 
givim? 


MILTY. She wuz deah. I tole huh. 
She said not tuh come up. She said 
tuh meet huh down heah. 

MARTIN. O.K. Heah, kid, buy yer- 
self a Rolls Royce. (He gives milty 
a half-dollar,) 


TOMMY. Naw. He didn’ have 'is fin 
guhs crossed. 


spit. I’ll choose yuh fer it. 

MILTY. Whadduh joih tink I yam, a 
dope? 


MILTY. Gee! 


SPIT. Ah, yuh damn jip ahdist! 


SPIT. Whatcha git? 

MILTY. Oh, momma! HafFa buck! 

SPIT (shouting quickly). Akey! 
Akey! Haffies! 

MILTY (also shouting quickly, top¬ 
ping SPIT and holding up crossed fin¬ 
gers). Fens! No akey! No akey! 

SPIT (throws down his cards and 
rises threateningly). I said akey. 
Come on, haffies. 


MILTY. Look who’s talkin’! 

SPIT. Ah, yew stink on ice! 

TOMMY. Stan* up tuh him Miltyj 
Stan* up tuh him. 

MILTY (suddenly thrusts hh jaw for • 
ward). Watsamatteh? Yew wann.i 
fight? 

SPIT, Yeah. 

MILTY. Join ee ahmy! ... Ha! 

(The hoys loar at spit.) 


MILTY. Yuh didn* have finguhs spit (raising a fist and twisting Jzy 
crossed. face fiercely). Ah! 
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MiLTY (^raising his fist and returning 
the grimace'). AK! 

3PIT (percer in grimace and growl). 

Mah! 

MILTY (tOJJS 

[They stand there a moment, glar- 
mg at each other in silence, fists 
'raised, faces almost touching, then 
SPIT turns in disgust and sits down 
again to his cards.) 

TOMMY (griws at milty’s triumph). 
Kimmeah, Milty! Yuh wanna play? 

MILTY. I dunna how, 

TOMMY. Kimmeah, watch me. Ill 
loin yuh. 

{Two strange, tough-looking boys 
'-ome down the street. They pause, 
watch a moment, confer, then wan¬ 
der over to the group.) 

t^iRST BOY. Hey, which one a youse 
guys is a captain a dis gang? 

TOMMY (doesn't even deign to look 
up). Who wantsa know? 

SECOND BOY. Weah fum up da 
blocks. 

TOMMY. Second Avenya gang? 

FresT BOY. Yeah. 

TOMMY (assorting his cards). Yeah? 
Well, go take a flyin* jump at ta 
moon! 

iECOND BOY. Whooza leaduh? 

TOMMY. Me. What about it? I pass. 
(Throws down his cards, rises, turns 
to the enemy) Wanna make sumpm 
out uv it? 


SECOND BOY (fl hit frightened). Yew 

tell ’im. 

FIRST BOY. Yuh wanna fight are 
gang? 

TOMMY. Sure. (Turns to his gang) 
O.K. felluhs? Yuh wanna fight da 
Second Avenyoo gang? (They ap¬ 
prove raucously) tommy (Turns 
hack to the emissaries) Sure! 

FIRST boy. O.K. On are block? 
tommy. Yeah. O.K. 

second boy. Satiday? 

tommy (asks the gang). O.K., Sati 
day, felluhs? (They shout approval) 
Faw o’clock? (A little bickering about 
time, but they agree) O.K. We’ll be 
up deah Satiday faw o’clock an’ hoy, 
we’ll kick the stuffin's outa youse! 

SECOND boy. Yeah? 

tommy. Yeah! No bottles *r rocks, 
jus’ sticks ’n’ bare knucks. Flat sticks. 
No bats. 

SECOND boy. Sure, 

tommy. O.K.? 

SECOND boy. O.K.! 

tommy. O.K. Now git da hell out a 
heah befaw I bust yuh one! Scram! 
(The two BOYS run off. From a safe 
distance they yell.) 

FIRST BOY. Nuts tuh ycw! Son uva 
bitch! son uva bitch! 

SECOND BOY. Satiday! We be waitin’ 
faw yuh. We kick da pants offa 
yuh! 

(tommy picks up a rock, hurls it 
after them, dippy rises, does the 
same, martin laughs.) 
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ANGEL (first noticing martin). 
Shine, mistuh? 

MARTIN. O.K., kid. 

ANGEL (moves his box down to 
MARTIN and begins to shine his 

shoes'). 

SPIT (sneers at dippy). Look at 'im 
trow, will yuhr* Like a goil. Yuh 
godda glass ahm? Cantcha trow a 
rock even? 

DIPPY. Yeah. Kin yew trow hettuh? 

SPIT (pcks up a rock, rises, looks for 
a target He spots a flower pot on a 
fire escape). Watch! See at flowuh 
pot? (He throws the rock and breaks 
the pot.) 

TOMMY. Pot shot! Pot shot! 

MARTIN. Say, at waz good pitchin'. 
Yew kids like tuh git some dope on 
gang fightin'? 

ANGEL. Sure! Hey, felluhs, oome 
heah! (They crowd about martin.) 

MARTIN. Foist ting is tuh git down 
ere oiliuh’ an yuh. . . . (gimptv en¬ 
ters down the sidewalk, whistling 
cheerfully) Hello, Gimpty! 

GIMPTY. Hello. 

MARTIN (continues the lesson. 
GIMPTY stops and listens). Oiliuh an 
yuh said, see? Dey won't be ready fuh 
yuh. En I tell yuh kids what yuh 
wanna do. Git a lot of old electric 
bulbs, see? Yuh trow 'em^ and den 

yuh trow a couple a milk bottles . . . 
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an' some a dee udder kids git hoit, 
an’ den yuh charge ’em. 

TOMMY. Yeah, but we made up no 
milk bottles, ony bare knucks an’ 
sticks. 

MARTIN. Yuh made up! Lissen, kid 
. . . When yuh fight, dee idee is 
tuh win. It don’ cut no ice how. 
An’ in gang fightin’ remember, take 
out da tough guys foist. Tree aw 
faw a yuh gang up on ’im. Den one 
a \Tih kin git behin' 'im an’ slug 'im. 
A stockin’ fulla sand an’ rocks is good 
fuh dat. An’ if ey’re lickin’ yuh, puli 
a knife. Give ’em a little stab in ee 
arm. Ey'll yell like hell an’ run. 

TOMMY. Yeah, but we made up no 
knives. Gese, ’at ain’ fair. . , . 

GIMPTY. What’s a matter with youV 
What are you trying to teach these 
kids? 

MARTIN. Yew shut yer trap. (To 

tommy) Lissen. If yuh wanna win, 

yuh gotta make up yer own rules, 
see? 

TOMMY. But we made up dat . , . 
MARTIN. Yuh made up . . . 

TOMMY. We kin lick ’em wid bare 
knucks . . . fair and square. 

MARTIN. Lissen, kid . . . Ere ain' 
no fair an ere ain’ no square. It's 
Minnah take all. An’ it's easier tuh 
lick a guy by sluggin' ’im fum behin’ 
en it is by sockin’ it out wid ’im 
toe tuh toe. Cause if yuhr lickin’ 'im, 
en he pulls a knife on yuh, see? En 
wheah are yuh? 

TOMMY. Den I pull a knife back on 
him. 
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MARTIN. Yeah, but whats a good 
unless uh got one an’ know how tuh 

use it;* 

TOMMY. I know how tuh. 

GiMPTY. Don’t pay any attention to 
him, guys! 

MARTIN. Yew lookin’ fer a sock in a 
puss? 

GIMPTY. IF you kids listen to that 
stuff, you’ll get yourselves in Dutch. 

TOMMY. Aw, shat ap. 

(The hoys razz gimpty.) 

MARTIN. Git out a heah, yuh mon¬ 
key! (gimpty, angry hut impotent, 
walks away, martin turns to the 
hoys again^ See what I mean? 

TOMMY. Yeah, well, if I had a 
knife . . 

MiLTY. Angel’s godda knife. 

ANGEL. Aw, I need it. 

MARTIN (hands angel p dime for the 
shine'). 

TOMMY. Yuh kin jus’ loan it tuh me. 
I’ll give it back tuh yuh. 

ANGEL. No, yuh won’t. Honest, I 
need it. 

SPIT. Give it tuh him! Go on, or I’ll 
crack yuh one! 


T.B. Shat ap yuhself! 

MILTY. Look, Angel, I tell yuh what, 
Ahl give yuh a quarteh fuh it. Whad- 
da yuh say? 

ANGEL. Sure! 

MILTY (to martin). Change, Mis- 
teh? 

MARTIN. Yeah. . . . (He gives milty 
two quarters in exchange for the half, 
then rises. A newspaper in the gutter 
catches his attention. He frovms, 
picks it up, reads it, wandering off to 
the tenement stoop, where he sits on 
a step, absorbed in the newspaper 
item. ANGEL runs to the hopper, finds 
his trousers, fumbles in the pocket, 
produces the knife and returns with 
it. He completes the transaction with 
milty, who hands the knife to 

TOMMY.) 

milty. Heah, Tommy. 

TOMMY (rises). Wha’ faw? 

milty. Fuh a present- 

TOMMY. Yuh mean yuh givin’ it tuh 
me? 

MILTY. Yeah. Yuh kin keep it. 

TOMMY. Gee, t’anks, Milty! Gese, 
’at’s swell . . . t’anks! 

MILTY. Aw, dat’s nuttin. 


ANGEL. No! 

TOMMY. Nevuh mind . . . tuh hell 
wid ’im! 

T.B, (to angel). Ah, you stink on ice! 


TOMMY. Aw, dat’s a whole lot 
T’anks! Gee! 

CHARLES (the chauffeur, enters from 
the gate pf the East River Terrace 
followed by philip.) 
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T.B. Hey, Tommy . . . ! (He 'points 
to PHILIP. The gang gathers under 
the hopper, in huddled consulta- 

ti07l.) 

PHILIP. I think ril wait here, 
Charles. 

CHARLES. Wouldn’t you rather come 
with me to the garage? 

PHILIP. No. 

CHARLES. But your mother said . . . 
PHILIP, ril wait here for them. 
CHARLES. Yes, sir. 

(Exit CHARLES up the street. Philip 
examines his wrist watch ostenta¬ 
tiously. KAY appears on the terrace, 
fields a space in the shrubbery, leaits 
over the balustrade, and signals to 

GIMPTY.) 

KAY. Pete! 

GIMPTY (rising and crossing toward 
her, beaming'). Hello, Kay! How are 
you feeling? 

KAY. All right. And you? 

GIMPTY. Like a million dollars! 

KAY. ril be down in a second, (She 
disappears behind the shrubs. The 
conclave finished, all the boys 
saunter off in different directions, pre¬ 
tending disregard of philip. tommy, 
whistling a funeral dirge, signals t.b. 
with a wink and a nod of the head. 
T.B. approaches philip casually.) 

T.B. Hello, what time is it? 

PHILIP. Half past four, 

T.B. Tanks. Gee, dats a nice watch 
yuh got deah. \^Hiat kine is it? 


PHILIP. A Gruen. 

T.B. Boy, at s as nice as ’n Ingersoll, 
(Coughs, then proudly tapping hii 
chest, boasts) T.B. I got T.B. 

TOMMY (on the tenement stoop). 
Hey, felluhs, come on inna hall heah. 
I got sumpm great tuh show yuhs. 
Come on, T.B. (They all ivhip up 
loud, faked enthusiasm.) 

T.B. O.K. (To PHILIP) Yuh wanna 
come see? 

TOMMY. Nah, he can’t come. Dis is 
ony fuh da gang. 

(The others agree volubly that 
PHILIP cant join them in the mys¬ 
tery.) 

T.B. Aw, why not? He's a good kid. 

TOMMY (supported by a chortis of 
"‘Nahs'). Nah, he can’t see dis. Dis 
is ony fuh da gang. 

PHILIP. What is it? 

T.B. Gee, I can’t tell yuh ... but 
its . . , Gese, it’s sumpm great! 

TOMMY (to T.B.) Comc On! Git da 
lead out a yuh pants! 

T.B. Too bad dey won’ letcha see it. 
Boy, yuh nevuh saw anyting like 
dat. 

PHILIP. Well, I don’t care. I can’t 
anyway. I’m waiting for my father 
and mother. We’re going to the 
country. 

T.B. It’ll ony take a minute. . . . 
Hey, felluhs, let ’im come ’n’ see it. 
will yuh? He’s O.K. 
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TOMMY (^consenting with a great 
show of reluctance'). Well . . . aw- 
right. Let 'im come. 
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whacks his hand with it, whistles, 
and runs hack into the tenement hall¬ 
way.) 


TOMMY (enters the tenement, fol¬ 
lowed hy the others.) 

T.B. Come on. 

PHILIP. I don’t know. I expect my ... 


KAY. Did you see Del Block? 
GIMPTY. Yep. 

KAY. Didn’t he have anything for 
you? 


T.B. Awright, it’s yuhr loss! 

T.B. (starts up the sidewalk.) 

PHILIP. Wait! Wait! I’m coming! 
(Runs to catch up with t.b. As they 
reach the steps and enter, t.b. pushes 
him in the doorway, spits on his 
hands and follows him in. kay en- 
^rs.) 

GIMPTY (beams. He is eery happy). 
Hello! 


GIMPTY. Oh, we had a nice talk. He’s 
a very interesting guy. He showed me 
some of his work. He’s done some 
pretty good stuff. (Grins) He asked 
me if I knew where he could find a 
job. (They both have to laugh at 
this) He thinks you’re pretty swell, 
too. 

KAY. Pete . . . you’ve got to get 
something. 

GIMPTY. I will. 


KAY. Hello, darling. (There is a slight 
strain in her voice and attitude, 
which manifests itself in over-kind¬ 
ness and too much gentleness, as if 
she xvere trying to mitigate some hurt 
she is about to give him. They sit on 
the coping.) 

GIMPTY. Well ... I got up early this 
morning and went down to a stack of 
offices looking for a job. 

KAY. That's swell. Did you find one? 

GIMPTY. Not yet. But I will. Wait 
^nd see. 

KAY. Of course you will. 

cnviPTY, Thanks to you. 

SPIT (runs from the hallway, stops a 
second on the sidewalk, looking 
about, then grabs a large barrel stave. 


KAY. I didn’t know how important it 
was until yesterday. 

GIMPTY. Hey, there! 

KAY. I used to think we were poor at 
home because I had to wear a made- 
over dress to a prom. Yesterday I saw 
the real thing. If I hadn’t seen it, I 
couldn’t have believed it. I dreamt of 
it all night . . . the filth, the smells, 
the dankness! I touched a wall and 
it was wet. . . . (She touches her fin¬ 
ger-tips, recalling the unpleasant tac¬ 
tile sensation. She shivers.) 

GIMPTY. That house was rotten be¬ 
fore I was bom. The plumbing is so 
old and broken ... it’s been dripping 
through the building for ages. 

KAY. What tears my heart out is the 
thought that you have to live there 
It’s not fair! It's not rightl 
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GiMPTY. It s not right that anybody 
should live like that, but a couple a 
million of us do. 

KAY. Millionr’ 

GIMPTY. Yeah, right here in New 
York . . . New York with its famous 
skyline ... its Empire State, the big¬ 
gest God-damned building in the 
world. The biggest tombstone in the 
world! They wanted to build a monu¬ 
ment to the times. Well, there it is, 
bigger than the pyramids and just as 
many tenants. (He forces her to smile 
with him. Then he sighs, and adds, 
ho'pelessly') I wonder when they’ll let 
us build houses for men to live in? 
(Suddenly annoyed with himself") 
Ah, I should never have let you see 
that place! 

KAY. I'm glad you did. I know so 
much more about you now. And I 
can’t tell you how much more I re¬ 
spect you for coming out of that fine, 
and sweet. . . and sound. 

GIMPTY (his eyes drop to his with- 
ered limh). Let’s not get started on 
that. 

(PHILIP can he heard sobbing in the 
tenement hallway. He flings open the 
door and rushes out, down the street 
into the apartment, crying convul¬ 
sively, his clothes all awry. The gang 
follows him from the hallway, ydling 
and laughing.) 

TOMMY (holding philip’s watch). 
Come on, let’s git dressed an’ beat 
it! 

SPIT. Let’s grab a quick swim foist. 
TOMMY. Nahl 

sprr. Come onl 


MiLTY. Betteh not. . . . 

SPIT (rushes off under the hopper 
and dives into the water). Las' one 
in’s a stinkin’ rotten egg! 

TOMMY (throws the watch to t.b.) 
Guard ’at watch and lay chickee! 
(All the hoys except t.b. dive into 
the water.) 

GIMPTY. WTien I see what it’s doing 
to those kids I get so mad I want to 
tear down these lice nests with my 
fingers! 

KAY. You can’t stay here. You’ve g^t 
to get out. Oh, I wish I could help 
you! 

GIMPTY. But you have. Don’t you 
see? 

KAY. No. I’m not that important. 

GIMPTY. Yes, you arc! 

KAY. I mustn’t be. Nobody must. For 
your own good, you’ve got to get out 

of here. 

GIMPTY. I will, damn it! And if I do 
. . . maybe I’m crazy . . . but will 
you marry me? 

KAY, Listen! 

GIMPTY. Don’t get me wrong. I'm not 
askin’ you to come and live there with 
me. But you see, if. . . . 

KAY. Listen! First I want you to know 
that I love you ... as much as I’ll al¬ 
low myself to love anybody. Maybe 
I shouldn’t have gone with you yes¬ 
terday. Maybe it was a mistake. 1 
didn’t realize quite how much I loved 
you. I think I ought to leave tonight. 
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GIMPTY. Why? 

KAY. Yes, I’d Letter. 

CThe chug of a small boat is heard,^ 

GliMPTY. Why? 

KAY. I’d better get away while we 
can still do something about this. 

GIMPTY. How will that help? 

KAV. If I stay, I don’t know what will 
happen, except that . . . we’ll go on 
and in the end make ourselves thor¬ 
oughly miserable. We’d be so wise to 
call it quits now. 

GIMPTY. Gee, I don’t see it. 

KAY. I do, and I think I’m right. 
(Pause. She looks out over the river') 
There's the boat. 

GIMPTY (pauses. Turns to look). Is 
that it? 

KAY. Yes. 

GIMPTY (irrelevantly, to conceal kis 
emotion. In a dull monotone). It’s a 
knockout. I’m crazy about good boats. 
They’re beautiful, because they’re 
designed to work. That’s the way 
houses should be built . . . like boats. 

KAY. Pete, will you be here ... to¬ 
night . . . before I leave? 

O 

(martin looks up from his news- 
paper to eye kay.) 

GIMPTY. Don’t go, Kay. I’ll do any¬ 
thing. Isn't there some way . . . some¬ 
thing? 

KAY (hopelessly). What? (Rises) I 
guess I’ll go in now, and get my 
things ready . . . I’ll see you later? 
(She presses his shoulder and exits. 


MARTIN rises, throws down kis news¬ 
paper and approaches gimpty.) 

martin (sucks his lips, making a 
nasty, suggestive sound). Say . . . 
dat’s a pretty fancy lookin’ broad. 
High class, huh? How is she? Good 
lay? (gimpty glares at him. martin 
laughs) Well, fer Chris’ sake, what’s 
a matter? Can’t yuh talk? 

gimpty. Cut it out, Martin. Just cut 
it out! 

martin. Lissen, kid, why don’ yuh 
git wise tuh yerself? Dose dames are 
pushovers, fish fuh duh monkeys! 

GIMPTY (half rising, furious). I said 
cut it out! 

MARTIN (roughly pushes him hack). 
Sit down, yew! (A chuckle of con¬ 
tempt) Look what wantsa fight wid 
me! Little Gimpty wansa fight wid 
me! Wassamattuh, Gimpty? Wanna 
git knocked off? 

Qhunk slouches down the street, fol¬ 
lowed in a painfully weary shuffle 
by a gaunt, raw-boned, unkempt 
woman, sloppy and disheveled. Her 
one garment an ancient house dress 
retrieved from some garbage heap, 
black with grease stains. Her legs 
are stockingless, knotted and bulging 
with blue, twisted, cord-like veins. 
Her feet show through the cracks in 
her hawse slippers. In contrast to the 
picture of general decay is a face that 
looks as if it were carved out of 
granite; as if infinite suffering had 
been met with dogged unyielding 
strength.) 

HUNK. Hey! 

(She conies to a dead stop as she sees 
MARTIN. There is no other sign of 
recognition, no friendliness on her 
lips. She stares at him out of dull, 
hostile eyes.) 
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MARTIN C^is face lights, he grins. He 
steps rapidly toward her). Hello, 
Mom! How are yuh? (Pause) It’s me. 
(No recognition) I had mv face 
fixed. (There is a moment of silence. 
She finally speaks in an almost in¬ 
audible monotone.) 

MRS. MARTIN. Yuh no-good tramp! 

MARTIN. Mom! 

MRS. MARTIN. Whatie yuh doin’ 

here? 

MARTIN. Aintcha glad tuh see me? 
(She suddenly smacks him a sharp 
crack across the cheek.) 

MRS. MARTIN. That’s how glad I am. 

MARTIN (rubs his cheek, stunned by 
this unexpected reception. He stam¬ 
mers). ’At’s a great hello. 

MRS. MARTIN. Yuh dog! Yuh stinkin’ 
yellow dog yuh! 

MARTIN. Mom! What kin’ a talk is 
’at? Gese, Mom . . . 

MRS. MARTIN. Don't Call me Mom! 
Yuh ain’t no son a mine. What do 
yuh want from me now? 

MARTIN. Nuttin’. I just . . . 

MRS. MARTIN (her voice rises, shrill 
hysterical). Then git out a here! Be¬ 
fore I crack yuh God-damn face 
again. Git out a here! 

MARTIN (flaring). Why, yuh ole 
tramp, I killed a guy fer lookin’ at 
me da way yew are! 

MRS. MARTIN (her voice rises, shrill, 
slowly. Then, quietly). Yeah . . . 
You’re a killer all right. . . You’re a 
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murderer . . . you’re a butcher, sure. 
Why don’t yuh leave me ferget yuhr 
Ain' I got troubles enough with the 
cops and newspapers botherin’ mer 
An’ Johnny and Martha . . . 

MARTIN What’s a mattuh wid ’emr 

MRS. MARTIN. Nonc a yer business! 
Just leave us alone! Yuh nevei 
brought nothin but trouble. Don’t 
come back like a bad penny! . . . Just 
stay away and leave us alone . . • 
an' die . . . but leave us alone! (She 
turns her hack on him, and starts tc 

go-) 

MARTIN. Hey, wait. 

MRS. MARTIN (pauscs). What? 

MARTIN. Need any dough? 

MRS. MARTIN. Keep yer blood mone) 

MARTIN. Yuh gonna rat on me . . 
gonna tell a cops? 

MRS. MARTIN. No. They’ll get yuh 
soon enough. 

MARTIN. Not me! Not Martin! Huh, 
not Baby-face Martin! 

MRS. MARTIN (muttcrs). Baby-faccl 
Baby-face! I remember . . . (She be¬ 
gins to sob, clutching her stomach) 
In here ... in here! Kickin’! That’s 
where yuh come from. God! I ought 
to be cut open here fer givin’ yuh 
life . . . murderer!!! (She shuffles 
away, up the street, weeping quietly. 
MARTIN stands there looking after her 
for a long time. His hand goes to his 
cheek. HUNK comes down to him, 
clucking sympathetically. A boat 
whistle is heard.) 
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HUNK. How da yuh like *atl Yuh 
come all away across a country jus 
tub see yer ole lady, an’ what da yuh 
git? Crack inna face! I dunno, 
mudder ain’ like dat. My mudders 
always glad tuh see me. . . . 

MARTIN Oow, without tuTtiing^. 

Shut up! Gese, I must a been soft 
inna head, so help me! 

HUNK. Yuh should a slugged ’er one. 

MARTIN. Shut up! I must a bin crazy 
inna head. I musta bin nuts. 

HUNK. Nah! It’s jus’ she ain’t gotta 
heart. Dat ain’ . . . 

MARTIN (turns on hunk, viciously, 
harking'). Screw, willyuh? Screw! 
(Exit hunk up the sidewalk, mar¬ 
tin turns, looking after his mother. 

Ttirns slowly onto the sidewalk, then 

* 

notices gimpty) Kin yuh picture 
dat? 

GIMPTY. What did you expect . . . 
flags and a brass band? 

MARTIN (suddenly wheels and slaps 
gimpty). Why—yew— punk! 

GIMPTY. \\4iat's the idea? 

MARTIN. Dat’s ee idea . . . fer shoot- 
in’ off yer mout*. I don’ like guys 'at 
talk outa toin. Not tuh me! 

GIMPTY. Who the hell do you think 
you are? 

MARTIN (claws his fingers and 
pushes gimpty’s face against the 
wall). .Why, yuh lousy cripple, 

I’ll . . . 


I used to think you were something, 
but you’re rotten . . . see? You ought 
to be wiped out! 

MARTIN (his face twitching, the veins 
on his forehead standing out, kicks 
gimpty’s crippled foot and shouts). 
Shut up! 

gimpty (gasps in pain, glaring at 
martin. After a long pause, quietly, 
deliberately). All right. O.K., Mar¬ 
tin! Just wait! 

MARTIN. What? (Reaches for his 
shoulder holster) What’s ’at? 

GIMPTY. Go on! Shoot me! That’ll 
bring 'em right to you! Go on! 

MARTIN (hesitates. He is interrupted 
by the excited voices of griswald 
and PHILIP. Cautiously he restrains 
himself and whispers). I’ll talk to 
yuh later. I’ll be waitin’ right up thuh 
street, see? Watch yuh step. 
(griswald appears behind the gate 
with PHILIP, who is sobbing. The 
GOVERNESS tries to quiet philip 
while she dabs his face with her 
handkerchief, martin goes up the 
street.) 

GRISWALD. It’s all right, son! Now 
stop crying! What happened? Stop 
crying! Tell me just what hap¬ 
pened? 

GOVERNESS. Attends, mon pauvre 
petit. . . ’ere, let me wipe your face 
. . . attends, attendsl 

PHILIP. They hit me with ? stickl 

GRISWALD. A Stick! 


GIMPTY (jerks his head free of mar- philip (spread-eagling his arms). 
tin’s clutch). Gee, when I was a kid That big! 
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GRiswALD (furious). Til have them 
locked up ... I swear I’ll send them 
to jail. Would you know them if you 
saw them? 

PHILIP. Yes, daddy. 

GRISWALD (to the governess). You 
should have been with him. After 
yesterday . . . 

GOVERNESS. I told him to stay in the 
garden. Madame said it was all right 
and she asked me to help Clara with 
the curtains in his room. 

(spit starts up the ladder, followed 
hy the other hoys, dippy is frozen. He 
is blue and shaking with cold. His 
teeth are chattering.) 

dippy. Look, I’m shiverin’. My 
teet’ V knockin’. 

TOMMY. Yeah. Yuh lips ’r blue! Yuh 
bettuh git dressed quick, aw yuh’ll 
ketch cold. (Looks down at milty 
who is climbing the ladder, behind 
him.) How do yuh like it, Milty? 

1 

MILTY (grins from ear to ear). Swell! 
(As the boys appear over the para¬ 
pet, T.B. rises from under the hopper, 
points to GRISWALD, and calls the 
danger-cry.) 

T.B. Chickee! Putzo! Hey, felluhs! 
Chickee! Tommy! 

(pHiLiP sees the boys and points 
them out to griswald.) 

PHILIP. There they are! They’re the 
ones. (Points out tommy) He’s the 
leader! 

griswald. That one? 

PHILIP. Yes. 

(spit, dippy, milty and angel dash 
to the hopper, all yelling **Chickeer 
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They gather up their clothes and run 
madly up the street, followed by t.b. 
TOMMY, stooping to pick up hiS 
clothes, trips, falls and is grabbed hy 
GRISWALD, %vho shakes him vio' 
lently.) 

GRISWALD. Wliat right did you have 
to beat this boy? Wliat makes you 
think you can get away with that? 

TOMMY (struggling to escape). Lem- 
me go! Lemme go, will yuh? I didn’ 
do nuttin’. . , lemme go! 

O 

PHILIP (jumping up and down with 

excitement). He’s the one! He’s the 
got the watch, daddy! 

TOMMY (tries to break away and 
get at PHILIP). I have not, yuh fat li’l 
bastid! 

GOVERNESS (frightened, screams)' 
GRISWALD (jerks TOMMY back). Oh, 
no! Not this time! I’ll break your 
neck! 

PHILIP. He's the one! 

GRISWALD. Give me that watch! 

TOMMY. I yain’t got it! 

PHILIP. He has! He’s got it! 

GRISWALD (turns to the governess, 
peremptorily). Jeanne! Call an oL 
ficer! (To TOMMY again) Give me 
that watch! 

TOMMY (frightened by the police 
threat). I yain’t got it. Honest, I 
yain’t! (Suddenly shouts up the street 
for help) Hey, felluhs! 

(The GOVERNESS stands there, para¬ 
lyzed.) 
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GRiswALD. Jeanne, will you call an 
officer! Come on! Hurry! 

GOVERNESS. Oui, out, THonsieurl 

(She runs Uf the sidewalk in a stiff- 
legged trot.) 

TOMMY (stops Struggling for a nto- 
ment'). Aw, Mister, don't toin me 
ovuh tuh da cops, will yuh? I won' 
touch 'im again. We do it to allee 
udduh kids, an ’ey do it tuh us. Dat 
ain’ nuttin’. 

GRISWALD. No? I ought to break your 
neck. 

TOMMY. Oh, yeah? (He suddenly 
pulls away, almost escaping, gris- 
WALD puts more pressure on the 
firm. TOMMY calls to the gang) Hey, 
felluhs! (GRISWALD fafiists nis arm 
double. TOMMY begins to cry with 
pain, striking at griswald) Yuh 
joik! Ow, yuh breakin’ my ahm! 
Hey, Gimpty! 

GiMPTY. Have a heart! You’re hurt- 
ina that kid. You don’t have to . . . 

Cl 

GRISWALD. Hurt him! I’ll kill him! 
(milty ntns down the street, hold- 
ing out the watch.) 

milty. Heah yuh ah! Heah’s duh 
watch! Leave ’em go misteh! He didn’ 
do nuttin’! Leave 'im go! (He starts 
pounding griswald. tommy frees 
his hand, griswald hooks his arm 
around tommy in a stranglehold, 
and iWfh the free arm pushes milty 
away.) 

GRISWALD (to milty). Get OUt of 

here, vou . . . 

TOMMY. Hey, yer chokin’ me! Yer 
chokin’ me! (Both hands free, he 
gropes in the trousers he has clung 


to. Suddenly he produces an open 
jackknife and waves it.) Look out! I 
gotta knife. I’ll stab yuh! (griswald 
only holds him tighter, trying to cap¬ 
ture the knife, A flash of steell gris¬ 
wald groans and clutches his wrist, 
releasing tommy, tommy and 
MILTY fly up the street, griswald 
stands there stunned, staring at his 
bleeding wrist.) 

PHILIP. Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! (He 
begins to sob at the sight of blood.) 
(The DOORMAN comes out of the 
gateway and is immediately excited.) 

DOORMAN. What’s the matter? 

griswald (jerking his head toward 
the fleeing boys). Catch those boys! 
(The DOORMAN lumbers up the street 
in pursuit, griswald takes a hand- 
kerchief from his breast pocket and 
presses it to his irrist. Blood seeps 
through, griswald, self-controlled 
now, tries to quiet the sobbing 
PHILIP.) It’s all right, son, it’s all 
right! No, no, no! Now stop crying. 
Let me have your handkerchief! 

GIMPTY. Are you hurt? 

GRISWALD. What do you think? 

GIMPTY. Can I help? 

GRISWALD. It’s a little late for that 
now. 

PHILIP (fishes out a crumpled hand¬ 
kerchief and hands it to his father). 
Here. 

GRISWALD. Haven’t you a clean one? 

PHILIP. No. 

GIMPTY. You can have mine. 
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GRiswALD. Never mind. (To philip, 
who puts his own handkerchief 
hack) You should always carry two 
clean handkerchiefs. Put your hand 
in my pocket. You’ll find one there. 
No, the other pocket. 

(PHILIP finds the handkerchief. The 
GOVERNESS comes down the sidewalk 
with a POLICEMAN.) 


GRISWALD. Yes. Go up and call Dr. 
Merriam at once. I’m afraid of infec¬ 
tion. (The DOORMAN returns, empty- 
handed, puffing, and mopping his 
brow. GRISWALD frowns) Where is 
he? 

DOORMAN (panting). Phew ... I 
couldn’t catch them. 


POLICEMAN. What’s the matter? 


GRISWALD. Plenty. 

GOVERNESS (sees the blood and 

shrieks). Oh! He’s bleeding! (To 
PHILIP) Quest ce qui passe, mon 
petit? 


GRISWALD 



(angry). You let them 


DOORMAN. I tried, sir. They were like 
flies ... in and out. . . . Just wnen I 
though I had one of them ... he ran 
down the cellar ... I went after him. 
but he got away. 


PHILIP. That boy stuck him with a griswald. Officer, I want you to find 
knife! that boy and arrest him. Understand? 


GOVERNESS (to griswald) Mon POLICEMAN (takes out a notebook 
Dieu! Are you hurt, monsieur? and pencil). Well, that ain’t gonna 

(griswald ignores her and tightens be so easy, you know. 
the bandage.) 

griswald. Never mind. That’s youi 
POLICEMAN. Is it deep? job! It’s pretty serious that a thing like 

this can happen on your beat in broad 
GRISWALD. Deep enough. daylight. 


POLICEMAN. Better let me make a policeman. Well, I can’t be ever)»' 
tourniquet. where at once. 


GRISWALD. Never mind. 

POLICEMAN. Who did it? 

GRISWALD. One of these hoodlums 
around here. I want that boy ar¬ 
rested. 

POLICEMAN. Sure. Do you know who 
he was? 

GRISWALD. No. 


GRISWALD. Before he stabbed me, he 
and some others beat up my boy and 
stole his watch. You should have been 
around some of that time. 

POLICEMAN (annoyed at his officv 
ousness. Brusquely). Well. . . what’* 
your name? 

GRISWALD. My name’s Griswald . . . 
I live here. (Nods toward the East 
River Terrace.) 


GOVERNESS. Can I help you, mon- policeman. What did the bov look 
sieur? like? 
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GRiswALD. He was about so high . . . 
black hair . . . oh, I don't know. I 
didn’t notice. Did you, son? 

PHILIP. One of them coughs. 

POLICEMAN. Didn’t you notice any¬ 
thing else? 

PHILIP. No. 

GRISWALD. Jeanne? 

GOVERNESS. Let me see . . . 
POLICEMAN. How was he dressed? 

GOVERNESS. TTiey'd been in swim¬ 
ming here. They were practically 
naked . . . and filthy. And their lan¬ 
guage was 'orrible. 

GRISWALD (irritated). He knows that, 

he knows that! What were they like, 
though? Didn’t you see? 

GOVERNESS. It all happened so 
quickly, I didn’t have a chance to, 
monsieur. 

PHILIP. He hit me with a stick. 
POLICEMAN. Hm! 

GRISWALD (suddenly a hit faint). 

These men can tell you better. They 
saw it. Jeanne, will you please call 
Dr. Merriam right away? I’m feeling 
a little sick. 

GOVERNESS. Oui, ntonsieurf Come, 
Philippe! (She goes in, accompanied 

hy PHILIP.) 

GRISWALD. I don’t want to make any 
trouble, officer, but I w'ant that boy 
caught and arrested. Understand? 

POLICEMAN. I’ll do the best I can. 
(Exit GRISWALD. The POLICEMAN 


mutters) I wonder who the hell that 
guy thinks he is. . . . 

DOORMAN (impressively, rolling the 
sound on his tongue). Mr. Griswald. 
(CHARLES, the chauffeur, saunters 
down the sidewalk.) 

POLICEMAN. What of it? 

DOORMAN. Don’t you know? He’s 
Judge Griswald’s brother. 

POLICEMAN (his attitude changes). 

Oh! 

DOORMAN (to the CHAUFFEUR, wko 

has reached the gate). Oh, I don’t 
think Mr. Griswald’ll be using the 
car now. He was just hurt. 

CHARLES. Wha-a-at? What hap¬ 
pened? 

DOORMAN. He was stabbed. It’s a long 
story. I’ll tell you later. 

CHARLES (concerned). Well, will 

you call him and see if he wants me? 

DOORMAN (starting off). Yeah. 

POLICEMAN. Hey, wait! 

DOORMAN. I’ll be right out, officer. 
Mr. Griswald may need him. 

POLICEMAN. Oh, all right. 

(doorman and charles go in 
through the gate.) 

CHARLES. What happened? 

doorman. These kids around here 
have been raising an awful rumpus 
all day, and just now one of them .., 
(Their voices die off.) 

POLICEMAN (to gimpty) Did you 
see the kids who did this? 
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gimpty. I didn’t notice them. 

POLICEMAN. You come around here 
often? 

gimpty. Yes. 

POLICEMAN. Didn’t you recognize 
any of ’em? 

gimpty. No. 

POLICEMAN. Can you describe ’em? 

GIMPTY. Not very clearly. 

POLICEMAN (annoyed'). Well, what 
were they like? 

GIMPTY. About so high . . . dirty an' 
naked. . . . 

POLICEMAN (impatiently). And they 
socked that young jalopee in the eye. 
Yeah. I got that much myself. But 
that might be any kid in this neigh¬ 
borhood. Anything else? 

GIMPTY. No. 

POLICEMAN (slaps kis hook shut) 

Why the hell didn’t I learn a trade? 
(He starts toward the gate, drina 
comes down the street and approaches 
GIMPTY. She looks tired and he- 
draggled. She has an ugly bruise on 
her forehead.) 

GIMPTY (to drina). Hey, what’s the 
matter with your head ? 

DRINA (looking at the policeman 
and raising her voice) We were 
picketing the store, an’ some lousy 
cop hit me. 

POLICEMAN (wheels around, in¬ 
sulted). What’s that? 
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DRINA (deliberately). One a yo^ 
lousy cops hit me. 

POLICEMAN. You better watch your 
language or you'll get another clout! 

DRINA. Go on and try it! 

GIMPTY (urging discretion). Sh! 

POLICEMAN. Listen! I’m in no mood 
to be tampered with. I’m in no mood! 
. . . Not by a lousy Red. 

DRINA (quietly). I ain’t no Red 

POLICEMAN (thick-skulled). Wei* 

you talk like one. 

DRINA. Aw nuts! 

POLICEMAN. You were strikin’, 
weren’t you? 

DRINA. Sure. Because I want a fev* 
bucks more a week so’s I can live dr* 
cent. God knows I earn it! 

POLICEMAN (who has had enough). 
Aw, go on home! (He turns and goes 
in the gate, addressing someone'^ 
Hey, Bill, I wanna see you. . . 
(Pause.) 

DRINA (to gimpty), Wc were onl^ 
picketing. We got a right to picket 
They charged us. They hit us righ'i 
and left. Three of the girls were hurt 
bad. 

GIMPTY. I’ll give you some advice 
about your brother. 

DRINA. I was just lookin’ for him. 
Did you see him? 

GIMPTY. Tell him to keep away from 
here ... or he’s in for a lot of trouble. 
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DRiNA (sits down, exhausted, and 
sighs). What’s he done now? 

S^MPTY. Plenty. 

DRINA. What? 

GiMPTY. Just tell him to keep away. 

DRINA. Gosh, I don’t know what to 
do with that boy! (A passing boat 
hoots twice, drina ponders her prob¬ 
lem a moment') There's a feller I 
know ... is always askin’ me to marry 
him. . . . Maybe I ought to do that, 
hm? . . . For Tommy . . . he’s rich. 

. . . What should I do? 

GIMPTY (^disinterested, too absorbed 
in his own problem) That’s up to 
you. 

DRINA. Most of the girls at the store 
are always talkin’ about marryin’ a 
rich guy. I used to laugh at 'em. (She 
laughs 7JOW at herself.) 

GIMPTY. Maybe they’re right. 

DRINA Clocks at him). That doesn’t 
sound like you. 

GIMPTY. No? How do you know what 
goes on inside of me? 

drina (shakes her head and smiles 
sadly). I know. 


drina. Why can’t I? (.Suddenly eX' 
asperated) Sometimes for a boy as 
bright as you, with your education, 
you talk like a fool. Don’t you think 
I got a heart too? Don’t you think 
there are nights when I cry myself to 
sleep? Don’t you think I Know what 
it means to be lonely and scared and 
to want somebody? God, ain’t I 
human? Am I so homely that I ain’t 
got a right to . . . 

GIMPTY. No, Drina! I think you’re a 
swell girl. You are. 

drina Cturns away, annoyed at his 
patronage). Oh, don’t give me any of 
that taffy! You don't even know I’m 
alive! 

GIMPTY. Why do you say that? 

drina. What’s the difference? It don’t 
matter. . . . Only I hate to see you 
butting your head against a stone 
wall. You’re only going to hurt your¬ 
self. 

GIMPTY. What’re you talking about? 

DRINA. You know. . . . Oh, I think 
that lady’s beautiful . . . and I think 
she’s nice. . . . 

GIMPTY (angry). Look! Will you be 
a good girl and mind your own busi¬ 
ness? 


GIMPTY (curtly). Smart girl! 

DRINA (very tender and soft. She 
knows he's suffering). What’s the 
matter? 

GIMPTY. Nothing. 

DRINA. I understand. 

GIMPTY, You can’t. 


DRINA. She’s not for you! 

GIMPTY. Why not? 

(The POLICEMAN comes out of the 
East River Terrace, notebook and 
pencil in hand. He goes to gimpty.) 

POLICEMAN. Well, I got something 
to work on, anyway. ... Do you 
know a kid namea Tommy some¬ 
thing around here? 
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(drina starts, hut checks herself,^ 

GIMPTY. No. 

POLICEMAN. They heard the others 
call him Tommy. (Jerks his head 
toward the gate) You know what he^s 
liable to do? With his pull? Have 
me broke, mavbe. The first thing I 
know, I’ll be pounding a lousier post 
than this! Harlem, maybe. Get a 
knife in my back.... (Looks up from 
his notebook to drina) Hey, you! 

DRINA. What? 

POLICEMAN. You live around here? 
DRINA (very docile, frightened). Yes. 
POLICEMAN. Know a kid named 

Tommy something? 

DRINA. No ... no, I don't. 

POLICEMAN (studying his notes). I’ll 
catch him. I’ll skin him alive! 

DRINA (finally ventures). What’d he 
do? 

POLICEMAN. Pulled a knife on some 
high muck-a-muck in there. 

DRINA. No! 

POLICEMAN. Yeah. Ah, it don’t pay to 
be nice to these kids. It just don't pay. 

DRINA. Was the man hurt? 

POLICEMAN. Yeah. It looks like a pret¬ 
ty deep cut. Lord, he's fit to be tied! 
1 never seen a guy so boined up! 
(drina turns and goes up the street, 
restraining her impulse to run. The 
POLICEMAN jabbers on, coinplaining- 
ly) This is a rough enough precinct 
. but Harlem?—There’s a lousy 


precinct! A pal of mine got killed 
there last year. Left a wife and e 
couple a kids. 

GIMPTY. Is that so? 

POLICEMAN. Yeah. 

GIMPTY. Too bad! (As the idea be¬ 
gins to take form) Well . . . maybe 
you can catch Baby-face Martin or 
one of those fellows, and grab off 
that forty-two-hundred-dollar reward. 

POLICEMAN. Yeah. 

GIMPTY. Then you could retire. 

POLICEMAN. Yeah, you could do a lot 
on that. 

GIMPTY. Yeah, I guess you could. 
. . . Say . . . tell me something . . . 

POLICEMAN. \A^at? 

GIMPTY. Supposin’ . . . supposin’ a 
fellow knew where that . . . er . . 
Baby-face Martin is located. How’ 
W'ould he go about reporting him . . . 
and making sure of not getting 
g)'pped out of the reward? 

POLICEMAN. Just phone police head¬ 
quarters ... or the Department of 
Justice direct. Thev’d be down here 
in two minutes. (He looks at gimpty 
and asks ironically) Why? You don’t 
know where he is, do you? 

GIMPTY (smiles wanly hack at him). 
Colorado, the newspapers say. . . . 
No, I was just wonderin'. 

POLICEMAN. Well, whoever turnjt 
that guy in is taking an awful chance 
He’s a killer. 
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gimpty. Well. . . you can t live for¬ 
ever. 

(A passing tug shrieks its warning 
signal And shrieks again, martin 
xi^alks, cat-footed, down the street.) 
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POLICEMAN. Say, that's plentyl (He 
puts his notebook in his pockeO You 
don't happen to know a kid around 
here named Tommy something, do 
you? 


POLICEMAN. That's right. 

(gimpty turns, sees martin, and 
rises.) 

GIMPTY (to the policeman]). Excuse 
me. 

policeman. Sure. 

(gimpty crosses to the other side of 
the street, and walks away, pretend¬ 
ing not to notice martin.) 

martin. Hello, Gimpty! (gimpty 
accelerates his pace and hobbles off. 
MARTIN sucks his teeth for a second, 
chinking. Then he adopts an amiable 
smile and approaches the police¬ 
man) Kinda quiet today, ain it, offi¬ 
cer? 

policeman. Not with thes.; kids 
around. 

MARTIN Cjerks his head in gimpty’s 
direction). Dat’s a nice feller. Friend 
a mine. 

(hunk kns entered from up the 
street just after gimpty’s exit. He is 
lighting a cigar, xvhen he sees mar¬ 
tin in friendly conversation with the 
arch enemy. He stands there, trans¬ 
fixed, match to cigar.) 

policeman. I had quite a talk with 
him. 

martin (fishing). What about? 

POLICEMAN. Oh ., . about these kids 
here. 


MARTIN (shakes his head). Uh-uh! 

POLICEMAN. Well, Fll catch him all 
right! (He strides up the sidewalk. 
martin watches him, then laughs. 
The watch bums hunk's fingers. He 
drops it.) 

HUNK. Jesus! 

MARTIN (laughing). A pal a mine. 

HUNK. Dat's crazy. 

MARTIN. Dey don' know me . . . wid 
dis mug. 

HUNK (sighs. This is too WMch for 
him. Then he remembers his er¬ 
rand). Say, dat dame is heah. 

MARTIN. Who? 

HUNK. Er . . . Francey, or whatevah 
yuh call huh. 

MARTIN. She is? 

HUNK. Yeah. I got 'er waitin' on a 
comer. (Puzzled) I dunno what yuh 
wanna ^dder wid a cheap hustlah 
like dat fuh. 

MARTIN (sharply). Wha da yuh 
mean? Francey ain' no hustluh! 

HUNK (skeptical). No? 

MARTIN. No. 

HUNK (smiles weakly). O.K. My 
mistake. We all make mistakes, boss. 


MARTIN. Zat all? 
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Dat^s what dey got nibbuhs on ee 
?nd a pencils faw. (Laughs feebly.) 

martin. Pretty cute, ain’t cba> May¬ 
be Yuhr a mistake. Mavbe \Tihr liable 
tub git rubbed out )uhself. 

HUNK (frightened). I’ll git bub now. 
(He starts off. A young girl conies 
down the street, an obvious %vhore of 
the lowest class, wearing her timeless 
profession defiantly. A pert, pretty 
little face still showing traces of qual¬ 
ity and something once sweet and 
fine. Skin an unhealthy pallor, lips 
1 smear of rotige. Her mop of dyed 
red hair is lustreless, strawy, dead 
from too much alternate bleach and 
henna. She carries herself loosely. 
Droop-shouldered. Voluptuous S- 
shaped posture. There are no clothes 
under her cheap, faded green silk 
dress, cut so tight that it reveals the 
nipples of her fjdl breasts, her navel, 
the “V" of her crotch, the muscles of 
her buttocks. She has obviously 
dressed hastily, carelessly; one stock¬ 
ing streaked with runs dribbles down 
at the ankle. She accosts hunk, im¬ 
patiently.) 

FRANCEY. Hey, wbat ta bell’s ee 
idear, keepin’ me standin’ on a comer 
all day? I’m busy. I gotta git back tub 
da bouse. Yub want Ida tub break 
my face? 

(martin looks at her.) 

MARTIN. Francey! Jesus, wbat’s come 
over yub? 

FRANCEY (turning sharply to mar¬ 
tin). How do yew know my name? 
Wbo are yew? (Impatiently) Well, 
wbo tb’ bell . . . (Then she recog¬ 
nizes him, and gasps) Fub tb' love a 
God! Marty! 

martin (never taking his eyes off 
the girl). Yeab. Hunk . . , scram! 


(hunk goes up the street, stops at the 
tenement sfoop and lounges there, 
within ear shot.) 

francey (eagerly). Hov' are yub, 

Martv? 

martin. Read dub papers! 

francey. Yub did somethin’ to yub 
face. 

martin. Yeab. Plastic, dey call it. 

francey. They said yub wuz out 
aroun’ Coloradab—tb’ noospapubs! 
Gee, I’m glad to see yub! 

(martin slips bis arjn around her 
waist and drav^s her tight to his body. 
As his lips grope for hers, francey 
turns her face away, martin tries to 
ptdl her face around. She cries furi¬ 
ously) No . . . don’ kiss me on ? 
lips! 

martin (releasing her, puzzled). 
Wbat? What’s a matter? (He can't 
believe this. He frowns) I ain’t good 
enough for yub? 

francey (quickly). No. It ain't dat. 
It ain’t yew. It’s me. I got a sore on 
my mouth. Fub yuhr own good, I 
don’t want yub to kiss me, dat’s why. 

martin. I ain’t nevub fuhgot da way 
yev; kiss. 

FRANCEY (wistfully). I ain’t nietbub. 
(She laughs) Go on! You svit all yer 
fancy dames. Where do I come off? 

MARTIN. Dey don’t mean nuttin’. 

FRANCEY. Dat cboms goil. . . wbats 
’er name? 

MARTIN. Nuttin’. She ain’t got nuc* 
tin’... no guts, no fire. . . . But yVA 
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been boinin* in my blood . . - evuh 
r.ince . . . 

francey. An yew been in mine . . . 
if yub wanna know. 

MARTIN. Remembuh dat foist night 
. , . on a roof? 

FRANCEY. Yeah» I remembuh . . . 
da sky was full a stars, an I was full 
d dreamy ideas. Dat was me foist 
time. I was fourteen, goin’ on fifteen. 


MARTIN. Yeah. Ony we didn* have 
money enough fuh de license. Gee> 
it seems like yestiddy. We wuz talkin' 
about it right heah. 

FRANCEY. Yestiddyl It stems like a 
million yeahs! 

MARTIN (as voices are heard coming 
from the East River Terrace^. Wait! 
CThey se-parate. He draws his hat 
over his eyes and turns away as a 
yoting couple come out of the gate 
and walk up the street.) 


martin. Yeah. It wuz mine too. It 
wuz terrific. Hit me right wheah I 
live . . . like my back wuz meltin. 
An I wuz so sca’d when yuh started 
laffin' an cryin’, crazy like. . . . 
(They both laugh, enjoying the 
memory, a little embarrassed by it.) 


GIRL. So many people standing 
around. What's all the excitement? 
V\^at s happened? 


MAN. The elevator man said someone 
was stabbed. 


FRANCEY. Yeah. 


GIRL. Really? Who was it, do you 
know? 


MARTIN. Gee, I nevuh wuz so sca’d Griswald, I think he said, 

like ’at time. Twelfth floor. 


FRANCEY. Me too. 

MARTIN Qdraws her to him again, 
more gently). Ck)me eah! Close to 

me! 

FRANCEY (acquiescing). Ony don 
kiss me on a lips! 

MARTIN. Closuh! (They stand there 
c nionient, bodies close, passionate. 
MARTIN buries his face in her hair.) 


GIRL. Oh! Yes? Did he say who did 
it? 

MAN, He said one of the kids around 
here somewhere. . . . 

(When they are well out of sight, 
FRANCEY chttches martin’s arm.) 

FRANCEY. Marty, listen! Yuh got ta 
take care a ^oihself. Yuh gotta go way 
an' hide. I don’ want ’em to git yuh! 
I don’ wan’ 'em to git yuh! 


trancey (eyes closed, whispers). 
Marty! 

MARTIN. Dose times unduh da 

francey. a couple a crazy kids we 
were! We wuz gonna git married. I 
bought a ring at da five an’ dime staw. 


MARTIN. Whatsa diffrince wheah I 
go? Ey got thuh finger on me every- 
wheah. Ah, frig ’em. 

FRANCEY. Dey wmn’t reco’nize yuh. 
Dey w'on’t! Even I didn’t. 

MARTIN. Yeah, but )aih can’ change 
ese, Francey. Look! (He holds up 
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his fingers. The tips are yellou> and 
sc^rred^ Tree times I boined 'em vvid 
acid an’ t’ings. No good. Dere are 
some t’ings yuh can’t change. But 
ril tell )aih what. . . I’ll scram out a 
heah. I’ll scram ... if yew come wit 
me. 

FRANCEY. Ah, what do )aih want me 
fer? A broken-down hoor. 

martin. Shut up! 

FRANCEY. I wouldn’ be good fuh yuh. 
MARTIN. I know what I want. 


MARTIN, I don’ know. 

(A passing titg shrieks hoarsely. The 

echo floats hack.^ 

FRANCEY (quietly, clutching at a 
/lOpe). Maybe ... if yuh got da 
dough . . . yuh git a doctuh an’ he 

fixes me up . . . 

MARTIN. Nah. Once at stuff gits in 
yuh . . . nah! (Again the Uig shrieks 
and is answered by its echo. He 
reaches into his inner breast pocket, 
extracts a fat roll of bills, peels ofl 
several and hands them to her) 
Heah. Buy yerself somethin’. 


FRANCEY (laughs, crazily'). Yeah. 
Dis is a swell pipe-dream I’m havin’! 
I’m Minnie de Moocher kickin’ a 
oons aroun’! 


FRANCEY (her eves suddenly glued to 
the money). Baby! Dat’s some roll 
yuh got. Yuh cud choke a boss wid 

dat. 


MARTIN. Listen! I got dc dough now, 
kid. We kin do it now. 

FRANCEY. But I’m sick, Marty! Don't 
yuh see? I’m sick! 

MARTIN. What’s a matter wid yuh? 

FR^\NCEY (almost inaudibly). What 
do yuh think? 

(martin looks at her for a long time. 
He sees her. The nostalgic dream is 
finished. His lips begin to curl in 
disgust.) 

MARTIN. Why didneha git a job? 

FRANCEY. Dey don’ grow on trees! 

MARTIN. Why didneha starve foist? 

FRANCEY. Why didnehou? 

(martin makes no effort to conceal 
his growing disgust. Turns away.) 

FRANCEY (suddenly shouts, fiercely, 
at the top of her lungs). Well, what 
ta hell did yuh expect? 


MARTIN (thrusting it at her). Heah' 

FRANCEY (takes the money). Is ii 
hot? 

MARTIN. Yeah. Bettah be careful 
where )aib spend it. 

FRANCEY. Sure. 

MARTIN. An’ keep yuh lips buttoned 
up! 

FRANCEY. I wouldn’ tell on yuh, 

Martv. Not if dev tied me ta wild 
bosses, I wouldn’t. 

MARTIN. Bettuh not. 

FRANCEY (folds her money, still fas¬ 
cinated by the huge roll of bills in 
his hand. Her voice takes on a pe¬ 
culiar whining, wheedling quality). 


MARTIN. Yeah? 
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FRANCEY. Cud yuh spare another 
twenty bucks? I godda . . . 

MARTIN. No! 

FRANCEY. Au% comc on, dearie! 
MARTIN. No! 

FRANCEY. Don' be a tightwad! 
MARTIN (reaching the limit of his 

disgust). What ta hell do yuh tink 1 
am? Some guy yuh got up in yuh 
room? ril . . ■ (He raises his hand, 
ready to slap her. Again the shriek 
of a tug, and the echo.) 

FRANCEY (rjuickly, frightened). 

Nah, ferget it, Marty! I uoiz just . . . 

MARTIN. Awright! Awright! Now 
beat it! 

FRANCEY. O.K., Marty. (She starts 
to go, pauses, turns hack) Per old 
times’ sakes, will yuh do me a favor? 
Please? 

MARTIN (s/i oves tkc moncy hack into 
his pocket). No! 

FRANCEY. Not dat. 

MARTIN. W^at? 

FRANCEY. Will yuh kiss me? Heah? 
Ona cheek? Jus' fuh old times' sakes? 
Come on. (He hesitates. She comes 
close, presses her cheek against his 
lips. He pecks her cheek, and turns 
away, scomling. She laughs, a low 
bitter laugh, at his obvious disrelish) 
Thanks! (She goes up the street 
slowly, her purse swinging carelessly, 
her hody swaying invitation, the 
tired march of her profession. The 
shriek of the tug is drawn out and 
distant now. The echo lingers, mar¬ 


tin spits and wipes the kiss off his 
lips with a groan of distaste.) 

HUNK (comes down the sidewalk, 
slowly). Well? 

MARTIN. Huh? 

HUNK. See? 

MARTIN. Yeah. Yeah! 

HUNK. Twice in one day. Deah yuh 
ah! I toldja we shouldn' a come back. 
But yuh wouldn’ lissen a me. Yuh 
nevah lissen a me. 

MARTIN. Yeah. 

HUNK (trying to console him). I 
know how yuh feel, Marty. Les go 
back to St. Louis, huh? Now dat 
dame yuh had deah—Deedy Cook- 
Now dat wuz a broad. Regaler. Bet 
she’s waitin fuh yuh ... wid w'elcome 
ona doormat. 

MARTIN. Awright! Don' talk about 
dames, Hunk, will yuh? Fuhget ’em. 
All cats look alike inna dahk. Fuhget 
’em. 

(A little girl comes out of the gate 
bouncing a rubber hall, martin looks 
at her, thinks a moment, turns to 
watch her go tip the street. He sticks 
his teeth a moment, thinking.) 

HUNK. Listen, Marty . . . Let’s gii 
outta heah. Too many people know 
yuh heah. Whaddaya say? 

MARTIN. Sh! I’m thinkin’. 

(Pause.) 

HUNK. Well, guess I’ll go shoot e 
game a pillpool. (Starts to go up the 
street.) 

MARTIN (motions him hack, turns to 
stare at the Terrace Apartments). 
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Wait a minute . . . (hunk returns) 
Yuh know, Hunk. (He shakes a 
thumb at the Apartment) Der s a pile 
a tin in ere. 

hunk. Yeah. 

MARTIN. Didja see what dese kids did 
heah today) 

tiuNK. No. 

MARTIN. Ey got one a dese rich little 
squoits in a hallway, slapped him 
around an’ robbed his watch. 

HUNK. So what? 

(A man appears on the terrace, 
watches them for a second, and then 
slips away. Two men come down the 
street talking casually, one of them 
goes into the tenement, the other, 
waiting for him, wanders over hack 
of the hopper and is hidden from 
view.) 

MARTIN (glances at them, lowers his 
voice). Maybe we kin pull a snatch 
. . . kidnap one a dese babies. 

HUNK. We’re too hot. Foolin’ round 
wid kids ain’ our racket. 

MARTIN. Scared? 

HUNK. No . . . ony . . . I.. .. 

MARTIN. Stop yuh yammerin’! Git a 
hold a Whitey. See wot he knows 
about duh mugs in heah! (hunk 
hesitates) Come on, Hunk, git goin’! 

HUNK. O.K. Yuh duh boss! (He goes 
reluctantly.) 

(The tap of gimpty’s cane on the 
sidewalk is heard approaching, its 
rhythmic click ominous, gimpty ap¬ 
pears, tight-lipped, pale, grim, mar¬ 
tin smiles out of one corner of his 
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lips, and throws him a conciliatory 
greeting.) 

MARTIN. Hello, Gimpty! 

(gimpty turns away without answer¬ 
ing. MARTIN, amused, laughs. He is 
suddenly in a good mood. The man 
who spied on him from the terrace 
appears in the gateway and catches 
gimpty’s eye. gimpty points his cane 
at MARTIN. The good mood passes. 
martin’s eyebrows pull together in 
one puzzled line.) 

martin. What’s eatin’ )aih, wise 
guy? 

(The i ian behind the gate draws a 
revolver, comes quickly up behind 
MARTIN and digs the gun in his back. 

G MAN. Get ’em up, Martin! The De¬ 
partment of Justice wants you! 

MARTIN. What ta hell . . . ! (Tries 
to turn, but the revolver prods him 
back.) 

G MAN. Come on, get’ em up! 

MARTIN (hands up). I ain’t Martin. 
My name’s Johnson. Wanna see my 
license? (He slides his hand into his 
breast pocket.) 

G MAN. If you’re smart, you’ll behave 
yourself! 

MARTIN (wheels around, draws his 
gun, and fires in one motion). No, 
yuh don’t . . . (The c man drops his 
gun, crumples onto the sidewalk 
holding his belly and kicking, mar¬ 
tin turns to face gimpty, who has 
hacked away to the hopper, martin, 
his face black and contorted, aims at 
gimpty) So yuh ratted, yuh. . . . 
(From behind the hopper and the 
tenement doorway guns explode 
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Two other g men appear and descend 
on MARTIN, firing as they come, mar¬ 
tin groans, wheels, and falls, face 
in the glitter, his fingers clawing the 
sidewalk. One of the c men goes to 
aid his wounded comrade. The other 
G MAN stands over mat.ttn s body, 
pumping bullet after bullet into him, 
literally nailing him to the ground. 
The G MAN kicks him to make sure 
hes dead. No twitcht martin lies 
there flat. The G man takes out a 
handkerchief, piclis up martin's gun 
gingerly, wraps it in the handker¬ 
chief, puts it in fiis pocket.^ 

SECOND G MAN. Where 'd he get you, 
Bob? Come on, sit up here! (Helps 
him to sit against the coping. FIRST 
c MAN presses his hand in agony to 
)iis wotind. From the street there is 
a rising babble of voices. Tenement 
windo'ivs are thrown up, heads thrust 
out; the curious crowd to the edge of 
the terrace, come to the gate, run 
down the street, collect in small 
groups, disettssing the macabre scene 
in excited, hushed nnirmur. A lady 
comes out of the gate, sees the dead 
mar., screams hysterically, and is 
hci'/cd off by the doorman. The 
policeman comes tearing down the 
sfree.- revolver drawn. He forces his 
lor.T through the crowd.^ 

POLICEMAN. Out a my way! Look 
out! (To the third g man) What’s 
thi:? 

THIRD G MAN (taking out a badge in 
c leather case from inside his coat 
pocket mid holding it wp). Its all 
right, officer. Department of Justice! 
(Replaces the bodge.) 

POLICEMAN. What happened? Who s 
this guy? 

third g man. Baby-face Martin. 


POLICEMAN. Is that him? 

THIRD G MAN. Yep. 

POLICEMAN. Gese, I was talkin’ to 
him a couple a minutes ago. 

SECOND G MAN. Gct an ambulance, 
quick! Will you? 

POLICEMAN (crosses to the police 

box, opens it). Box 10 . . . Mulligan. 
Send ambulance! Make all notifica¬ 
tions! Baby-face Martin was just shot 
by Federal men. He winged one of 
’em ... I don’t know . . . yeah . . . 
here. Gese, I was talking to him my¬ 
self a few minutes ago . . . Hell, 
Sarge, I couldn’t recognize him. His 
face is all made over. (He hangs up. 
The shrill siren of a radio car mounts 
to a crescendo, mingles with the 
screech of brakes, and is suddenly 
silent. Two more policemen dash on, 
forcing their path through the crowd. 
They are followed by spit, wearing 
a single roller ^kate. He edges his 
way to the front of the crowd.") 

SECOND policeman. Hi, Mulligan. 
What have yuh got here? 

MULLIGAN. Bahy-face Martini 

THIRD POLICEMAN. Did you git him? 

MULLIGAN. No such luck. The Fed¬ 
eral men got him. He winged one of 
them. (Gestures toward the wound¬ 
ed G MAN.) 

SECOND POLICEMAN. Did you notify 
the house? 

MULLIGAN. Yeah. I gave *em every¬ 
thing . . . Lend us a hand, vA\\ yuh. 
Git nd of this crowd, (mulligan 
stands by martin’s body, uniting in 
a notebook. The other policemen 
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pish hack the crowd, spit slips 
through, and looks at the dead man 
with scared curiosity.) 

SECOND POLICEMAN (pushing the 

crowd). Break it up! This is no cir¬ 
cus. Come on, break it up! 

GIRL IN THE CROWD. Don’t push me! 

SECOND POLICEMAN. Well, gO OR 

home! Go on, break it up! 

SECOND G MAN (to the wounded 

agent). How you feelin’. Bob? 

FIRST G MAN. LouSy. 

SECOND G MAN. You’ll be O.K. 

FIRST G MAN. I don’t know ... I 
don’t know! I should’ve plugged him 
right away ... in the back. You 
don’t give a snake like that a break. 
, . . Anyway, we got him! That’s 
yomething! 

SECOND G MAN. Suic you did, Bob. 
You’ll get cited for this. 

FIRST G MAN. That’s dandy! TTiat’s 
just dandy! Give the medal to my 
old lady for the kids to play with . .. 
an’ remember they once had an old 
man who was a . . . hero! 

THIRD G MAN. Aw, CUt it, Bob. You’ll 
be O.K. Don’t talk like that! 

DOORMAN (pushing through the 
crowd). Officer! Officer! 

MULLIGAN. Get outa here! You with 
the rest of them. Come on, get back! 

DOORMAN. Officer, this is important! 
That's one of the boys . . . there, 
that one! He’s one of the gang! 
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MULLIGAN. What boy? What the 
hell are you talkin’ about? 

DOORMAN. The one who stabbed 

Mr. Griswald. 

MULLIGAN. What? Oh, where? 

DOORMAN (pointing). That one 
there! He’s one of the gang. 

MULLIGAN. Are you sure? 

DOORMAN. Yes . . . yes . . . I’ll swear 
to it! 

MULLIGAN. Come here! Hey you! 
(Rwns over to spit, grabs his arm. 
The murmur of the crowd rises.) 

SPIT. Lemme go! I didn’ do nuttin’. 
Lemme go! 

SECOND POLICEMAN. Wliat is this 
kid got to do with it? 

MULLIGAN. That’s Somethin’ else. 
(The clang of an approaching ambu¬ 
lance comes to a sudden halt. Enter, 
pushing their way down the street, 
an INTERNE carrying a doctor’s hag, 
followed by an ambulance man 
carrying a folded stretcher, which 
encloses a pillow and a rolled blan¬ 
ket. The murmur of the crowd 
hushes.) 

INTERNE. Hello, Mulligan. 
MULLIGAN. Hello, doC. (To SECOND 

policeman) Hold this kid a min¬ 
ute. 

(second policeman grabs spit's 
arm and drags him back to the crowd 
on the sidewalk.) 

interne. What’s up? (He cowtes 
down to the body.) 
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MULLIGAN. Just got Baby-facc Mar¬ 
tin! 

(The murmur rises again as the news 
is spread.') 

INTERNE. You did? (He glances at 
the body) He won t need me! 

SECOND G MAN. Hcy, doc, look at this 
man! (Tfre interne kneels to the 
wounded man, examines his wound, 
sponges it, places a pad over it) Its 
not bad, is it, doc? 

interne (cheerfully)- Not very bad, 
but we’d better rush him off to the 
hospital. Here, somebody help get 
him on the stretcher. 

(The AMBULANCE MAN opcns the 
stretcher, places the pillow at the 
head, second g man and mulligan 
lift the wounded G man carefully and 
lay him on the stretcher with u^ords 
of encouragement. The ambulance 
MAN unrolls the blanket over him. 
SECOND G MAN and the ambulance 
DRIVER carry the wounded man up 
the sidewalk calling "Gangway.” 
The THIRD G MAN accompanies them, 
holding the wounded mans hand and 
talking to him. The crowd open a 
path, and stare, their murmur si- 
lenced for a moment.) 

MULLIGAN (pointing to baby-face). 
Want to look at this guy, doc? 

INTERNE (kneels by the body, rips 
open the coat and vest, cursorily in- 
spects the wotinds, rolls back the eye¬ 
lid, applies a stethoscope to the 
heart). Phew! They certainly did a 
iob on him! Nothing left to look at 
but chopped meat. God, they didn’t 
leave enough of him for a good p.m.! 
(Rises, takes pad and pencil from 
his pocket, glances at mulligan’s 
shield, ivrites) Mulligan . . . 10417 
... 19th Precinct. Have you got his 
pedigree? 


MULLIGAN (reading from his own 
notebook). Joe Martin. 28. White 
. . . U.S. 5 ft., 9 in. 170 lbs. Un¬ 
married. Occupation . . . (Shrugs his 
shoulders.) 

INTERNE. All right. Dr. Flint. Mark 

him D.O.A.l 

MULLIGAN (writing). Dead ... on 
. . . arrival. . . . 

(Enter, pushing their way through 
the crowd, the medical examiner, 
followed by the police photogra¬ 
pher. The PHOTOGRAPHER opens his 
camera, adjusts it, and photographs 
the body from several angles.) 

INTERNE (as the EXAMINER ap¬ 
proaches). Hello, doc! 

examiner. Hello, Doctor. So they 
finally got him, did they? 

INTERNE. Yes, they sure did. 

examiner. It’s about time. What 
have you got on him? 

INTERNE. Twelve gunshot wounds. 
Five belly, four chest, three head. 
(Picks tip his bag and goes. The 

EXAMINER inspects the body.) 

mulligan (to the doorman). Hey, 
find something to cover this up with. 
(The doorman nods and disappears 
through the gateway, mulligan 
turns to the third policeman, who 
is still holding hack the crowd) Hey, 
Tom! Stand by while I go through 
this bum! (He kneels, and goes 
through martin’s pockets, handing 
his findings to the third policeman 
who jots them down in his notebook. 
mulligan takes a ring off martin’s 
finger) Diamond ring. Look at that 
rock! (Hfc hands it to the third 

POLICEMAN who pockcts It, ond 
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makes a note, mulligan extracts 
martin's wad of bills) And this roll 
of bills! What a pile! You count it! 

EXAMINER. Through with him, boys? 

MULLIGAN (rising). Yeah. 

PHOTOGRAPHER. One second! CTakes 
a last photograph.) 

EXAMINER. Well, as soon as the 
wagon comes, send him down to the 
morgue. I’ll look him over in the 
morning. Mulligan, you report to me 
there first thing in the morning, too. 

MULLIGAN. Yes, sii. 

(The EXAMINER goes. The photog¬ 
rapher folds his camera and fol¬ 
lows.) 

WOMAN IN THE CROWD (fO the SEC¬ 
OND POLICEMAN, who ts holding 

spit). Officer! What did this boy 
have to do with it? Why are you 
holding him? 

SECOND POLICEMAN. Never mind. 

Stand back! 

SPIT. Lemme go! I didn’t do nuttin’! 
Whadda yuh want? 

MULLIGAN (goes to spit). You’rc 
one of the gang who beat up a boy 
here today and stabbed his father, 
ain’t you? 

SPIT. No, I yain’t. I didn’ ’ave nuttn 
tuh do wid it. It wuz a kid named 
Tommy McGrath. 
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(The mitrmnr of the crowd fades as 
they all listen.) 

MULLIGAN. Tommy McGrath! 
Where does he live? 

SPIT. On Foist Avenoo between 
Fifty-toid and Fifty-fawt. 

MULLIGAN. Sure? 

SPIT. Yeah. 

MULLIGAN (to the SECOND POLICE'^ 

man). Take this kid around there, 
will yuh? Get ahold a Tommy Me 
Grath. He’s wanted for stabbin some 
guy. I got to wait for the morgue 
wagon. 

SECOND POLICEMAN. O.K. (Drags 
SPIT through the crowd) Come on! 
You show us where he lives and 
we’ll let you go. (As they go off, the 
murmur of the crowd rises again. 

The THIRD G MAN CfOSSCS tO GIMP- 

TY, who is leaning against the hop¬ 
per, white and shaking. The door* 
MAN comes out with an old discarded 
coat, the gold braid raveled and 
rusty, the cloth dirty and oil-stained. 
MULLIGAN takes it from him.) 

third g MAN (to gimpty). Good 
work, Mac: Come over to the office 
and pick up your check. (He makes 
his way up the street, mulligan 
throws the coat over martin’s body. 
The murmur of the crowd rises high. 
A boat horn in the river bellows 
hoarsely and dies away.) 


CURTAIN 



SIDNEY KINGSLEY 



ACT THREE 


Scene—T? ie same. That night. A very dark night. From the dock the sounds 
of a gay -party, music, hobble, laughter, gimpty, a bent silhouette, sits on the 
copijtg leaning against the terrace wall. There’s a lamp shining up the street. 
The lights from the tenement windows are faint and yellow and glum. The 
lanterns on the gateposts, one red, one green, are lit and look very decorative. 
There's a blaze of fire crackling out of an old iron ash-can in the center of the 
street. The boys hover over it, roasting potatoes skewered on long sticks. 
Their impish faces gleam red one minute and are wiped by shadows the next 
as they lean over the flames. 


ANGEL (gesturing wildly'). All uv a 
sudden da shots come . . . bing . . . 
bir.g . . . bam . . . bifF . . . 

r.R. (superior). I hoid da shots foist, 
f wuz jus walkin’ up . . . 

ANGEL (angrily). Yuh di’not. 

r.B. I did so. 

ANGEL. Yuh tought it wuz a rivitin* 
machine, yuh said. 

T.B. I di’not. 

ANGEL (tops him). Yuh did so. 

T.B. (tops him). I di’not. 

ANGEL (tops him). Yuh did so. 

T.B. (fops him). Ah, yuh mudduh's 
chooch! 

ANGEL (fops him). Yeah, yuh fad- 
duh’s doop! 

T.B. (crescendo). Fongoola! 

(dippy runs down the street waving 
Uvo pofatocs.) 


DIPPY. Hey, guys, I swiped two maw 
mickeys. Look! 

ANGEL. Boy, ’at’s good! 

SPIT. O.K. Put ’em in. 

DIPPY. Wheah’s Tommy'? 

SPIT. Put 'em in! 

DIPPY. Dis big one’s mine, remem- 
buh! 

SPIT. Put ’em in, I said! 

DIPPY. Don’ fugit, dis big ones 
mine! 

SPIT. Shat ap! 

DIPPY. Yeah . . . yew . . . yew shat 
ap! 

SPIT. Wha-a-at? 

DIPPY (cowed, moves away from 
spit), Wheah’s Tommy? 

ANGEL. I dunno. He didn’ show i'.p 
yet. 
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T.B. (reflectively, referring to mar¬ 
tin). Da papuhs said dey found 
twenty gran' in 'is pockets. 


ANGEL. Twenty G’s. Boy, at s a lot a 
dough! 


SPIT. Boy, he must a bin a putty 
smaht guy. 


T.B. Baby-face? Sure! He wuz a tops. 
Public enemy numbuh one. Boy, he 
had guts. He wasn’ a scared a no¬ 
body. Boy, he could knock 'em all 
off like dat . . . like anyt’ing! Boy, 
like nuttn! 

(dippy takes a stick from the can and 
holds it against his shoulder, 'pointed 
at ANGEL, 'maneuvering it as if it were 
a machine gwn.) 


SPIT. Snot! 

T.B. Yeah, I bet I could buy a boat 
like dat, huh? (He points off toward 
the dock.} 

ANGEL. Lx)ok! Dey got lights an’ flags 
an’ music! 

SPIT. Dey got some hot party on, hey 
guys? 

DIPPY. Look! Look! Dey’re dancin’! 
(Cavorts about with an imaginary 
partner, making ribald gestures and 
sinpng} Yuhre da top, yuh’re da 
coliseum. Hey! I’m dancin’! Look, 
felluhs! Look on me! I'm dancin’! 
Look on me! (He whirls around and 
looks at them for approval.} 


DIPPY (makes a rapid, staccato bleat¬ 
ing sound}. Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah! Look, 
I godda machine gun! Ah-ah-ah-ah! 


ANGEL (pointing his kazoo at dippy). 
Bang Bang! 


DIPPY (sore). Nah, yuh can’t do dat. 
Yuh’r dead. I shot yuh foist. 


T.B. (sour-faced}. Sit down! Yew 
stink! 

(dippy stops grinning and dancing 
simultaneously. He sits down, 
squelched.} 

ANGEL. Twenty grand! . . 

SPIT. Yeah ... so what's it got 'im? 


ANGEL (ignores that salient point, 
raises the hzzoo again, takes dead aim 
at dippy). Bang! 


ANGEL. Yeah. Yuh see duh pitchuh 
uv 'is broad inna papuhs? Deedv 
Cook aw sump’m . . . 


DIPPY (lets loose with his improvised 
machine gun}. Ah-ah-ah-ah! Deah. 
Now I gotcha! Now yuh dead! 

ANGEL. Bang! 

DIPPY (disgusted}. Aw-w-w! (He 

throws the stick into the fire and 

turns away.} 

% 

T.B. Gese . . . what I could do wid 
twenty G’s! 

ANGEL. What? 


T.B. Boy, some nice nooky, huh? 

SPIT. Boy, she’s got some contrac’s 
now! I heah she's gonna do a bubble 
dance in a boilesque, I t’ink. 

ANGEL. Yeah. My fadduh took one 
look at huh pitchuh. So 'ee said ’ee’d 
let ’em shoot 'im too, fuh half an 
hour wid a fancy floozy like dat. So 
my mudduh gits mad. So she sez dey 
wouldn' haf tuh shoot cha. Haf an 
hour wid at cockamamee yuh’d be 
dead! (They all laugh} So she spills 
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some boilin’ watuh on 'im. So 'ee yells 
like a bastid an’ runs outta da house 
mad. 

(milty conies down the sidewalk, 
breathless with excitement.) 

MILTY. Hey, felluhs, yuh know 
what? 

ANGEL. What? 


SPIT. Ah, dey’ll ketch ^im. 

MILTY. Dey don^ ketch Tommy so 
quick. 


SPIT (nervously, looking into the 
fire). How’re de mickeys cornin’? 


T.B. Gese, I bet a dollah dey sen* ’im 
tuh rifawm school. 


SPIT. Snot! 

MILTY, Balls tuh yewl 

SPIT. Ah, ril mobilize yuh! 

MILTY. Yuh know what, guys? Duh 
cops ah w\se tuh Tommy. 

ANGEL. Gese! 

T.B. No kid! No kid! 

SPIT. Aw, bushwah! 

MILTY. No bushwah! Deah’ lookin’ 
full ’im. He tole me hisself. (To 
spit) Fot smelleh! Dey went up tuh 
his house. Some guy snitched. 

T.B. No kid! 

SPIT. Did dey git ’im? 

MILTY. Nah. Tommy’s too w’ise fuh 
dem. Dey come in tru de daw. He 
goes out tru de fire-escape, down a 
yahrd, oveh de fence, tru de celleh, 
up de stayuhs, out dee udduh street. 

SPIT. Wheah’s he now? 

MILTY. He’s hidin’ out. 

SPIT. Wheah? 

MILTY. Wheah duh yuh tink, 
ivheah? Wheah dey don’ ketch ’im, 
dat’s wheah. 


SPIT. Sure. Dat’s what dey do. 
DIPPY. Yeah, dat’s what. Ain’ it, 

T.B.? 

T.B. Yeah. Dey sent me tuh rifawm 
school fuh jus’ swipin’ a bunch a 
bananas. An’ ’ey wuz all rotten too, 
most a dem. 

MILTY. I pity duh guy who snitched. 
Tommy's layin’ fuh him, awright. 

DIPPY. Does ’ee know who? 

SPIT (trying to change the subject). 
Hey, guys, duh mickeys ah awmost 
done! 

ANGEL (fishing out his potato and 
poking it with his kazoo), Nah, not 
yet. Look, dis one’s hard inside. 

DIPPY reaches to feel angel's 
mickey). Yeah. Like a rock . . . Ouch! 
Dat’s hot! (Licks his fingers.) 

angel (dipping the mickey back 
into the embers). Gese, poor Tom¬ 
my! If dey ketch ’im, he don’ git no 
maw mickeys like dis fer a long time. 

DIPPY. Dey git mickeys in rifawm 
school, don’ dey? 

T.B. Slop dey git, slop . . . unless 
dey git some dough tuh smeah da 
jailies wid. 
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SPIT. Aw, shat ap! All a time yuh 
shoot yuh mout’ off about rifawm 
school . . . like yew wuz ee ony one 
who evuh went. 

dippy. Yeah. Yew wuz ony deah six 
mont s. 

angel. Tom’ll git two yeahs. 


DOORMAN (wheels ahouty threaten 

ingly'). \Vha-a-at? 

SPIT (scared'). Nuttn. 

(A LADY in evening gown and a man 
in tuxedo come down the street, talk¬ 
ing quietly. The woman laughs. As 
they reach the gate, the doorman 
touches his hat.) 


dippy. Tree, maybe, I bet. 

MiLTY. Gese, dat’s lousy. 

SPIT. Ah, shat ap, will yuh? 

T.B. Yeah, nevuh mind. Yuh loin a 
barrel a good tings in rifawm school. 
(The doorman comes out of the 
gate, exasperated.) 


DOORMAN. Good evening. 

man and woman. Good evening. 
(The doorman follows them 
through the gateway.) 

SPIT (when the doorman is well out 
of earshot), Ah, yuh louse, I'll mobi¬ 
lize yuhl 

(The hoys all roar.) 



you again! 

(spit, T.B. and angel speak simul¬ 
taneously.) 

SPIT. Ah, go frig! 

T.B. Deah’re awmost done. 

ANGEL. Jus’ a li’l while. 

doorman. No! Get away from here 
.. . all of you . . . right now! 


ANGEL. Hev, de fire’s dvin’ down. 

T.B. Yeah, we need maw \’/ood. 

spit. Let’s scout aroun’ an’ soich out 
some maw wood. I’ll stay heah an’ 
guard de mickeys. 

T.B. Me too. 

SPIT. Yew, too, balls! 


GiMPTY (approaches the doorman 
and addresses him in a voice tight and 
hoarse, hardly recognizable). Did 
you give her my note? 

DOORMAN. Yes. She said she’d be out 
in a moment. 


T.B. Wliat’s a mattuh wit me? 

SPIT. What’s a mattuh wit vew? Yew 
stink on ice, ’at’s what’s a mattuh wit’ 
yew! 

T.B. Yeah, well, yew ain’ no lily a da 
valley. 


GIMPTY. Thanks. (He retires to sit 
again in the shadows.) 

DOORMAN. If you kids don’t beat it. 
I’m going to call a cop! (Turns to 
the gate.) 

SPIT. Aw, hold yuh hawses! 


SPIT. Go on now, or jmh git dis 
mickey ... red hot .. . up yuh 
bunny! 


T.B. Yeah? (He begins to cough.) 

SPIT. Yeah! Wanna make sumpra 
otuv it? 
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T.B. If it wasn’t fuh my T.B. . . . 

SPIT. Ah, dat’s a gag. Any time yuh 
put it straight up tuh 'im, he goes 

. . . (Imitates the cowgh) My T.B. 

. . . Balls! 

T.B. Oh, yeah> . . . Look, smart guy! 
(He has been holding his hand to 
his Ups. He coughs again, spits, opens 
his hand, holds it out and displays 
a bloody clot in the palm. Proudly') 
Blood! (The hoys gasp.) 

ANGEL. Wow! 

T.B. Smart guy! 

SPIT. Ah, I could do dat. Yuh suck 
yuh mout’l 

dippy (swcks his mouth audibly, 
spits into his hand). I can t . . . I 
can’t. How do yuh do it? 

(drina comes doian the street, sees 

the hoys and hurries to them.) 
MILTY. Hello, Drina. 

drina. Did you see Tommy? (There 
is a tired, desperate quality in her 
tone.) 

MILTY. No. 

DRINA (to dippy). Did you? 
dippy. Nope. 

DRINA. Did anybody see him? He 
hasn’t been home at all. 

MILTY. No. Nobody saw *im, Drina. 

DRINA (tired, very tired). Thanks. 
Thanks, Milty. (She notices gimpty 
and approaches him.) 

angel (in a whisper). Whyn*t yuh 
tell huh? 


MILTY (also whispering). No. Tom¬ 
my said no. 

SPIT (aloud). Ah, halonee! 

MILTY (whispers). Sh! Shat apl 

SPIT (deliberately loud). Who fuh! 

I’ll give yuh yuh lumps in a minute. 

DRINA (to gimpty). Pete, did you 
see Tommy? 

GIMPTY. What? 

drina. My brother? Have you seen 
him at all? 

GIMPTY. Oh! No. 

drina. Gee, he hasn’t showed up yet. 
The cops are looking for him. I’m 
scared to death. 

GIMPTY. I’m sorry. 

SPIT. Hey, Drina! Milty knows, but 
he won't tell! 

drina (turns quickly). Does he? 

MILTY. No. 

SPIT. He does. 

MILTY (quietly to spit). Ah, yuh 
louse! (Aloud to drina) I do not! 

sprr (to milty). I’ll mobilize yuh! 
(To drina) He does so. 

(drina takes milty by both shoul¬ 
ders and shakes him.) 

DRINA. Milty, please tell me if you 
know . . . please! I’m half crazy. 

milty. Tommy said not tuh tell. 

DRINA (pleading). But I wouldnt 
hurt him. You know that. It’s for his 
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good. IVe got to talk to him. IVe got 
to find out what were gonna do. 
(Pause) Milty, you’ve gotta tell me 
, . . please! 

MILTY (reluctantly). Aw right! 
Come on. . . . 

DRiNA (fls they go up the street). 
How is he? Is he all right? Is he 
hurt or anything? 

MILTY. Nah! 

DRINA. Why didn’t he come home? 

MILTY. Don’ worry, Drina. Dey won’ 
catch ’im. 

(They’re out of sight and the voices 
fade off.) 

SPIT. Hey, Angel. You stay heah wid 
me. Youse guys git some wood. Go 
on! 

DIPPY, O.K. Watch my mickey. 

T.B. Mine too. 

(dippy and t.b. exit up the side¬ 
walk.) 

DIPPY. Me, I’m goin’ ovuh on Toid 
Avenoo. 

T.B. I’m goin’ ovuh tuh Schultzie’s. 

DIPPY. Naw, whyn’t cha go ovuh on 
Second Avenoo? 

(Their voices fade away.) 

SPIT. Hey, Angel, yew stay heah an’ 
guard dose mickeys. 

ANGEL. Wheah yuh goin’? 

SPIT. I’m gonna trail Milty an’ fin’ 
out wheah Tommy is. 

ANGEL. What faw! 


SPIT. None a yuh beeswax! (He lopes 
up the street, angel watches him 
for a while, puzzled, then fishes his 
kazoo from a pocket, relaxes by the 
fireside, and hxims into the instru¬ 
ment. A shadow detaches itself from 
the hopper and creeps stealthily to¬ 
ward ANGEL. It whispers "Psst/ Heyl 
Angeir ANGEL wheels around, star¬ 
tled.) 

ANGEL. Tommy! Gese! 

TOMMY (his face glowing red as he 
leans over the fire toward angel). 
Sh! Shat ap! (In a hoarse whisper) 
Wheah ah da guys? 

(They both talk in whispers.) 

ANGEL. Dey went tuh look fuh wood. 

TOMMY. What? 

ANGEL. Fuh wood. Maw wood. Milty 
jus’ took yuh sistuh . . . 

TOMMY. Is Spit wit de guys? 

ANGEL, Yeah. 

TOMMY. O.K. 

ANGEL. Milty jus’ took yuh sistuh tuh 
ver hideout. 

TOMMY. He did? De louse! 

ANGEL. Whatcha gonna do, Tommy? 

TOMMY. Run away . . . so de bulls 
don’ git me. 

ANGEL (impressed). Gese! 

TOMMY (quietly). But foist I’m gon¬ 
na ketch de guy who snitched. Do 
yuh know who it wuz? 

ANGEL. Me? No. 
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TOMMY (fkrmg). Don' lie tub me 
, . . I’ll kill yuh! 

ANGEL. Yew know me, Tommy. 

TOMMY. O.K. I tink Im wise tuh 
who done it. 

ANGEL. Who? 

TOMMY. Spit. 

ANGEL. Yuh tink so? 

TOMMY. Yeah. 

ANGEL. Gesel 

TOMMY. Now I’m gonna hide, see? 
Right back a deah. (Points up be¬ 
hind the hopper) If yuh let on I’m 
heah . . . (Ominously) I’ll put yuh 
teet’ down yuh troat! 

ANGEL. Aw, Tommy, yuh know me 
. . . )^h know me! 

TOMMY. O.K. Den do like I tell yuh. 
When Spit comes back, yew tell 'im 
like dis . . . Duh guy I stabbed wuz 
down heah lookin' fuh Spit tuh giv- 
vim fi\'e bucks fuh snitchin' on who 
done it. Yuh got dat straight? 

ANGEL Duh guy what he got stabbed 
. . . WTJZ down heah lookin’ fuh Spit 
.. . tuh gi\wim five bucks fuh snitch¬ 
in’ on who done it. 

TOMMY. Right. 

ANGEL. O.K. 

TOMMY. An’ rememba . . . yew let 
on I'm heah, I’ll . . . 

ANGEL. Aw, Tommy, yew know me. 

TOMMY. Aw right. Jus’ do like I tole 
yuh. 


ANGEL. Whadda yuh gonna do tuh 
Spit if 'ee done it? (tommy takes a 
knife from his pocket, and nips open 
the Made. The firelight runs along 
the blade. It boks bright and sharp 
and hard, tommt grimly draws it 
diagonally across his cheek, angel 
grwnts) Mark a de squealuh? 

TOMMY (srtaps the blade home and 
pockets the knife). Right. 

ANGEL. Gese! 

TOMMY. Now, go on playin' yuh ka¬ 
zoo like nuttn happened . . . like I 
wuzn’t heah. 

(Footsteps and voices from the gate. 
TOMMY ducks and melts into the 
shadows of the hopper, angel plays 
his kazoo a hit ostentatiously. The 
DOORMAN opens the gate, ray ap¬ 
pears in a shimmering evening gown, 
lovely and scented.) 

GiMPTY (his voice dull and tired^. 
Hello, Kay! 

KAY. Hello, Pete! (gimpty looks past 
KAY at the doorman) Yes? 

DOORMAN. Ma’am? 

KAY. Anything you want? 

DOORMAN. Oh no ... no, ma’am. Ex¬ 
cuse me. (Exit.) 

GIMPTY. I sent you a note this after¬ 
noon, Did you get it? 

KAY. Yes. I was out. I didn’t get back 
till late. I’m so sorry, Pete. Forgive 
me. 

gimpty. Forget it! 

(Two couples in evening clothes 
come down the street. They are all 
hectic, gay, and a trifle drunk. They 
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greet kay merrily. She laughs and 
jests with them, tells them she’ll join 
them shortly, and in the gate they go. 
Not, however, without one or two 
backward glances at gimpty. Their 
chatter, off, ends in a burst of laugh’ 
ter that fades away, kay tttrns to 

GIMPTY.) 

KAY. What a brawl that’s turning 

O 

into! 

GIMPTY. Yeah. It seems like quite a 
party. 

KAY. Yes, it is. 

GIMPTY (after a pause, in a voice so 
low, it can scarcely he heard'). Kay 
. . . did you hear what happened 
here this afternoon? 

KAY. What do you . . . ? 

GIMPTY. The shooting. 

KAY (making talk. Evading). Oh, 
yes. And we just missed it. It must 
have been exciting. I’m . . . 

GIMPTY. I didn’t miss it. 

KAY. No? . . . Oh, tell me . . . was 
it very . . . ? 

GIMPTY (begins to give way to the 
terror and remorse pent up in him). 
It was pretty horrible. 

KAY. Oh ... of course. 

GIMPTY. Horrible! 

^Y (realizing by his tone that some¬ 
thing dreadful lies in all this, she be¬ 
comes very tender and soothing). 
Pete, give me your hand. Come here. 
(She leads him to the edge of the 
wharf) Sit down. . . . Now, what 
liappened? 


GIMPTY. I’d rather not talk about it 
for a minute. 

KAY. If it upsets you, let’s not talk 
about it at all. 

GIMPTY. Yes, I’ve got to . . , but not 
for a minute. . . . 

KAY. AW light. 

(Underneath them, the rii^er 
splashes against the bidwark. Off, 
on the yacht, the band is playing a 
soft, sentimental melody. The chat¬ 
ter and the laughter from the party 
float family over the water. They sit 
there for a long time jjist staring 
across the river, at its lights, at the 
factories and signs on the opposite 
shore, at the bridge with its glitter¬ 
ing loops, at the string of ghostly 
barges silently moving across the 
river. For a long time. Then she 
speaks, quietly.) 

KAY. I love the river at night. . . . 
It’s beautiful . . . and a bit frighten¬ 
ing. 

GIMPTY (stares down at the black 
water swirling under him. He begins 
to talk, faster and faster, trying to 
push back into his unconscious the 
terror that haunts him, to forget that 
afternoon if only for a few seconds). 
It reminds me of something. . . . 
What is it? . . . Oh, yeah . . , when 
I was a kid. In the spring the sudden 
sun showers used to flood the gutters. 
The other kids used to race boats 
down the street. Little boats: straws, 
matches, lollipop-sticks, I couldn’t 
run after them, so I guarded the 
sewer and caught the boats to keep 
them from tumbling in. Near the 
sewer . . . sometimes, I remember . . . 
a whirlpool would form. . . . Dill 
and oil from the street would break 
into rainbow colors . . . iridescent 
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QPor a motnent hs doss escape) 
Beautiful, I think ... a maiYel of 
color out of dirty water. I can’t take 
my eyes off it. And suddenly a boat 
in danger. (The tenor in him rises 
again') I try to Stop it. . . . Too late! 
It shoots into the black hole of the 
sewer. I used to dream about falling 
into it myself. The river reminds me 
of that. . . . Death must be like this 
. . . like the river at night. (There 
is no comfort in her big enough for 
his needs. They sit in brooding si¬ 
lence, which is finally intenwpted by 
the DOORMAN^s voice, off.) 

DOORMAN. Miss Mitchcll camc out 
here only a moment ago. Yes, there 
she is now. 

(The DOORMAN and a sailor come 
out of the gate.) 

SAILOR. Miss Mitchell? 

KAY. Yes? 

SAILOR. Mr. Hilton says we’re ready 
to cast off. We’re waiting for you, 
ma’am. 

KAY. Tell him I’ll be there in a min¬ 
ute. 

SAILOR. Yesm. 

(Exit SAILOR.) 

DOORMAN (turns tO ANGEL, wllO IS 

Still hollering over the fire). Why 
don’t vou kids beat it? 

ANGEL. AW'VV! 

DOORMAN. All right! ril fix you! (He 
strides off up the street.) 

GiMPTY (desperately). Kay, there’s 
;till time. You don’t have to go. 

KAY (finality in her quiet voice). I’m 
afraid I do. 


Martin was. And I told the police. 

KAY. You? How did you recognize 
him? 

GIMPTY. I used to know him when 1 
was a kid. 

KAY. Oh! 

GIMPTY. I know it was a stinkin’ 
thing to do. 

KAY. No. It had to be done. 

GIMPTY. There was a reward. 

KAY. Yes, I know. 1 read about it. 
That’s a break for you, Pete. You can 
help your mother now. And you can 
live decently. 

GIMPTY. How about you? 

KAY. This isn’t the miracle we were 
looking for. 

GIMPTY (after a long pause). No. 1 
guess you’re right. 

KAY. How long would it last us? Per¬ 
haps a year, then what? I’ve been 
through all that. I couldn’t go 
through it again. 

GIMPTY. I guess it’s asking too much. 

KAY (softlyj trying to make him see 
the picture realistically, reasonably). 
It’s not all selfishness, Pete. I’m 
thinking of you too. I could do this. 
I could go and live with you and be 
happy— (And she means it) —and 
then w'hen poverty comes ... and we 
begin to torture each other, w^hat 
would happen? I’d leave you and go 
back to Jack. He needs me too, you 
see. I’m pretty certain of him. But 
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what would become of you then? 
That sounds pretty bitchy, I suppose. 

GiMPTY. No ... no, its quite right. 
I didn’t see things as clearly as you 
did. It’s just that I’ve been . . . such 
a dope. 

KAY. No! It's just that we can’t have 
everything . . . ever. (She rises.) 

GIMPTY. Of course. 

KAY. Good-bye, darling. 

GIMPTY (rises), (jood-bye, Kay. Have 
a pleasant trip. 

KAY (o»e soh escaping her). Oh, 
Pete, forgive me if I've hurt you. 
Please forgive me! 

GIMPTY. Don’t be foolish. You 
haven’t hurt me. It’s funny, but you 
know, I ne^’er honestly expected any¬ 
thing. I didn’t. It was really just a 
. . . whimsy I played on myself. 

KAY. Pete. 

GIMPTY. Yes? 

KAY. Will you stay here and wave 
good-bye to me when the boat goes? 

GIMPTY. Naturally. I expected to. 

KAY. Thanks. (She kisses him) Take 
care of yourself! (She goes quickly. 
GIMPTY follows her to the gate, stand¬ 
ing there, peering through the bars, 
catching a last glimpse of her. spit 
trots down the street.) 

SPIT. He wuzn’t deah. 

ANGEL. No? 


SPIT. Nah Milty’s a lot of bushwah. 
I tole yuh. (He looks at the fire. Spits 
into it. ANGEL glances backward u( 
the shadows under the hopper.) 

ANGEL. Hey, Spit! 

SPIT. What? 

ANGEL. Dey wuz a guy heah ... (t.o 
appears, dragging an egg crate.) 

T.B. Look what I got! Whew! Boy, 
dat’Il go up like wildfire! 

SPIT. Babee! Dat’s good! 

ANGEL. Yeah! Dat’s swell! 

(They smash up the crate by jump 
ing on it. Then they tear off the slat 
and break them across the curb. The 
noise of the crashing and splintering 
exhilarates them. They laugh and 
chatter, dippy enters, puffing and 
grunting, dragging an old discarded 
automobile seat by a rope.) 

DIPPY (proud of his contribution). 
Hey, yuh t’ink dis’ll boin? I t’ink 
it’ll boin, don’ chew? Boy, like a house 
afire I bet. 

ANGEL. Nah, dat’Il stink up da place. 

DIPPY (disappointed). Aw, Cese, I 
dragged it a mile. I dragged it fuh fi\ e 
blocks. It wuz way ovuh by Toid 
Avenoo. 

(The BOYS throw some of the wood 
into the fire. It fares up with a great 
crackling. Tongues of flame shoot up 
out of the can. The band on the boat 
plays, "Anchors Aweighr There is 
much laughter and shouting of "Bon 
Voyage!" "Have a pleasant trip," etc. 
from the party who have disem¬ 
barked. The bells and the whistles 
of the boat blow, the engines throb, 
and the propellers churn the water. 
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:jimpty stands strained and tense, 
baking off, throtigh the gate.) 

r.B. Hey, look! Look! Duh boat! She’s 
goin’ like sixty. Babee! (They rush 
')ver to the gate.) 

ANGEL. Boy, dat’s some boat! Dat’s 
a crackeijack. 

DIPPY. Yeah. (He imitates the sound 
of the hells, the foghorn, the engine) 
Clang, clang! Oooh! Ch, ch, ch! Poo! 
Poo! I’m a boat! Look, felluhs, I’m a 
boat. Ch! Ch! Ch! (He shuffles 
around, hands fore and aft.) 

\NGEL (points at the departing boat). 
f-ookit cluh dame wavin’ at us. 

oiPPY (waves vigorously). Yoo, boo! 
\^oo boo! 

f.B. She ain’t wavin^ at us, yuh dope. 
(PIT. At Gimpty. 

r.B. Mow’d you like tub be on ^at 
boat? 

oiPPY. Boy! I bet yew cud cross ’ee 
ocean in ’at boat. Yuh cud cross ’ee 
ocean in ’at boat, couldn’t yuh, 
Gimpt\'? 

GIMPTY. \^^at? 

DIPPY. Yuh cud cross ’ee ocean in 
’at boat, couldn’t yuh? 

(angel returns to the fire and pokes 
around in it.) 

GIMPTY. Oh, yeah, I guess you could. 

T.B, A cau'se yuh could, yuh dope, 
anybody knows ’at. 

SPIT (sees ANGEL pshing out a 
mickey). Hey, watcha doin’? 


angel (testing his mickey). My 
mickey's done. Dey’re done now, 
felluhs! 

(The sounds of the yacht die off in 
the distance.) 

SPIT. Look out! Look out! Wait a 
minute! 

(They all rush to haul out their 
mickeys. spit pushes them aside^ and 
spears the biggest potato vAth a 
stick.) 

DIPPY. Hey, Spit, dat big one’s mine. 
Remembuh ... I swiped it! 

SPIT. Shat ap, yuh dope! (He 
punches dippy, who begins to snivel.) 

DIPPY. If Tommy wuz heah, yuh 
wouldn’t do dat. 

SPIT. Nuts tub yew! Who's got da 
salt? 

tiNGEL (takes a small packet of news¬ 
paper from his shoe-shine box). 
Heah, I got it! (The salt is passed 
around. They eat their mickeys with 
mttch smacking of lips.) 

DIPPY (who has gotten the smallest 
mickey). Ahl git even witcha! 

spit. Nuts! 

DIPPY. Yew wait till yuh ast me tub 
do sumpm fuh yew some day. Jus' 
wait. See watcha git! 

SPIT (spits at dippy). Right innee 
eye! 

dippy (wiping his eye). Ah, yuh 
louse! 

ANGEL (remetnbering the conspiracy 
Slowly and deliberately, between 
mun^'lies). Hey, Spit. 
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SPIT. What? 

angel. Dey wuz a guy heah . . . 
yuh know da guy what Tommy 
stabbed? . . . Well, he wuz heah. 

SPIT. What fuh? 

angel. He wuz lookin^ fuh yew. 

SPIT. Fuh me? 

angel. Yeah. 

SPIT. What faw? 

angel. He said he wuz gonna give 
yuh five bucks fuh snitchin* on who 
done it. 

SPIT. Wheah izee? Wheah'd ee go? 

dippy. Did yew snitch on Tommy? 

SPIT. Sure. Sure I did. CA chorus of 
disapproval follows this confessio7i. 
SPIT rises and doubles up his fists. To 
dippy) What’s it to yuh? 

DIPPY. Nuttin’! (spit looks at angel.) 

angel. Nuttin’! 

T.B. Yew snitched on Tommy! Gese! 

SPIT. Aw, shat ap, ’r I’ll give yuh 
yuhr lumps! (He turns, looking for 
the benefactor^ Wheah’d he go? 
Which way? I want dat five bucks. 
(tommy runs from behind the hop¬ 
per, leaps onto spit’s hack, hearing 
him to the ground.') 

TOMMY (sits astride spit, his knees 
pinning spit's arms down). Yuh’ll 
git it, yuh stool pigeon! In a pig’s 
icapooch yuh will! 


dippy. Tommy!) 

angel. Gese! y C^imultaneonsly.) 
T.B. Wow! J 

TOMMY. Ahl give yuh sumpm yuh 
won’ fuhgit so easy. Say yuh prayuhs, 
\Tjh louse! 

spit. Lemme go! Lemme go! 

TOMMY. Oh, no, yuh don’t! 

SPIT. Aw, Tommy, I didn’t mean tuh. 
Dey had me! De cops had me! What 
could I do? 

TOMMY. Yuh know watcha gonna 
git fuh it? (He takes out his knife. 
SPIT squeals with terror, tommy jams 
his hand over spit’s mouth) Shat 
ap! 

DIPPY. What's ee gonna do? 

ANGEL. Gash his cheek fum heah 
tuh heah! 

T.B. No kid! 

ANGEL. Yeah! 

DIPPY. Gee whiz! Wow! 

spit (crying and pleading). Tommy, 
don’t, will yuh? I’ll give yuh dose 
bike wheels I swiped. I’ll gi\’e yuh 
me stamps. I’ll give yuh me immies. 
I’ll give yuh dat five bucks. Ony 
lemme go, will yuh? 

TOMMY. Dis time yuh don’ git away 
wid it so easy, see? 

spit. Hey, felluhs! Hey, Gimpty! 
He’s got a knife! 

GIMPTY (notices for the first time 
what's happening^ Stop that, you 
crazy kid! 
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TOMMY. No! 
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GiMPTY (^starts toward tommy). Let 

him go, Tommy! 

TOMMY. Come near me, Gimpty, an’ 
Ml give it tuh yew. Stay back, or Ml 
give it tuh ’im right now! (He 'places 
the knife point at spit’s throat. 
GIMPTY stops short.) 

GIMPTY. Getting easy, isn’t it? 

TOMMY. Yeah, it's a cinch. 

GIMPTY. Let him up, Tommy! 

TOMMY. No! 

GIMPTY. Tommy, give me that knife. 


SPIT. Drina! Drina, he’s godda kni&l 
He wants a stab me! 

TOMMY (slaps spit). Shat ap! 

DRINA. Tommy! . . . Give me that 
knife! . . . What’s the matter with 
you? Aren’t you in enough hot water 
now? Don’t you understand what 
you’re doing? (Screams) Give me 
that knife! 

GIMPTY. Go on, Tommy! (Pause.) 

TOMMY (reluctantly hands the knife 
to drina). Heah! (He rises, releas¬ 
ing SPIT. As SPIT scrambles to his 
feet, TOMMY kicks him in the rump, 
yelling). Beat it, yuh son uv a . . . 
(spit runs up the sidewalk.) 


TOMMY. No! 


DRINA (sharply). Sh, Tommy! 


GIMPTY. Sell it to me! I’ll buy it 
from you! 


TOMMY. No! 


SPIT (from a safe distance, turns). 
Tuh hell witcha, yuh bastid! (Then 
he redoubles his speed, disappearing 
around the corner.) 


GIMPTY. What’s a matter? You a 
yellow-belly, Tommy? 

TOMMY. Who’s a veller-belly? 

GIMPTY. Only a yellow-belly uses a 
knife, Tommy. You’ll be sorry for 
this! 


TOMMY. I’ll kill yuh! (He starts after 
SPIT, hut DRINA grabs his arm, and 
pulls him hack.) 

DRINA. Tommy, behave yourself! 

TOMMY. But ’ce squealed on me, 
Drina! 


TOMMY. Well, he squealed on me! 
(milty and drina come down the 
street.) 

MILTY. I dunno. He wuz heah be- 
favv . . . honest! (Seeing the fight, he 
rushes to tommy and spit) Wassa- 
mattuh, Tommy? 

drina (rushing to tommy and spit). 
Tommy! Tommy! WhereVe you 
been? 


DRINA. That’s no excuse for this. 
Now it’s knives! (She snaps the blade 
shut) What’ll it be next? What’s 
happening to you, Tommy? 

tommy. I wviz ony gonna scare ’im. 

DRINA Cgrnsps him by the shoulders 
and shakes him to emphasize whei 
she's saying). Listen to ne! The cops 
came up to the house ten minutes 
ago. They were lookin’ for you. You 
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stabbed some man! Why! Why! 
(tommy turns away) Don’t you see 
what YOU re doing? They’ll send you 
to jail. Tommy! 

TOMMY Cali the fight gone). No, dey 
won’t. Dey gotta ketch me foist. 

DRINA. W^iat do you mean? 

TOMMY. I’m gonna run away. 

pRiNA. Run away? Where to? 

TOxMMY. I dunno. 

DRINA. Where? 

TOMMY. Dcre a plenty a places I kin 
hitch tub. Lots a guys do. 

DRINA. And what are you gonna eat? 
W^iere you gonna sleep? 

TOMMY. I’ll git along. 

DRINA. How? 

TOMMY. I dunno. Some way. I’ll 
snitch stuff. I dunno. (Belabored 
and uncertain) Aw, Icmme alone! 

DRINA. I can see what’s gonna hap¬ 
pen to you. (Fiercely) You'll become 
a bum! 

TOMMY. Aw right! I’ll become a bum, 
den! 

DRINA (hurls the knife onto the side¬ 
walk, and screams). That's fine! 
That’s what Mamma worked her life 
aw’ay for! That’s what I’ve worked 
since I was a kid for! So you could 
become a bum. Tliat’s great. 

TOMMY (shouting hack). Aw right! 
It’s great. Well, Gese, whadda yuh 
want me tub do? Let da cops git me 
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an’ sen' me up the rivuh, Drina? I 
don’ wanna be locked up till I m 
twentv-onc. Izzat what yuh want me 
tuh do? 

DRINA (suddenly very soft and tender, 
maternally). No, darling, no. I won t 
let that happen. I won’t let them 
touch you. Tommy. Don’t worry. 

TOMMY. Well, what else kin we do? 

DRINA. I’ll run away with you. Tom¬ 
my. We’ll go away, together, some 
place. 

TOMMY. No, Drina, yuh couldn’t do 
dat. Yer a goil. (Pause) Yuh know 
what? Maybe, if I give myself up, 
an’ tell em I didn’ mean tuh do it, 
an if I swear on a Bible I’ll nevuh 
do it again, maybe dev’ll let me go. 

DRINA. No, Tommy, I’m not gonna 
let you gi\’e yourself up. No! 

TOMMY. Yeah, Drina. 

(Enter doorman with a police¬ 
man.) 

DOORMAN (-pointing to the hoys). 
There! 

POLICEMAN (roflrs). Get ta hell out 
a here! Go wan home! 

T.B. Chickee da cop! (The boys scat¬ 
ter. DIPPY and T.B. duck into the 
tenement doorway, angel and milty 
scramble under the hopper.) 

POLICEMAN (to the doorman). 
Get some w’ater! Put this out. (mul¬ 
ligan, the policeman, turns to the 
cringing figures under the hopper) 
Yuh wanna set fire to these houses? 
Lemme ketch you doin’ this again 
and I’ll beat the b'jesus out a you! 
(He slaps the blazing can with his 
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night stick to punctuate the warning. 
Sparks fly up-) 

To.MMY (s/o;v/)')* Yuh know, Drina, 
! tink at’s what I ought tuh do. 

DRINA Chohling him tight, terrified. 
In a hoarse whisper). No. I won’t 
let you do that. 

TOMMY. Yeah. (He detaches her 
arm, and goes to mulligan) Hey, 
mister! 

MULLIGAN. VVhat do you want? 

Come on, beat it! 

TOMMY. Wait a minute! I’m Tommy 
McGrath. 

MULLIGAN. WTiat of it? (Tkc other 
LOYS creep hack.) 

TOMMY. I’m da kid dat stabbed dat 
man today. 

MULLIGAN. What!!! (He grabs 
tommy’s arm. The doorman cot«es 
ntnnuig over to verify this.) 

TOMMY (his voice shrill and 
trcnihly). Yeah. He wixz chokin’ me 
an breakin’ my ahm ... so I did it. 

MULLIGAN. So, you're the kid. I bin 
lookin' fuh vou. 

s 

DOORMAN (trJio has been staring at 
TOMMY, suddenly elated). That’s him 

all right. That’s him! VVait, I’ll call 
Mr. Griswald. He’ll tell you! (He 
rushes off through the gateway.) 

MULLIGAN. All right. I’ll keep him 
here. Don’t you worry. 

DRINA (goes to MULLIGAN, plead¬ 
ing). Tommy! No, no, they can’t 
take him. Let him go, officer! Please! 


MULLIGAN. I can^t do that, miss. 

DRINA. He didn’t know what he was 
doing. He’s only a baby. 

MULLIGAN. You tell it to the judge. 
Tell it to the judge. 

DRINA (trying to wrench tommy 
free). No! Let him go! Let him go: 

MULLIGAN (pushes her away 
roughly). Get away. Don’t try that! 
(To GiMPTY. You better take her 
away or she’ll get hurt. 

GIMPTY. Drina, come here. 

DRINA. No. 

MULLIGAN. In a minute I’ll take her 
to the station-house, too. 

TOMMY. Aw, Drina, cut it out, will 
yuh? Dat ain’ gonna help. 

GIMPTY. He’s right, you know. 

T.B. (sidles over to tommy, whisper¬ 
ing). Hey, Tommy, if vuh "o tuh 
rifawmatoiyf, look up a guy named ... 

MULLIGAN (shoving T.B. OU’fly). Git 

outta here! (t.b. flies across the 
street.) 

DRINA. Yes, of course he's right. I’m 
so ... I just don’t know what I’m ... 
DOORMAN (enters with mr. gris¬ 
wald). Yes, Mr. Griswald, I’m sure 
it’s the boy. (griswald pushes him 
aside, and walks briskly to mulli¬ 
gan.) 

griswald. So you’ve caught him. 
MULLIGAN- Yes, sii. 

DRINA. He gave himself up! 
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GRiswALD. Let me look at him. (He 
looks searchingly at tommy’s face 
atid nods') Yes, this is the boy, all 
right. 

MULLIGAN. Good. 

DRiNA. He gave himself up. 

GRiswALD (fums fo her). What’s 
that? 

DRINA (trying desperately to he 
calm). I’m his sister! 

GRISWALD. Oh. Well ... a fine 
brother you've got. 

MULLIGAN (to ANGEL and MILTY, 

who have crept to the foreground). 
Come on, get out a here! Beat it! 
(They scramble hack again under the 
hopper.) 

DRINA. Listen, mister! Give him an¬ 
other chance. . . . (She clutches his 
arm. He winces and draws his breath 
in vain) Please, will you? 

GRISWALD. Careful of that arm! 

DRINA. Oh! Fm sorry. . . . Give him 
another chance! Let him go! 

GRISWALD. Another chance to what? 
To kill somebody? 

TOMMY. I won’ evuh do it again. Yew 
wuz chokin’ me an* I \vuz seein’ 
black already, an* I . . . 

DRINA. Have a heart, mister! He's 
only a kid. He didn’t know what he 
was doing. 

GRISWALD. No? 

DRINA. No. 
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GRISWALD. Then you should have 
taught him better. 

DRINA (her imptdse is to fight hack, 
hut she restrains herself). Listen! 
He’s a good boy. And he’s got brains. 
Ask his teacher . . . Miss Judell, P.S. 
59. He used to get A,A,A ... all 
the time. He’s smart. 

GRISWALD. Then I can’t see any ex¬ 
cuse at all for him. 

DRINA (flaring). All right! He made 
a mistake! He’s sorr)'! Meat’s so ter¬ 
rible about that? 

GiMPTY. Sh! Drina! 

GRISWALD. I have a gash half an inch 
deep in my wrist. The doctor i? 
afraid of infection. Wliat do you say 
to that? 

DRINA (with such an effort at self- 
control that she trembles). I’m sony'! 
I’m awfully sorry! 

GRISWALD. Sorry! That won’t help, 
will it? 

DRINA. Will it help to send him to 
reform school? 

GRISWALD. I don t know. It’ll at least 
keep him from doing it to someone 
else. 

DRINA. But you heard him. He swore 
he wouldn’t ever do it again. 

GRISWALD. I’m afraid I can’t believe 
that. He’ll be better off where they’ll 
send him. They’ll take him out of 
the gutters and teach him a trade. 

DRINA (explodes again). What do you 
know about it? 
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GRiswALD. Fm sorry. Ive no more 
time. I can't stand here arguing with 
,'ou. (To mulligan), All right, 
officer! Til be down to make the com¬ 
plaint. (Smrts to exit.) 

GIMPTY (stepphig in front of GRIS- 
WALD and blocking his path'). Wait 
a minute, mister! 

GRISWALD. Yes? 

GIMPTY. May I talk to you a mo¬ 
ment? 

GRISWALD. There’s no use, really. 

GIMPTY. Just a moment, please? 

GRISWALD. Well, what is it? 

GIMPTY. You know what happened 
here today? A man was shot . . . 
killed. 

GRISWALD. You mean that gangster? 
GIMPTY. Yes. 

ciuswALD. What about it? 

GIMPTY. I killed him. 

GRISWALD. You what? 

MULLIGAN. He's crazv. (To gimpty) 
What are you tr)dng to do? 

GIMPTY. It was I who told them 
where to find him. 

GRISWALD. Well, that may be so. 
Then you were doing your duty. It’s 
simple enough. And I’m doing mine. 

DRINA (hysterically). No! It ain’t the 
same! Martin was a butcher, he was 
like a mad dog. He deser\'ed to die. 
But Tommy’s a babv . . . 


GIMPTY. Please! That’s not the poiml 
drina. It is! 

MULLIGAN (to ANGEL and MILTY, 

who are hack again). How many 
times have I gotta tell you!... (They 
retreat.) 

GIMPTY. Yes, maybe it is. Anyway, 

I turned him over for my own selfish 
reasons. And yet the thing I did, Gris- 
wald, was nothing compared to what 
you’re doing. . . . Yeah . . . Martin 
was a killer, he was bad, he deserved 
to die, true! But I knew him when 
we were kids. He had a lot of fine 
stuff. He was strong. He had courage 
He was a born leader. He even had 
a sense of fair play. But living in the 
streets kept making him bad. . . . 
Then he was sent to reform school. 
Well, they reformed him all right! 
They taught him the ropes. He came 
out tough and hard and mean, with 
all the tricks of the trade. 

GRISWALD. But I don’t see what you’re 
driving at. 

GIMPTY. I’m telling you! That’s what 
you’re sending this kid to. 

GRISWALD. I’m afraid there’s no 
alternative. 

DRINA. Are you so perfect? Didn’t 
you ever do anything you were sorry 
for later? (Scretimsy God! Didn't 
anybody ever forgive you for any¬ 
thing? 

GRISWALD (looks at her in silence 
for a moment. Then gentlyy and sym¬ 
pathetically). Of course. I’m sorry 
I'm very sorry. Believe me, I’m not 
being vindictive. I’m not punishing 
him for hurting me. As far as this 
goes— (Touches his bandaged wrist) 
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—1 would forgive him gladly. But 
you must remember that I’m a father 
. . . that today he, unprovoked, beat 
niy bov uith a stick and stole his 
watch. Tlrere are other boys like 
mine. Thcy\e got to be protected, 
too. I feel a\' fully sorry for you, but 
your brother belongs in a reforma- 
tor)'. (To mulligan) All right, 
officer! (He shakes his head and dis- 
appears hi the gateway,) 

DRiNA (with a cry of despair). What? 

MULLIGAN. All right! Let’s go! (To 
tommy) Come along. 

T.B. (edges over to tommy). Hey, 
Tommy, wait! Look up a guy named 
Smokey! . . . 

MULLIGAN. Get away from here. I’ll 
bounce one off your head! 

TOMMY (looking hack to drina). 
Don’ worry, Drina. I ain’ scared. 

DRINA (trying to smile for tommy). 
Of course not, darling. I’m coming 
with you. (Starts up.) 

MULLIGAN. Yeah, I think you bet¬ 
ter. Come on! (He calls over his 
shoulder to the doorman) Put out 
that fire! 

DOORMAN. Oh, yes . . . yes, officer! 
(Hurries off, through the gate, mul¬ 
ligan and TOMMY go up the street. 
DRINA starts to follow. T.B. catches 
her arm.) 

T.B. Drina! Drina! Wait! 

DRINA. No, I can’t, I gotta . . . 

T.B. It’s important. It’s about Tommy! 
DRINA (turns). What? 
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T.B. (very knowing and very help¬ 
ful. He's been through this before). 
Look, Drina, dere’s a guy at rifawm 
school named Smokey . • • like dat, 
Smokey, dey call him Smokey. Yew 
tell Tommy tuh be nice tub him and 
give im t’ings like cigarettes an dat. 
Cause dis guy Smokey, he knows a 
lot of swell rackets fuh Tommy when 
ee gits out . . . cause Tommy’s a 
wise kid an . . . 

DRINA (scared, helpless, begins to 
sob). Oh, Mom, why did you leave 
us? I don't know what to do, Mom. 
I don’t know where to turn. I wish 
I was dead and buried with you. 

T.B. (puzzled by this unexpected re¬ 
action to his good advice). What’s 
a mattuh? Wffiat’d I sav? I didn’ sav 
nuttin’. \^^lat’d I sav? 

GiMPTY. Sh. Shut up! (He goes to 
DRINA, who is sobbing her heart out, 
and puts a protective arm around 
her). You poor kid! You poor kid. 
Stop ciA'ing. Stop crying now. 

DRINA. I’m all right. I'll be all right 
in a minute. 

GIMPTY. Now you Stop cr\ang and 
listen to me. Tomorrow morning you 

C* - 

meet me right here at half past nine. 
We’re going downtown. We’re go¬ 
ing to get the best lam'er in thi'^ 
city, and we'll get Tommy free. 

DRINA. But that’ll cost so much! 

GIMPTY. Don’t worry about that. 
We’ll get him out. 

DRINA. Do you really think so? 

GIMPTY. I know so. 
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DRiNA. Oh, God bless you . . • you re 
so . . . (.She breaks into sobs again.') 


KINGSLEY 

angel (looks u'pward, entranced)* 

Holy smokes! 


GiMPTY. Now, now. You go along 
now and stick by Tommy. 

DRINA (controlling herself). Youve 
been so awfully good to us, I ... I 
hate to ask for anything else, but.. . 


dippy. Wheel 
ANGEL. Look a dat! 

T.B. Boy! Right up tub duh sky! 
ANGEL. Right up tuh duh stahs! 


r.iMPTY. Sure, what is it? 

DRINA. I wish you’d come along with 
js now. I know if you’re there . . . 
they wouldn't dare touch . . . (Her 
I’oice catches) Tommy! 


GIMPTY. Me? I’m nobody. I can’t... 


DRINA. I wish you would. Please? 

GIMPTY (softly). All right. (They go 
up the street, his arm still around 
her, his cane clicking on the sidewalk 
even after they've disappeared from 
sislit. Awed by the scene, the kids 
gather about the fire again.) 

ANGEL. Gese, wadda yu\\ tink’ll hap- 
Den tuh Tommy? 

d • 


DIPPY. How high ah dey? How high 
ah duh stahs? 


DOORMAN (turning back at the gate). 
And you rats better not start any 
more trouble, if you know what’s 
good for you! (He goes in. The hoys 
wait till he is out of ear-shot, then 
they hurl a chorus of abuse.) 


MiLTY. Gay cock of’m 
yam! 

ANGEL. Fongoola! 
DIPPY. Nuts ta yew! 
T.B. In yuhr hat! 




(Simul¬ 

taneously) 


ANGEL (plays a mocking tune on his 
kazoo. T.B. sings the lyrics). Te da 
da da da bushwah. Te da da bush- 
wah. 


MILTY. Dcv'll git ’im off. Dey’ll git 
'im off. Yuh'll see. 

T.B. Even if dey don’t, yuh loin a 
barrel of good tings at nfavwn school. 
Smokey once loined me how tuh 
open a lock wid a hair pin. Boy! It’s 
eas\ ! It’s a cinch! I loined one-two- 
three, but now I fuhgit . . , 

(The DOORMAN appears uncoiling a 
garden hose. He pushes angel aside, 
points the nozzle into the can, and 
releases the stream. The fire hisses, 
spits, and dies. A thick pillar of smoke 
ascends skyward out of the can.) 


ANGEL. Ahl goul him! 

DIPPY (laughs). Yeah. 

(After this outburst, there is a long 
pause. They watch the smoke coil¬ 
ing upward.) 

MILTY (softly). Gee! Looka dat 
smoke! 

T.B. Dat reminds me—all a time at 
rifauTn school Smokey usta sing a 
song about Angel—“If I had de 
wings of a Angel.” 

(They laugh.) 
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MiLTY. Angel ain’t got no wings. 

dippy. Real ones got wings. I saw 
it in a pitcha once. 

(angel starts playing **\f I had the 
wings of an angel" on his kazoo.} 

T.B. Dat’s right. Dat’s it! (In a qua¬ 
very voice he accompanies angel) 
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If I had de wings of a angel. Ovuh 
dese prison walls I wud fly . . . (The 
others join in, swelling the song}. 
Straight tuh dee yahms a my mud- 
dah. Ta da da, da da ... (A passing 
tramp steamer hoots mournfully. The 
smoke continues to roll out of the 
can, as their cacophony draws out to 
a funereal end} Da , . . Da ... da 
. . . dum. 
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SCENE 11 

In your home 

SCENE III 

Mx. Friday’s office 
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ACT ONE 


The room we see is one of a suite of three, comprising the sanctum oj 
MR. c. ELLIOT FRIDAY, fl supcrvisor, sotucthnes called a producer, who is 
engaged in manufacturing motion pictztres in Hollywood, California, 

In its present state the room is a happy combination of the Regency and 
Russell Wright periods—given over to pale green, mauve and canary yellow, 
with Rodier-cloth-covered easy chairs and couch, A magnificent, he-French- 
phoned desk is at one end of the room. On it rests the inter-office dictograph, 
over which in the course of the play we hear the voice of the great D.K., 
chief executive of the studio. Beside it, appropriately, stands an amiable 
photograph of Mrs. C. Elliot Friday, a cidtured if fatuous lady; a copy of 
"Swflnn’s Way’ (leaves uncut), a bronze nude astride an ash tray, a bottle 
of Pyramidon and a copy of ‘‘Variety.” In the trash basket is a copy of 
“Hollywood Reporter.” (It was very unkind, to MR. Friday.) On the wall 
hack of the desk are bookshelves with pots of hanging ivy on the top shelf, 
the rest given over, curiously enough, to hooks—and occasional hric-a-brac. 
There are a few end tables with ash trays and boxes of cigarettes, for it is 
the unwritten law in Hollywood that supervisors must provide cigarettes for 
writers during conferences and other times of stress. The two windows, 
although of die old-fashioned, non-casement kind, are framed by tasteful, 
expensive drapes and are partially concealed by half-drawn Venetian blinds. 
(A supervisor would lose caste without Venetian blinds.) The door left leads 
to an anteroom where sits miss crews, secretary to mr. Friday. The door 
at right rear leads to a smaller office where mr. Friday sometimes thinks in 
solitude. This room contains mr. Friday’s Commencement Day photograph 
(Harvard ’19), snapshots of B.K.’s wedding, at which mr. Friday served as 
an usher, and «• huge picture of Pola Negri inscribed ‘‘Sincerely yourc.” 
There are other photagraphs with more florid inscriptions upon faces once 
famous and since vanished in film dust. The room is also memorable for 
the fact that mr. Friday— bit of a diplomat in his way—sometimes keeps 
earnest writers here while he submits their scripts to other writers in his inner 
office. At times as many as fifteen bright minds are thus let loose upon a 
C. Elliot Friday production, with sometimes startling results. 

All this, however, is very much by the by. It is really more important to 
note that through those Venetian blinds you can feel the sweet steHlity of 
the desert that is so essentially Sozithern California. The sun is bright of 
course, and it pours ezidlessly through the windows. The time is two o'clock, 
and the hoys have been at it since noon. 

One of the hoys is benson— j. carlyle benson, whom we discover prone 
on a couch. He is in his thirties and in his flannels. Years ago, as he will tell 
you, he worked as a scene painter and a property boy. He became a writer 
because he learned how bricks were made and laid. He knows, every clichC; 
every formula, and in his heart of hearts he really believes the fairy tale is 
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a credo of life. And he's a damned nice guy; handicapped somewhat hy the 
fact that he married a beautiful hut extravagant young woman who obvtously 
doesn't love him. They live in a gorgeous home, have four dogs, two cars 

and, as MR. Friday would put it, menage. 

The other member of the writing team is ROBERT law whom you will find 
listed in O'Briens ”Best Short Stories' of five years ago. He came to Holly^ 
wood to make a little money and run right hack to Vermont where he could 
really write. He is rather handsome, a little round-shouldered; smokes iw- 

cessantly. He's a damned nice guy, too. 

There is a deep and abiding affection between the two men, even though 
law’s nostalgia for realism and sincerity and substance finds no echoing re¬ 
sponse in MR. BENSON. They have one great thing in common—their mutual 
love of a great gag, a practical joke to enliven the monotony of the writing 
factory. 

For we are dealing here with a factory that manufactures entertainment 
in approved sizes; that puts the seven arts right on the belt. And it is this 
very quality that makes mr. Friday’s office as fascinating as a power house 
jnd a good deal more entertaining. 

The other inmates of the room are larry toms— yow know larry toms— 
a Western star, and one rosetti, an agent. It is MR. rosetti's business to 
see to it that mr. toms is profitably employed, for mr. rosetti collects ten 
per cent of mr. tom’s weekly salary which, despite the star’s fading poptt- 
larity, is still a respectable sum. mr. toms is handsome, of cotirse. He is also 
yarsimonions. He leads a completely righteous life, and if you don’t like him 
it isn’t our fault; in all respects he is an extremely admirable character. 

As the curtain goes up we see that law is on his feet and obviously he 
has been telling a story to mr. toms—a story that mr. toms is expected to 
re-enact before the camera. 


LAW. And this hozo comes up to 
you and you look him straight in the 
eve and you say, ’Why, damn your 
soul, I loved her before you ever 
married her.’” And then in walks the 
bitch, and she cries, “Larry, I heard 
even'thing you said.” And you just 
look at her, and there’s ? long pause 
—a long pause. And then findly you 
say, “Did you?” That’s all. Just a 
plain, quiet, simple “Did you?” Boy, 
what a moment! (He lies down on 
the couch beside benson.) 

LARRY. But what’s the story about? 

BENSON (^rolling over). Love! 


LAW (singing). “Love is the sweet¬ 
est thing—” 

LARRY. Now, come on, boys—get off 
the couch. This ain’t fair. I got a lot 
at stake in this picture. It’s the last 
one in my contract. If I get a poor 
story I’m out in the cold. 

LAW. Shivering with a million dollar 
annuity. 

ROSETTI. Now, gentlemen, don’t let’s 
get personal. 

LAJRRY (rises and crosses to cot*ch). 
When they told me I was getting the 
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star team of \mters on the lot, I was 
all for it. But you ve done nothing 
hut clown around, and the shooting 
date’s only two weeks off. I've got to 
play this picture. 

LAW. Why? 

LARRY (stcrtHowittg). Tell me your 
story in a few simple words. 

LAW. Mr. Benson, what’s our story? 

BENSON. How the hell do I know? 

L/w (sits «p). Didn’t you listen? 

BENSON. No. We ought to have a 
stenographer. 

LAW. But they won't wear tights. 
And I can't dictate to a stenographer 
who won’t wear tights. 

LARRY. Now listen, hoys— 

LAW. Don’t speak to me. You don’t 
like our story. 

LARRY. I didn't sav I didn’t like it. I 
couldn't follow it. (He slumps in dis¬ 
gust.) 

BENSON (indignantly). You couldn’t 
follow it? Listen, I've been writing 
stories for ele\'en years. Boy meets 
girl. Boy loses girl. Boy gets girl. 

LAW. Or—girl meets bov. Girl loses 
boy. Girl gets boy. Lo^'e will find a 
way. Love never loses. Put vour 
money on love. You can’t lose. (Rises 
and satmters to window) I’m get¬ 
ting hungry. 

BENSON. It’s a sorry state of affairs 
when an actor insists on following a 
story. Do you think this is a golf 
tournament? 


ROSETTi (earnestly). If I may make 
a point, I don’t think you’re showing 
the proper respect to one of the big¬ 
gest stars in this studio. A man who’s 
not only captivated millions of people 
but is going to captivate millions 
more— 

BENSON (ivearijy). With his little 
lasso— 

LARRY. Just because I don't get 
Gable’s fan mail don’t mean I ain’t 
got his following. A lot of those that 
w'ant to wTite me ain’t never learned 
how'. 

LAW. Benson, injustice has been 
done. We’ve been lacking in respect 
for the idol of illiteracy. 

BENSON. Do w^e apologize? 

LAW. No! 

ROSETTI. Well, let me tell you some 
thing. Before I became an agent 1 
taught diction for years, and Larry 
Toms is potentially the greatest ac¬ 
tor I've ever met. And I can prove 
it with X-rays. I was just taking them 
up to show B.K. He’s got the Barry¬ 
more ]ar\'nx. I’ll put his laivnx 
against John Barrymore’s and 1 defy 
you to tell me which is which. (Takes 
X-rays from brief case. Gives one to 

BENSON, one to LAW.) 

LARRY. I couldn’t tell it myself and 
it’s my own lar^mx. 

BENSON (drawling). Say—are you 
sure this is his larynx? 

ROSETTI (the diplomat; retrieving 
X-rays). Gentlemen, I wouldn’t be 
surprised with the proper training il 
Larry couldn't sing. That opens uf 



BELLA AND SAMUEL SPEWACK 


54 <^ 

the whole field of musicals. 
brief case on chair.') 

BENSON (to law). What are we wait¬ 
ing for? 

LAW. Lunch. 

LARRY (angrily rising). I'm getting 
fed up with this. I got writers who 
are just plain crazy—a producer who 
can't concentrate—and ain’t even 
here—and— (Throws hat on floor 
and starts for benson and law. law 
moves to hack of couch and benson 
goes uf to door.) 

HosETTi (crossing down on larry^s 
left). Now . . . now . . . Larry . . . 
don't lose your temper. 

LARRY (righteously). The idea of 
writers getting fifteen hundred a 
iveek for acting like hoodlums. 

t AW. I agree with you. 

LARRY. Huh? 

1 AW. We’re not writers. We’re hacks, 
[f we weren’t, would I he sitting here 
listening to your inarticulate grunts? 

LARRY. Huh? 

LAW. That's exactly what I mean. For 
two cents, Benson, I’d take the next 
train back to Vermont. 

LARRY. That’s all right with me. 

RENSON. Will you forget Vermont? 

i.A\v. At least I wouldn’t have to sit 
around with that in Vermont. I’d 
write—really write. My God, I wrote 
once, I WTOte a book. A darn good 
book. I was a promising voung novel¬ 
ist. O’Brien reprinted three of my 


stories. 1928-1929-1930. And in 
j 93 5 I’m writing dialogue for a horse! 

LARRY (enraged). Now, listen— 

ROSETTi (pleading). Larry—Larry, 
take a deep breath. The boys mean 
no harm. . . . Exhale! 

LAW (sniffing). I smell carbon mon¬ 
oxide. 

LARRY. One more crack, that’s all- 
just one more crack! (Phone rings.) 

ROSETTI (at phone). Hello ... oh, 
yes . . . just a minute. For you, Ben¬ 
son. 

BENSON (taking up phone). Yes, 
speaking. Who? Of course, Mrs. 
Benson’s check is good. How much 
is it for? Thirty-five hundred? Oh! 
I hope it was real ermine. . . . Cer¬ 
tainly it’s all right. You put the check 
through tomorrow. (Hangs up; dials 
phone.) 

ROSETTI (with a feline purr). Ermine 
is a nice fur. 

(miss crews enters regally; puts let” 
ters on desk.) 

LARRY (gri(wbli>7g). Miss Crews, 
what’s keeping C.F.? 

MISS CREWS. He’s still up with B.K. 

(She exits regally.) 

BENSON (into phone), (im? Benson. 
Listen, sell three of mv Municipal 
Fives this afternoon, will you? .And 
put it in my joint account in the 
Security. I’ve got a check to meet. 
Never mind about that. I’ll talk to 
her. Right. (Hangs up.) 

LAW. Pearl is certainly spreading 
prosperity. 
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BENSON. What the hell? She’s only 
a kid. She’s having a good time. 
What’s money for? (c.F. enters. c.F. 
is, of cotirse, c. elliott Friday.) 

c.F. Qhriskly^. Good morning. 

ROSETTi (rises). Good morning, G.F. 

LARRY (rises and sits). Hello, C.F. 
(benson lies on sofa, law rises and 
salaams Hindu fashion, as popiilar- 
ized by Mr. De Mi//e.) 

c.F. Boys, no antics, please. We’ve 
got a heavy day ahead of us. (Sits 
at desk; picks up phone. Into phone) 
I don’t want to be disturbed by any¬ 
body—understand? And order some 
lunch. A plate of raw canots, and a 
bottle of certified raw milk. See that 
it’s raw. Bring enough for everybody. 
(About to hang up.) 

law (rises). Just a moment. (Takes 
phone) Mr. Benson and Mr. Law 
want two cups of chicken broth- 
some ham hocks—cabbage—lemon 
meringue pie—and some bicarbonate 
of soda. (Hangs up; returns to 
cottch.) 

c.F. You’re slaughtering yourselves, 
boys. You won’t be able to think with 
that poison in your stomachs, and 
we’ve got to think. I’ve just seen the 
front office. Bovs, we’re facing a crisis. 

ROSETTI (eagerly). Any truth in the 
report, C.F., that Gaumont British 
wants to buy the studio? 

c.F. You know as much about it as 
J do, Rosetti. 

LAW. Why sell? I thought we were 
sitting pretty. We’re in receivership. 
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ROSETTI. Well, I’m going up to see 
B.K. I hope you boys get a good 
story foi Larry. 

c.F. (ignoring him; c.F. can ignore 
beautifully). As a matter of fact, you 
may as well know it. There may be 
a reorganization. 

BENSON. Again? 

c.F. And you know my position. I’m 
the only college-bred man in the 
studio. They resent me. 

LAW. The big snobs. 

c.F. Just because I’ve always tried 
to do something fine, something dig¬ 
nified, something worth while, I’m 
being hammered on all sides. Boys, 
if my next picture fails. I’m out. And 
you’re out, Larry. And it won’t do 
you boys any good either. Of course 
you can always write plays. 

LAW. I don’t see why not. We never 
wrote any. 

c.F. I have an idea for a play I want 
to discuss with you sometime. You’ll 
be wild about it. Just one set, too— 
simple to produce, and practically 
anybody can play it. Katharine 
Cornell would be marvelous for the 
girl. She dies in the first act. 

O 

LARRY. Listen here, C.F., I ain’t in 
the theatre. What about my picture? 

c.F. Boys, we need a big picture. 
Not just a good story. I want to do 
something fine—with sweep, with 
scope—stark, honest, gripping, adult, 
but with plenty of laughs and a little 
hokum. 

LARRY (bitterly). And no “Did you?” 
scenes. 
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c.F. Something we’ll be proud of. 
Not just another picture, but the pic¬ 
ture of the year. A sort of Bengal 
Lancer, but as Kipling would have 
done it. Maybe we could wire Kipling 
and get him to write a few scenes. 
It would be darned good publicity. 
(pEGGY enters; peggy is the ‘tnanicuT- 
ist on the lot) Oh, come in . . . come 
in, Peggy, (peggy puts tray of mani¬ 
curist's paraphernalia on desk; moves 
small chair at c.e.’s side; takes hoivl 
and exits for water,') 

BENSON (in astonishment). He 
doesn’t think were as good as Kip- 
ling. 

C.F. Cqiiickly). Mind you, not that I 
think Kipling is a great writer. A 
ston'tcllcr, yes. But greatness^* Give 
me Proust anytime. Now, boys, how 
about a story? 

LAW. Nestling on your desk for two 
weeks there’s a script we wrote for 
Larn' Toms. 

BENSON. A beautiful script. That one 
with my fingerprints on the cover. 


MISS CREWS. Casting says you or¬ 
dered midgets and they’ve got them. 

c.F. They’re crazy. I'm not doing a 
horror story. iPhone rings; at phone) 
Hello. . . . It’s for you, Benson. 

BENSON. For me? 

c.F. I think it’s Mrs. Benson. Listen, 
Miss Crews, we’re in conference. 
Please don’t disturb us again. 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She 
exits.) 

BENSON (into telephone). Oh, hello, 
darling. . . . Yes, I know you’ve been 
shopping. . . . Why don’t you try 
Woolworth’s? . . . No, I’m not mad. 
. . . Oh, you’re taking the dogs for 
a walk? TTiat’s good. . . . Oh, no, I 
can’t take you to lunch. I’m in a story 
conference.... But look, darling, I’m 
in a story conference. . . . Hello . . . 
(He mops his brow and tries to 
shake off his gloom.) 

c.F. How is Mrs. Benson? 

BENSON. Swell. 


C.F. (picking up script, holding it in 
his hands as if weighing it). This? 
This won’t do. 

LAW. That’s where you’re uoong. I 
had it weighed at the A. & P. and 
the manager went wild over it. 

(c.F. puts script on top of dictograph. 
MISS CREWS ei2ters.) 

MISS CREWS. Excuse me, Mr. Fri¬ 
day, but Casting wants to know how 
manv midgets you’ll need. 

c.F. (irritably). Midgets? I don't 
need any midgets. 


c.F. I must get Mrs. Friday to in¬ 
vite her over to her French class. All 
the wives are taking it up very seri¬ 
ously. Gives them something to do, 
and as I said to Mrs. Friday; I’m a 
linguist—why shouldn’t you be? 
TTiat’s the great thing in marriage- 
mutual interests, (benson crosses to 
couch) Of course, Mrs. Benson isn’t 
the studious t)^e, is she? Beautiful 
girl, though. . . . Where were we? 
WTiat was I saying? 

BENSON (crosses hack to desk; sighs; 
indicates script). You were saying 
that this is one of the greatest picture 
scripts ever written. 
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c.F. (with a sti'perior smile^. Now, 
iust a minute-' 

I 

LAW (quickly')^ And do you know 
why} Because it’s the same story 
Larry Toms has been doing for years. 

BENSON. We know it’s good. 

LAW. Griffith used it. Lubitsch used 
it. And Eisenstein’s coming around to 
it. 

BENSON, Boy meets girl. Boy loses 
girl. Boy gets girl. 

LAW. The great American fair)' tale. 
Sends the audience back to the re¬ 
lief rolls in a happy frame of mind. 

BENSON. And why mi} 

LAW. The greatest escape formula 
ever worked out in the history of 
ci^■ilization . . . 

c.F. Of course, if you put it that way 
. . . but, boys, it’s hackneyed. 

LAW. You mean classic. 

c.F. (^triinn'phantly'). Hamlet is a 
classic— but it isn’t hackneyed! 

LAW. Hamlet isn't hackneyed? Wiy, 
I’d be ashamed to use that poison gag. 
He lifted that right out of the Italians. 
(pEGGY enters and crosses to her 
chair and sits') Ask Peggy, (peggy 
^nts the howl now half filled with 
water down on the desk.) 

BENSON. Yes, let’s ask Peggy . . . 
if she wants to see Larry Toms in a 
different story. She’s your audience. 

PEGGY. Don’t ask me anything, Mr. 
Benson. I’ve got the damnedest tooth¬ 
ache. (She takes c.F.’s hand and 


looks up at him suddenly) Relax! 
(S/ze begins filing.) 

BENSON C'^heedling). But, Peggy- 
YOU go to pictures, don’t you? 

PEGGY. No. 

BENSON. But you’ve seen Larry’s pic¬ 
tures and enjoyed them? 

PEGGY. No. 

BENSON. ... As millions of others 
have . . . 

LAW. Why, one man sent him a rope 
all the way from Manila—with in¬ 
structions. 

c.F. Boys, this isn’t getting us any¬ 
where. 

BENSON (assuming the manner of a 
district attorney; harking at peggy). 
Peggy, do you mean to sit there and 
tell me you haven’t seen one Larry 
Toms picture? 

PEGGY. I saw one. 

BENSON. Ah! 

PEGGY. Night in Death Valley. 

BENSON. This isn’t getting us any¬ 
where, eh? How would you like to 
see Night in Death Valley again^ 
with a new title? 

PEGGY. I wouldn’t. 

BENSON. That’s all. Step down. 
(Crosses to couch; slaps law on 
slundder) May I point out to this 
court that the body was found only 
two feet away, in an open field, witn 
every door and window shut? (To 
law) Your witness. (He exits.) 



about a woman. (He exits. Our writ¬ 
ers have vanished. They love to van¬ 
ish from story conferences.') 

c.v. Crises). Come back here! (Picks 
np phone.) 

LARRY. That’s what I mean—clown¬ 
ing. 

c.F. (flt phone). Miss Crews, leave 
word at the gate Benson and Law are 
not to be allowed ofF the lot. They’re 
to come right back to my office. 
(Hangs up.) 

CARRY. Why do you stand for it? 

c.F. Larry, those boys are crazy, but 
they’ve got something. 

LARRY. They’ve been fired off every 
other lot. 

c.F. I’ll fire them ofF this one, after 
they’ve produced a stor)'. I’ve made 
up my mind to that. Meanwhile, pa¬ 
tience. 

LARRY. That’s easy to say. 

c.F. You can’t quibble with the ar¬ 
tistic temperament when it produces. 

LARRY (grumbling). They’''e been 
producing nothing bu^ trouble 
around here. 

(young actor enters in the resplend¬ 
ent uniform of the Cnidstream 
Guards. His name is rodney. Both 
uniform and actor explain themselves 
as the plav proceeds.) 

MISS CREWS. Right in here. 

RODNEY, How do you do? 

C.F. Mffiat do voi< want? 


RODNEY. Why, Wardrobe sent me. 
Do you approve the uniform? 

c.F. Uniform for what? 

RODNEY. Young England. 

c.F. You see, Larry—three pictures in 
production—all going on at the same 
time—I’m standing on my head—and 
then they wonder what’s wrong with 
the industry. (Rises; barks at rod¬ 
ney) Stand over there, (miss crews 
exits. c.F. surveys the actor ju¬ 
dicially) I can’t say I like the hat. 
(He is referring, of course, to the 
aive-inspiring bushy.) 

RODNEY (mildly). The hat is authen¬ 
tic, sir. 

c.F. I still don’t like it. You cant 
photograph it. (Phone rings) Yes?— 
\\ffiat midgets? I didn’t send out any 
call for midgets. Get rid of them. 
(Hangs up. He jiggles the phone) 
Get me Wardrobe. (Hubbub is 
heard outside window) Who’s mak¬ 
ing all that noise? (peggy goes to the 
window) This is C.F.—I don’t like 
the hat.—T don’t care if it’s authentic 
or not— Who’s making all that noise? 

PEGGY (nt window). Midgets. 

c.F. (into phone). Change the hat. 
. . , You can’t photograph it. . , . 
We want to see faces, not hats. 
(Hangs up. Stone crashes through 
the window left) Good God! Some¬ 
body’s thrown a rock through my 
vWndow. (To Rodney) Here, you— 
pull down those blinds. 

RODNEY (always the little gentle¬ 
man). Yes, sir. 

c.F. (in phone). Get me Casting_ 

This is C.F. . . . Somebody’s thrown 
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a rock through my window. One of 
the midgets. Of course they’re in¬ 
dignant! Sour grapes! Fm telling you 
to get rid of them. (Hangs up.) 

RODNEY. WTiat shall I tell Wardrobe, 
sir? 

c.F. Tell them I don’t like the hat. 

RODNEY (smiles diffidently). Well, 
it’s very peculiar that you should take 
umbrage at the hat as it happens to 
be the only correct item in the entire 
outfit. 

c.F. What’s that? 

RODNEY. Tliis coat docsn’t hang prop¬ 
erly—these buttons are far too large, 
These shoulder straps are absurd, of 
course. And the boots ... if I may 
say so . . . are too utterly fantastic. 
Any Guardsman would swoon away 
at the sight of them. 

c.F. So! 

RODNEY. The hat, however, is 
authentic. 

c.F. It is, eh? What’s your salary. 

RODNEY. As I understand it, Fm to 
recei^'e seven dollars a day Monday 
and Tuesday, when I speak no lines, 
and fifteen dollars a day Thursday, 
Friday and Saturday, when I pro¬ 
pose a toast. 

c.F. And you’re telling a fifty-thou- 
sand-dollar-a-year man how to run 
his picture. Look here—I spent two 
weeks in London, my man, at the 
Savov, and I watched them change 
the Guards, personally. 

RODNEY. At the Savoy? 


c.F. Young man, we have a technk 
cal adviser on this picture. And it 
doesn’t happen to be you. 

RODNEY. Quite. He’s a splendid fel¬ 
low, but he’s a third-generation Ca¬ 
nadian. He’s never even been to 
London. 

c.F. So you don’t like the uniform 
and you don’t like the technical ex¬ 
pert. (Smoothly) What’s your name? 

RODNEY. Rodney Bevan. Of course, 
it’s a sort of nom de plume, or nom 
de guerre— 

c.F. Rodney Bevan. (Picks up phone) 
Give me Casting. . . . This is C.F. 
Extra here by the name of Rodney 
Bevan doesn’t like his uniform. Fire 
him. 

RODNEY (aghast). Fire? Have you 
given me the sack? 

c.F. I’ve enough trouble vithoul 
extras telling me how to make pic¬ 
tures. That’s the trouble with this 
business. A man spends his life at it, 
and anybody can walk in and tell him 
how to run it. 

RODNEY. But I merely suggested— 
(miss crews enters.) 

MISS crews. Mr. Green and Mr. 
Slade are outside, Mr. Friday. They 
want you to hear the song. 

RODNEY. I’ve waited a long time for 
this opening— 

c.F. Get out! (To miss crews) Fm 
in no mood for music, (green and 
SLADE enter.) 

GREEN. We’ve got it, and you’re go- 
ing to listen. If you don’t like iL 
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Schulberg's nuts about it. (slade 
crosses to piano and starts playing the 
song') We wrote it for Yoitng Eng- 
land, but it’s flexible— Flexible as 
hell. 

(miss crews exits, rodney turns for¬ 
lornly and fades out through the door. 
What else can he do?) 

c.F. Boys, I'm in no mood for— 

GREEN. It's a touching little thing, 
but, boy, \vhat power! There's a 
“Pain in My Heart, and My Hearts 
on My Sleeve.” Like the title? 
(slade is one of those who glues 
himself to a piano. He's all pasted 
together now, and his fingers fly. 
GREEN sings with all the fervid sin¬ 
cerity of Georgie Jessel with a cold.) 

You promised love undying, 

And begged me to believe; 

Then you left, and left me crying 
With a pain in mv heart, and my 
heart on my sleeve. 

It isn’t right to show it, 

To flaunt the wav I grieve: 

Rut the world will quickly know it, 

For the pain’s in my heart and my 

heart on m^’ sleeve. 

/ 

I confess that I’m a mess— 

The wav I lived mv life, 

^ 0 

But what does it matter? 

Yes, I guess that happiness 
Is only for a wife; 

Sorrow isn’t sei^'ed on a silver platter. 

I reallv shouldn’t blame you 
Because you chose to leave; 

But one thing forever will shame 
you— 

It’s the pair, in my heart, and my 
heart on my sleeve. 

(During the song miss crews enters 
with glass of orange juice. She crosses 


around desk, puts glass in front of 
C.V., gets hook from lower drawer.) 

c.F. (fls GREEN finishes song). Miss 
Crews, get hold of Benson and Law! 
(miss crews exits.) 

LARRY (ns the din grows). I’ve 
worked for Biograph. . .. I’ve worked 
for Monogram. . . . I’ve worked 
for Columbia. . . . I’ve worked 
for Warners. . . . I’ve worked for 
Metro . . . but a screwier outfit I 
never did see! (benson and law en¬ 
ter in costume of beefeaters. They, 
too, xvear hushies.) 

c.F. (u’bose nails are being huffed). 
What do you want? (At the musi¬ 
cians) Quiet! (At the hushies, for 
c.F. doesn't deign to look at actors' 
faces) I told Wardrobe I don't like 
the hats. 

BENSON. He doesn’t like the hats. 

law. Call Jock Whitney. We want 
to be in color. 

c.F. (exasperated). For God’s sake! 
This is a fine time to be masquerad¬ 
ing. 

BENSON (leaping into character; pick¬ 
ing up stone). Wait! What a pretty 
stone! I wonder where that came 
from. 

LAW (in his own hig scene). I won¬ 
der. 

BENSON (transporting himself to the 
desert). I think we’ve found gold, 
partner. 

LAW (grabbing for it). Gold! 
BENSON. Stand back—vou desert lad 



BOY MEETS GIRL 


547 


LAW. Gold—after all these years! Fm 
going mad . . . mad . . . mad. , . . 

c.F. Oh, stop it, hoys. 

LARRY (suddeuly wspired. To c.F.). 
I wouldn’t be surprised if they threw 
that there rock through the window. 

BENSON. WTiat an innuendo! 


Yes, Fve been kissed. 

But like Oliver Twist, 

Fm still crying for more. 

(\Vithout waithig for an answer, to 
c.F.) How did you like the song, 

C.F.? 

LAW. Darn good. Can you play Over 
the Wax’es? 


c.F. You didn’t do that, did you, 
boys? Smash my Vita-glass? 

LAW. To think—after all these years 
of loyal, faithful ser\'ice— Larry 
Toms, you ought to be ashamed! 


c.F. Boys, can’t you be sensible for 
a moment? You’re trying my pa¬ 
tience. What about our stor)'? 

LAW. What about it? It’s a rich, pro¬ 
tean part for Larr)^ 


BENSON. The man with the poison- 
pen mind. We’re going to tell Louella 
Parsons on you. 

c.F. (impatiewt/y). Very well . . . 
very well. . . . But I still have my 
suspicions. (Swaps) Now what about 
our story? 

BENSON. Right here. ^Indicating 
script on desk.} 

LAW (takes a statuette from top of 
desk}. Mr. Benson, for the most bril¬ 
liant script of the year, the Academy 
takes great pleasure in presenting to 
you this little gargoyle— 

BENSON. Wrap it up, please. 

(law drops it in larry’s hat and 
stands hack of couch. Music plays.} 

LARRY (rising in a dither}. Now, lis¬ 
ten— 

(c.F. crosses helnw desk, retrieves 
statue, places it hack on desk.} 

GREEN (fo SLADE at piano}. V^at 
do you say to this, Otto, for the sec¬ 
ond chorus: 


LARRY. It just don’t make sense. 

LAW. I resent that as a gentleman and 
a grammarian. 

c.F. Now really, boys, Fm tolerant, 
but Fve got to see results. Fm not 
one to put the creative urge in a 
strait jacket. But you've been fired off 
ever)' other lot in this industry for 
your pranks. Perhaps vou’^’e forgot¬ 
ten, Benson, but when I hired vou for 
this job you promised me to behave in 
no uncertain terms. And vou prom¬ 
ised me Law would toe the line. Now, 
Fm warning you, boys. Lot's get to 
work. Let’s concentrate. (Crosses 
above desk to chair hack of desk} 
Do you realize you boys are making 
more than the President of the United 
States? 


LAW. But look at the fun he’s hav- 
ing! 


LARRY (angrily}. Now looka here— 


GREEN. How do you like the song, 

C. F.? 


c.F. It lacks body. 
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LAW. No breasts. 

c.p. iTiat's exactly it— Pallid. 

GREEN. Come on, Otto. 

SLADE (starts for door). This isn't my 
idea of a fair audition. 

GREEN. Wait’ll they hear it at the 
Cocoanut Grove. They’ll be sorry. 
(green and SLADE exit, peggy enters 
and LAW, humtning "Merry Widow," 
intercepts her, dances a few meas¬ 
ures with her.) 

c.v. Listen, boys—we’ve had enough 
of this. 

(sLisiE enters canying a tray. susiB 
is a waitress. We worship susie. Why 
describe her? We'll tell yon what 
she wears—the full-blown costume 
of a Hollywood xoaitress. Of her 
blonde fragility, her intricate hut 
blameless sex life, and the ineffable 
charm of her touching naivete we 
won't say a word.) 

LAW. Lunch! 

BENSON. Grub! Susie, I love you. 
(peggy exits. She never cotnes hack. 
Why shotdd she?) 

C.F. Wait a minute—wait a minute— 
(law gets end table and places it in 
front of cotich. benson takes tray 

from SUSIE.) 

SUSIE (weakly). Please, Mr. Benson, 
be careful. 

LAW. Put that tray right down here. 

SUSIE (quavering). Thanks. . . . It’s 
not very heavy . . . (She then col¬ 
lapses neatly on the floor.) 

C.F. Good Lord! 


BENSON (grabbing phone). Get the 
doctor over here—right away— 

LAW. Somebody give me water. 
(benson takes glass from tray on 
table.) 

C.F. (disapprovingly). This is a 
nice thing to happen in my office. 

. . . Mffio is this girl, anyway? 

LAW (putting water to her as he 
kneels beside her). Come on, Susie. 
(Lifting her head up to glass.) 

LARRY (whose father wrote letters to 
the papers). That commissary 
shouldn’t employ people with eoi' 
lepsy. 

C.F. (hitter, still). 1 had an actor who 
did that to me Oiicc. Held up my 
shooting schedule fourteen days. 

LAW. She’s all riaht. Here. 

C> 

SUSIE. Did you all get napkins? 
(Opens her eyes for the first time.) 

BENSON. Now, Susie—get into this 
chair. 

SUSIE. Thanks. (She sits.) 

C.F. (sharply). What’s wrong with 
you, young woman? 

SUSIE (still quavering). Nothing_ 

I’m much better now. . . . Thanks. 

C.F. Wliere’s that doctor? 

SUSIE. Did you call for a doctor? You 
didn’t have to. 

C.F. Do you get these epileptic fits 
^ffen? 
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SUSIE. I didn’t have an epileptic fit. 

c.F. Then what’s wrong with you? 

SUSIE. There’s nothing wrong . . . 
it's only natural. 

c.F. Only natural for you to come 
into my office and collapse on the 
floor. 

SUSIE. Oh, no, sir . . . it’s only natural 
for you to feel sick when you’re go¬ 
ing to have a baby. 

LAV/. A baby! 

BENSON. Susie, you’re not going to 
have a baby! 



ing to iiave a baby.” . . . Susie, you’re 

magnificent. 

o 


SUSIE. I’m quitting at the end of the 
week so I thought I’d tell everybody 
why. I wouldn't want them to think 
I was discontented. 


LAW. Our little mother! 

SUSIE. Oh, don’t make fun of me. 

LAW (rises). Fun? I’ve never been so 
touched in my life. Susie, I feel puri¬ 
fied. 

BENSON. Susie—can we be godfather? 
SUSIE. Do you mean it? 


SUSIE. TTiat’s what they told me. . . . 

BENSON. Susie’s going to have a 
babv! 

LAW. Let’s get drunk! 

c.F. (i»to phone'). Tell that doctor 
not to come. You heard me. I don’t 
want him. (He hangs np) I won’t 
have my office converted into a ma¬ 
ternity ward! (He turns on susie) I 
don’t think much of your hurband— 
letting you work at a time like this! 

SUSIE. Oh, but I haven’t got a hus¬ 
band. 


BENSON. Do we mean it? We haven’t 
got a baby. And we’ve been collabo¬ 
rating for years. 

SUSIE. Oh, I think that would be won¬ 
derful for Happy to have writers for 
a godfather. 

3ENS0N. Happy? 

SUSIE. I’m going to call him Happy— 
e\’cn if he’s a girl. Because I want 
him to be happy—even if he’s a girl. 

BENSON. Beautiful! A beautiful 
thought! Where are you going to 
have this baby, Susie? 


c.F. Huh? 

SUSIE (rises). You’d better eat your 
lunch before it gets cold. Have you 
all got napkins? 

LAW (huM^Hy). The new generation! 
Faces the facts of nature without 
squeamishness, without subterfuge. 
“I haven’t got a husband,” she says. 
“It’s only natural,” she says. "I’m go¬ 


susiE. In the County Hospital. It’s all 
fixed. I was very lucky because I’ve 
only lived in the county three months 
and I'm not eligible. 

c.F. Now, listen, boys—enough of 
this. 

LAW Ojjto phone). Give me the 
Cedars of Lebanon Hospital—and 
make it snappy. 
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DENSON (jwfciiiiiMt). .VeVe got a 
baby! 

c.F. Just a minute. Hang up that 
phone, (benson good-naturedly 
bntshes his arm doun.) 

LAW. Dr. Marx, please. . . . Willy, 
this is Law of Benson and Law. Re- 
sen’e the best suite in the house for 
us. I’m serious. Dead serious. A little 
friend of ours is going to have a 
baby and we want the goddamned- 
cst confinement you’ve got in 
stock .... 

BENSON. Day and night nurse. 


c.F. Now, boys-let’s get together on 
this. (Turns on susiE from below 
desk') And you—what are you sitting 
here for? Get out! (susiE tries to 
rise.) 

LAW. Sit right where you are. 
(Crosses to front of desk) Don’t you 
bark at our inspiration! We've got it! 

c.F. What? 

LAW (with mounting excitement). 
A baby! 

c.F. Boys, I’m a patient man, but 
you’re trying me. 


LAW (To benson) And not the one 
with the buck teeth either. She’s 
dynamite. (Into phone) We want 
everything that Gloria Swanson had 
—only double. What’s that? Bill? 
Bill the studio, of course. (He hangs 
up.) 


benson (awed). Larry Toms and a 


LAW (to C.F.) Do you see it? 

LARRY (bellowing). Wait a minute 
—wait a minute! 



c.F. You’ll do no such thing! What 
kind of a gag is this? 

(miss crews enters.) 

MISS CREWS. Do you want to hear the 
trumpet call? The men are here. 
Music Department wants your O.K. 

c.F. Trumpets? 

MISS CREWS. For Young England. 


LAW (quickly). He finds a baby—in 
the Rockies— 

BENSON (inspired; quickly to c.F.). 
Girl with a no-good gambler—out 
of Las Vegas—has a baby . . . gam 
bier is killed. Girl leaves baby on the 
ranger’s door step. Larry is the 
ranger. 

LAW (dramatizing it all). My God, 
he says—a baby! 


c.F. Look here—I haven’t time to lis¬ 
ten to them now. Come back here at 
two o’clock. And give it tc me from 
out there. I don’t want them blast¬ 
ing in my ear. 

(Meanwhile benson and law have 
been in whispered conference.) 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday. 
(Exits.) 


BENSON (awed). A baby! 

LAW. The most precious thing in life. 
The cutest, God-damn little bastard 
you ever saw. 

BENSON. Tugging at every mother’s 
heart. And every potential mother. 


LAW. And who isn’t? 
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BENSON. A love story between Larry 
and the baby— 

LAW. The two outcasts! Get it? 

BENSON. And then he meets the 
mother! 

LAW. She wants her baby back. 


LAW. We cut to the Riffs— 

BENSON. Cut back— 

LAW (fo benson). Right into the bsv- 
tie. 

BENSON (really inspired now). His 
fathers the Colonel! 


BENSON. She’s been through the fires 
of hell. 

LAW. The man she loved ... let 
her down. ■ . . 

BENSON. She hates men ... all 
men. . . . 

LAW. She won’t look at Larry. 

BENSON (to larky). No, There she 
sits . . . bitter, brooding, cynical, but 
underneath—a mother’s heart. 

law. Out on the Rockies— 


LAW. Talk about Kipling— 

BENSON. Talk about scope—sweep— 
what a set-up! 

LAW. A love stoiy^! 

BENSON. A great lo\'e story! 

LAW. Mary Magdalen of the Foreign 
Legion and the West Point man who 
wanted to forget! 

BENSON (rises). Tlie baby brings 
them together, splits them apart, 
brings them together— 


BENSON. The hell with the Rockies 
—back to the Foreign Legion! 


LAW. Right! Larr)''s joined to forget. 
He’s out on the march. We can use 
all that stock stuff-and he finds a 
baby! 


BENSON. He’s gone off to fight the 

Riffs. 


LAW. Boy meets girl— 

BENSON. Boy loses girl- 

LAW. Boy gets girl! 

c.F. (rismg in excitement). Boys, I 
think you’ve got something! Let’s go 
up and try it on B.K. while it’s hot. 


LAW. The hell with the Riffs! 
Ethiopians! 

BENSON. Stick to the Riffs. We don’t 
want any race problem. 

LAW. Right! She doesn’t know if he’s 
coming back. 

BENSON. She’s waiting—waiting! 


LAW. Let’s go! (They move fonvard.) 

LARRY (crosses to behind couch). 
Wait a minute—you can’t act with a 
baby. They steal every scene— Look 
what happened to Chevalier. 

LAW. Are you selling motherhood 
short? (law, BENSON and c.F. exit 
through next speech.) 
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LARRY. They’ll be looking at the 
baby when they should be looking 
et me. I tell you—I won’t play it. 
(Follows off, SUSIE tries to rise, now 
she is left alone. She sits down again. 
RODNEY, in the Coldstream Guards 
uniform, enters. susiE turns.) 

RODNEY. Oh, I’m sorry. I hope I 
didn’t startle you. 

SUSIE. Oh, no. (Then, as he looks 
(It c.F.’s desk). They all stepped out 
and they didn’t even touch their 
lunch. 

RODNEY (licking his lips involun¬ 
tarily). Lunch?— You don’t happen 
lo know when Mr. Friday is coming 
back? 

SUSIE. No, I don’t. 

RODNEY. I did want to see him. It's 
rather urgent. Do you mind if I 
wait here? 

SUSIE. No, of course not. (He seats 
himself on couch, near a tray. There 
is an awkward silence, susib stares 
straight ahead, rodney plays with a 
cracker. Finally susiE breaks the si¬ 
lence) \Vliat are you supposed to be? 

RODNEY. Eh? Oh! That's just it. . . . 
I’m supposed to be a Buckingham 
Palace Guard, sergeant major— (He 
pops the cracker into his mouth and 
swallow's it. SUSIE looks at him 

rather intently) Good Lord! What 
am I doing? 

SUSIE. You’re eating Mr. Friday's 
cracker. 

r.CDNEY. I’m aivfully sorry. I don't 
understand how I— 

SUSIE. You must be very hungry. 


SUSIE. You look hungry. 

RODNEY. Do I? 

SUSIE, why don't you have some¬ 
thing? They’ll never eat it. They're 
always sending things back they or¬ 
der—never even touched. 

RODNEY. Really? 

SUSIE. You’ll only be doing me a 
favor. 

RODNEY. Oh? 

SUSIE. I won’t have so much to carry 
back to the commissary. Sometimes 
I think I carry back more than I 
bring. 

RODNEY. You’re pulling my leg, of 
course. 

SUSIE. What did you say? 

RODNEY. You’re not really a waitress. 
SUSIE. Sure I am. 

RODNEY (triuniphanth). Waitresses 
don’t usually sit in producers’ offices. 

SUSIE. They do when they don’t feel 
well. 

RODNEY. You don't feel well? Oh, I’m 
sorry. Is there anything I can do? 

SUSIE. No, thanks. 

RODNEY. But what's wrong? 

SUSIE. Oh, there’s no use telling you. 
I told Mr. Friday and he made such 
a fuss about it I guess I better keep 
it to myself. 
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RODNEY. I’m afraid I don’t quite un¬ 
derstand. 

SUSIE. Tr)' the chicken soup. It’s very 
good. 

RODNEY. Arc you seriously suggesting 
that I filch some of this broth? 

SUSIE. We make it special for B.K. 
with nine chickens. 

RODNEY. Well, dash it, I will eat it. 
Just to make the joke good! (He 
laughs weakly and picks up the howl 
and puts it to his lips, and sips it.) 

SUSIE (ieflrni»g?)'). It’s hot! 

RODNEY (now qtiite goy). So I’ve 
learned. 

SUSIE. When did you eat last? 

RODNEY (lyiug, of cojirse). I had my 
lunch an hour ago. 

SUSIE. Mave some crackers with it. 

RODNEY. Thanks. 

SUSIE. You’re English, aren’t you? 
RODNEY. Yes, of course. 

SUSIE. So is Ronald Colman. 
RODNEY ^bolting his food). So he is. 


SUSIE. Of course, that’s only tny 
idea. I’m very ignorant. 

RODNEY. Oh, please don’t say that. 
I think you’re very intelligent. 

SUSIE. Oh, I'm intelligent. But I 
don’t know anything. 

r o 

RODNEY. You’re an extraordinar)' girl. 

SUSIE. I’ve never been to iiigii school. 

RODNEY (gallaritly). May I say that’s 
the high school's loss? 

O 

SUSIE. But some day I’ll go to high 
school. That’s my secret ambition. 
Try the ham hocks. Tlie cook eats 
them himself. He comes from 
Czechoslovakia. 

RODNEY. Does he really? Look here— 
I feel an awful swine guzzling by my¬ 
self. Won’t you join me? 

SUSIE. Well, I’m not very hungry, 
but I can eat. 

RODNEY. Good! (He rises and ad- 
justs a chair for her.) 

SUSIE. It’s funny how I keep on eat¬ 
ing. 

RODNEY. Some ham hocks? 

SUSIE. No. Happy doesn’t like ham. 
He likes milk. 


SUSIE. I like the way the English 
talk. 

RODNEY. Do you? 

SUSIE. It’s very soothing. 

RODNEY. WTiat an idea! 


RODNEY stifled). I beg your par¬ 
don? (But he doesn’t press the point) 
Did you say milk? 

SUSIE. Yes. Milk. 

RODNEY (fls he pours). There you 
are. 
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r.oDNEY. Cozy, this—what? 

SUSIE. It’s good milk. Have some. 

RODNEY. Do you know, 1 think you re 
the most extraordinary girl I ever met. 

SUSIE. WTv? 

RODNEY. You’re so kind. You’re so 
direct, so sincere. Most girls one 
meets play about with words so. 
They're so infernally smart. They 
make one feel like a worm. 


SUSIE. You mean you need money, 
and you can get it-and you won't 
wire for it? 

RODNEY. I can't—and keep my pride. 

I told them I was on my own. You 
see, my family didn t want me to 
act. Not that they’ve any prejudices 
against the stage—or the films. Not at 
ail. In fact, one of my aunts was a 
Gaiety girl. Quite all right. But they 
don’t think I can act. That’s what 
hurts. 

SUSIE. Can you act? 

RODNEY. No. 


SUSIE. Of course, I’m different on susie. Not at all? 
account of my condition. Most girls 

aren’t in my condition. rodney. Not at all. I’m awful! 

RODNEY. Your condition? susie. Oh, that’s too bad. 


SUSIE. The minute I found out about 
Happy I said to myself: I’m going to 
be ven' good and very sincere, be¬ 
cause then Happy will be very good 
and very sincere. 

RODNEY. I’m afraid I don’t quite fol¬ 
low. 

SUSIE (sighing). Nobody does. 

RODNEY. Eb? Oh, yes. ... As I 
was saying— What was 1 saying? 

SUSIE (looking into his eyes and feel¬ 
ing strangely stirred'). Have some 
mustard. 

RODNEY. Do you know, I must con¬ 
fess. I was hungry. As a matter of 
fact, I was close to wiring home for 
funds today. But I didn’t. (Looks 
very determined, righteous.) 


RODNEY. But I only realized it in the 
stock company . . . out in Pasadena. 

I was the worst member of the com¬ 
pany. At first I thought it was be¬ 
cause they were always gi^'ing me 
character parts—American gangsters 
—and that sort of thing. And then one 
week I plaved a Cambridge under¬ 
graduate. And, mind you, I’ve been a 
Cambridge undergraduate. And do 
YOU know that 1 was utterly uncon¬ 
vincing? 

SUSIE. Tlien why don’t you give it 
up? 

RODNEY. Pride. 

SUSIE. I can understand that— Pride. 
RODNEY. Can you really? 

SUSIE. Sure I can. 
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RODNEY. That’s why I simply must 
see Mr. Friday. (Suddewly) Look 
(He takes a hook from 
couch and opens it) Look at this 
color plate. Does this uniform re¬ 
motely resemble the one I’m wear¬ 
ing? (He crosses doivn right.) 

SUSIE (looks at hook; then at Rod¬ 
ney). Yes, I think so. 

RODNEY (crosses to her left). But, my 
dear girl, look at the coat and the 
buttons—and the boots—note the 
heels—and look at mine. (Steps 
hack.) 

SUSIE. Well, come to think of it, I 
guess it is different. 

RODNEY. Of course. And I’ve taken 
this book right out of their own re¬ 
search department. When I show this 
to Mr. Friday he’s bound to be sport' 
ing enough to admit an error. 

SUSIE. Oh, sure, 

RODNEY (leaning over her). You see, 
all I want is to appear m one picture 
—and then I can tell the family: “I’ve 
done it. But it’s not good enough. 
I’m chucking it.” But I’ll have my 
pride. 

SUSIE (gazing at him). I see. 

RODNEY. Oh . . . I say . . . I’m not 
boring you? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. Finish your ham. 

RODNEY. Eh! Oh! Don’t mind if I 
do. A bit of pie for you? (He ex¬ 
tends plate with fork.) 

SUSIE (brightly. Almost flirting). 
Well, I’ll try. (She smiles at him and 
he at her, fork poised in mid-air.) 


RODNEY. Do you know, I ve ne\er 
enjoyed a lunch quite as mucli as 
this one—thanks to you. (Suddeu/y) 
Would it bore you if I tried out my 
lines—in Young England, you know? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. 

RODNEY. Very well. (He rises, hold^ 
ing glass of milk) Gentlemen, the 
Queen— (He waits.) 

SUSIE. Is that all? 

RODNEY. That’s all. But of course I 
could say; “Gentlemen, I give you 
the Queen.” Fatten up the part a bit, 
what? . . . Gentlemen, I give you the 
Queen! . . . Sounds rather better, 
doesn’t it? (Then with profound 
bass) Gentlemen, I give you the 
Queen! 

(larry enters followed by c.F. c.F. 
stares.) 

LARRY. I don’t cotton to the whole 
idea, and if B.K.’s got any sense, he 
won’t listen to those maniacs. 

c.F. What’s goino on here? 

RODNEY. How’d you do. . . . I . . . 
I . . . (Puts glass of milk hack on 
tray.) 

c.F. What is this? A tete-^-tete in 
my office! Good Gad! You’ve been 
drinking my milk! 

SUSIE. It’s all right, Mr. Friday. I 
told him he could have it. 

c.F. You told him? 

RODNEY. I’m awfully sorry. I owe you 
an apology, and money, of course. 
Will you accept my I.O.U.? And I 
have the book—from Research. I can 
show you the really authentic unh 
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form. I’m sure if you swdy this- 
(SUSIE finds the page and hands book 

to RODNEY.) 

c.F. IVe a good mind to call the 
studio police. 

SUSIE (rises). Oh, please don’t do 
that, Mr. Friday. 

LARRY. That’s what you get for hav¬ 
ing foreign actors around. Take the 
food right out of your mouth! 

RODNEY. Fm terribly sorry, of course. 

c.F. Get out! 

RODNEY. I realize there’s nothing I 

can say- (He turns to susie) except 

—my eternal gratitude. (He grabs 

her by the hand and shakes it. Exits.) 

# 

SUSIE. Oh, you shouldn’t have done 
that. He‘s been having a terrible 

time. 

c.F. (glaring at susie). Get these 
dishes out of here. 

SUSIE (meekly). Yes, sir. (She be¬ 
gins piling up dishes on tray.) 

LARRY. Tlic idea of a baby! The more 
I think of it, the less I like it. 

c.F. (crosses to chair at desk). Larry, 
you’re driving me into a nervous 
breakdown. Thad to take you out of 
B.K.’s office so you’d stop arguing be¬ 
fore he could make a decision. 

LARRY. There’s nothing to decision. 
I won’t play it. 

c.F. If B.K. likes the idea, you’ll play 
it. 

LARRY. Maybe—and maybe not. I’m 
willing to bet ten to one right now 


B.K. kicks the whole story in the 
ash can. He’s no fool, (benson and 
law enter in skirt sleeves. They’ve 
obviously had a hot session with 

B.K.) 

BENSON. Sold! Lock, stock and baby! 
B.K. says it’s the best mother-love 
story he’s heard in years. 

LARRY. What? Whats that? 

LAW (magnificently). Susie, put that 
tray down! 

SUSIE. Please, Mr. Law. I’ve got to 
get back to the commissary. 

LARRY. You sold him that story, huh? 

BENSON. Lie down, actor! 

LARRY. I’ll see about this. (He exits.) 

BENSON. Now listen, Susie—-and lis¬ 
ten carefully. 

LAW. Let me tell her, will you? (He 
faces her) Susie, nature meant you 
for a sucker. You were designed to 
get the short end of the stick. The girl 
who gets slapped. 

BENSON (quickly). But we’re chang¬ 
ing all that. 

LAW. Susie, in real life, you’d have 
your baby in the County Hospital 
... get yourself a job, if lucky, with 
a philanthropic Iowa family of four¬ 
teen adults and twelve minors for 
twenty bucks a month. And when 
your grateful son grew up he’d squirt 
tobacco juice in your eye and join the 

Naw. 

# 

BENSON. There you go wth your 
God-damn realism. (Titms to susie 
iRirii paper and pencil) Sign, please— 
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SUSIE. Here? (S/ie signs; and then 
Uirns, brightly') What is it? 

BENSON. Just a power of attorney 
authorizing us to deal for you in all 
matters with this studio. 

::.F. What power of attorney) What 
are you boys up to) 

LAW. We said to ourselves upstairs- 
why shouldn’t Susie hat'e the good 
diings of life) 

BENSON. After all, we’re godfathers. 

SUSIE. I—I don’t feel veiy^ good. 

LAW. Get this, Susie. We’ve just sold 
a story about a baby. 

BENSON. Sweetest story ever told! 

LAW. A new-born baby. 

BENSON. Brand new. 

LAW. We’re going to watch that baby 
—the first hair—the first tooth—the 
first smile— 

BENSON. The same baby. No switch¬ 
ing-first time in the history of pic¬ 
tures. That baby’s going to grow up 
before your eyes. 

LAW. Open up like a flower. . . . 
just like the Dionne quintuplets. 

BENSON. Minute he’s bom we set the 
cameras on him. We stay with him— 


LAW'. Tlint baby’s going to gurgle and 
google and drool his way to stardom! 

SUSIE. But— 

LAW. And that baby, Susie, is 
Happy. Upstairs in B.K.’s office we 
put your unborn child into pictures! 

SUSIE (transported). Happy—in pic¬ 
tures! Oh—that’s wonderful— 
(Then, with a sudden gasp) Oh! 

LAW (quickly) Susie! What’s the 
matter) 

SUSIE. I don’: know ... I ... I 
. . . I don’t feel so good ... I 
think . . . T . . . (In these broken 
words, SUSIE tells all. benson helps 
SUSIE to lie on conch, law looks over 
susie’s shoulder; whistles; runs to 
phone.) 

LAW (into phone). Emergency! Get 
the ambxdance over to Mr. Friday’s 
office right away—get the doctor—get 
the nurse. . 

c.F. (stnnj7g). What is it) In my of¬ 
fice. Good Gad! Miss Crew's! (Door 
opens.) 

miss CREW'S (at door). T*he trumpet? 
are here! 

(Trumpets sound their triumphant 
clarion call.) 

LAW (through the Wagnerian brass, 
to BENSON, awed). Happy’s on hi* 


CURTAIN 
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ACT TWO 

SCENE I 


We are in your neighborhood theatre, seven months later. 

As the curtain rises we face a motion-picture screen, and to the sound-tracK 
accompaniment of ''Home on the Range/' these glaring titles pop out at us: 

If You Liked Happy 

m 

"Wandering Hearts" 

You'll Adore Him 

IN 

"Golden Nugget" 

T/iis’s what is known as a trailer, in technical terms. It is shown at neigh¬ 
borhood theatres prior to the release of the picture so that the customers 

will be teased into returning the following week. 

There are, of course, beautifully composed shots of horses, men and open 
spaces, and finally we come upon a series of close-ups of happy, over which 
these titles dance: 

Happy! 

HAPPY! 

HAPPY! 

The sound track blares forth "Ride of the Valkyries, 

Crown Prince of Comedy! 

King of Tragedy! 

Emperor of Emotion! 

Just prior to these titles we have seen a Cliincse, who has emerged from God 
knows where, hut what is a ranch without a Cliiwese? The general idea is 
that the Chinese finds happy on the doorstep and communicates his dis¬ 
covery to LARRY toms. There follows a title which explains all: 

The Desert Waif Who Made 
a Softie of a Bad Man 

The picture is further described as: 


The Big Gold StrikJ 
OF Mother Love 
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We see horses galloping, men falling, revolvers harking, and nice, big, ivavy 


Thrills 

Chills 

The credit card is as follows: 

From a Story by H. G. Wells 
Adapted by J. Carlyle Benson and Robert Law 

Directed by Serge Borodokov 

/md, appropriately enough, in solitary grandeur: 

Produced by C. Elliot Friday 


SCENE II 


The screen lifts, and once more we are in mr. Friday’s ofpce. 

c.F. is at his desk, miss crews is seated upstage and at desk; ben 
SON is on the couch beside larry. rosetti is seated on the piano bench. 


BENSON. Read those figures, Miss 
Crews. 

miss crews. Eighty-two thousand 
at the Music Hall. Forty-eight thou¬ 
sand five hundred and thirty-eight in 
Des Moines. 

BENSON. Without a stage show. 

LARRY. I always went big in Des 
Moines. 

MISS CREWS. Twenty-eight thou¬ 
sand in Newark. 

i-ARRY. That’s one of my big towns. 

MISS CREWS. Forty-two thousand 
three hundred and eighty-four in 
San Francisco. 

LARRY. I’m big there, too- 


MISS CREWS. Twenty-six thousand 
eight hundred and seventy-five in 
Detroit. 

BENSON (to C.F.). And you sit there 
and tell me Happy isn’t worth thirty- 
five hundred a week? 

c.F. But, Benson, be reasonable. I 
can’t go to B.K. with any such fan¬ 
tastic figure. 

BENSON (sighing). Read that list 
again, Miss Crews. 

c.F. Never mind, Miss Crews. 

LARRY. What about me? Wandering 
Hearts was my picture, wasn’t it? 
Folks came to see me. They didn’t 
come to see Happy. 

BENSON (taking Wariety” from his 
pocket). Let me read ^’Variety” to 
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fhe assembled multitude. W^J^ideriwg 
yiearts socko in Minneapolis despite 
Lnrrv Toms . . • 

/.AHRY. Huh? 

eenson. Mexico nuts about Happy 
but no like Lam' Toms— 

LARRY. WTcre? Where does it say 
tliar? (He takes paper, rosetti rises 
and looks over larry’s shotflder.") 

BENSON. This is an accidental busi¬ 
ness in an accidental world. Happy 
is going to get it while it’s hot. 

c.F. Benson, you owe me something. 

BENSON. \Miat? 

c.F. Gratitude. . . . After all, the 
idea of a baby was mine—more or 
less. 

BENSON. More or less. 

c.F. I made that baby act, 

BENSON. All right, Svengali. 

c.F. Shall we say three hundred a 
week for Happy? 

BENSON. Shall we sav thirt\'-five hun- 

r * 

dred a week for Happy? 

c.F. Fve a good mind to have you 
thrown out of this studio. 

BENSON. All right. Happy goes with 
us. We’ve still got that power of 
attorney. 

c.F. Of course, I didn’t mean that 
literally. 

0 

BENSON. I did. (Telephone Hugs.) 

r.F. Hello. . . . Yes, Miss Goodwin. 
. . . What? You can’t WTite about 


Brussels because you’ve never been 
there? My dear girl, why do you 
think we have a research depart¬ 
ment? After all, Bernard Shaw wrote 
Don Juan and he never went to Bul¬ 
garia. Imagination, my dear girl—im¬ 
agination. (Hangs up') Look here. 
Benson, I knew I couldn’t deal with 
Law. I thought I could with you. 
After all, you’re in no position to 
antagonize this studio. Some day you 
may need my friendship. 

BENSON. I’m supposed to he working 
with our Mr. Law on a story. To wit: 
Tiger Tamer. Do you mind if I join 
my partner in a little English com¬ 
position? 

c.F. Some day you may be very sorry 
for this, Benson. 

BENSON. What do you think, M'ss 
Crew's. 

MISS CREWS. I think Happy ought to 
set it while it’s hot. 

O 

c.F. Get back to your desk. 

MISS CREWS, Yes, Mr. Friday. (She 
exits.) 

LARRY (waving 'Variety’). I said 
that baby’d ruin me! Well, he ain’t 
going to steal no more pictures! I 
won’t play that new scene. 

c.F. (irrifablv). Mliat new scene? 

LARRY. I’m supposed to wash Happy. 

c.F. That’s a cute scene. I read it. 

LARRY. Am I the t^'pe that washes 
babies? 

c.F. Whv not? 

LARRY. Tain’t manly! 
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BENSON. No. You want the baby to 
wash you! 

LARRY. Listen! 


561 

ROSETTi. You’ve got to have vision 
in this business, C.F. (He reaches 
for other yhone, changes his viind, 
mid then exits.) 


BENSON. Any further business be¬ 
fore the house? (Turns to larry) 
By the way, I saw you with Susie at 
the Trocadero last night. We don’t 
approve of you as an escort. Remind 
me to speak to her about that. 

C.F. Benson, I’m asking you once 
more. Be fair—be reasonable. 

BENSON. I am. We’re asking thirty- 
five hundred a week. We’ll consider 
three thousand and settle for twenty- 
five hundred. But not a penny less. 
Incidentally, Fox’ll pay twenty-five 
hundred for Happy. We promised to 
let them know by Saturday. No hur¬ 
ry, of course. (Exits.) 

C.F. Have you ever seen anything 
more damnably unfair? Imagine 
writers holding up this studio at the 
point of a gun. It’s nothing but black¬ 
mail. 

ROSETTI (rises). I’ve got a hunch, 
C.F. When did you sign Happy? Do 
you remember? 

C.F. Of course I remember . . . July 
fourteenth . . . Fall of the Bastille. 
I remember my wife pointing out the 
coincidence at the time. Why? 


C.F. (into phone). Hello. . . . Yes, 
listen, Gregg. ... I ran the sound 
track on Young England last night. 
I don't like the trumpets. They’re 
sour. They spoil the whole mood. 

. . . What? . . . What's that? You 
can’t walk out on a picture like that 
What kind of a director are vou it 
you can’t take constructive criticism 
. . . hello . . . hello . . . (Hangs up) 
Gregg is walking out on Young Eng¬ 
land, I can’t sign Happy— 

LARRY. What about me? 

C.F. Ten thousand feet of film sick 
—and he walks out. I’ll have to run 
the picture all the afternoon and sit 
up all night cutting it. 

(miss crews enters.) 

MISS CREWS. Happy’s through for 
the day. 

NURSE (wheeling in a streamlined 
hahy carriage). Through for the day. 

DOCTOR (fls he enters). Through for 
the day. Is his mother here? 

MISS CREWS. No, Doctor, but she 
should be here very' soon. 


ROSETTI (crosses to desk). I’ve got a 
hunch that power of attorney ex¬ 
pires pretty soon. I want to be pre¬ 
pared. 


C.F. Rosetti, I’m not interested in the 
future. I’m interested in signing 
Happy right now—before we lose 
him to Fox. (Phone rings.) 


NURSE (hacking carriage in front of 
desk). Say da-da to Mr. Friday. 

C.F. (waving obediently). Da-da, 

DOCTOR. Nurse, take the little troup¬ 
er out into the garden and keep him 
in the sunshine. 
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LARRY. He’s through for the day and 
I’m working until eight. Hes sure 

got it soft. 

(nurse exits with happy, rosetti 
enters.') 

doctor. They’ve been overworking 
you. have they? 

LARRY. I ain’t feeling so hearty, doc. 

I u ish you’d look me over. 

c.F. (rises and goes heloiv desk). 
just vour imagination. I wish I had 
vour constitution. I’ve got to see B.K. 
(He exits.) 

doctor. All you picture people are 
hypochondriacs. However, come up 
to my olhee and 111 look you over. 
(He exits.) 

LARRY. I’m a star. I’ve been a star for 
ten years. I’ve worked hard to get 
where I’m at— (He rises. Phone 
rings.) 

ROSETTI (ot phone). Hello. . . . 
Yes . . . speaking— 

LARRY. I don’t drink. I don't smoke. 

I don't swear. I don’t get into no 
scandal. And the girls I passed up! 

ROSETTI C^nto phone). Oh, youve 

cot that, Mr. Williams? Fine. When 
docs it expire? ... It did expire? 
hast week? . . . No, don’t do that. 
I’ll tell the bovs. . . . You see, I may 
he handling Happv’s new contract. 
Rioht. (He hangs up.) 

LARRY. Tliey ain’t making pictures 
here no more. They’re shooting 
nothing but close-ups of babies. 
Happy laughing! Happy crying! 
Happy! . . . Happy! . . . 


rosetti. Larry, I’ve just checked 
with the Legal Department. The 
boys’ power of attorney expired last 
week. And they don’t even know it. 

LARRY. What’s that got to do with 
me? 

ROSETTI. Larry, there’s been some¬ 
thing developing in the back of my 
mind for some weeks. Why do you 
think I asked you to take Susie to 
the Trocadero? 

LARRY. She talked me deaf, dumb, 
and blind about going to high school. 
Set me back fourteen bucks. Lucky 
she don’t drink. 

ROSETTI (the dreamer). I wanted 
you to get friendly with her because 
I visualized a way for you and me 
to get Happy—for life. 

LARRY. Huh? 

ROSETTI (witJi Napoleonic inten- 
sity). Larry, here’s the tactical move. 
You marry Susie. 

LARRY. Marry her? 

ROSETTI. That’s what I said. 

LARRY. I won’t do it. 

ROSETTI (avIlO knows his client). All 
right, suit yourself. 

LARRY. We got community property 
in California. If there’s a bust-up the 
woman gets half. 

ROSETTI. Larr)', I don’t want to hurt 
your feelings, hut I can’t get you a 
new contract the way things are now. 
B.K. is dickering to borrow Clark 
Gable or Gary Cooper for Happy’s 
next picture. 
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LARRY ^touched to the quick}. 
'A^at? 

rosetti. rd marry her myself if I 
was free. Show me a girl with a bet¬ 
ter heart—with more culture— 

LARRY. You don’t expect me to be¬ 
lieve what the studio hands out—her 
husband was a prominent portrait 
painter who went down on the Mot¬ 
to Castle? 

rosetti Ci^dignantly}. Who are you 
to cast the first stonel* 

LARRY. I don’t want to marry no¬ 
body. Anyways, there’s no sense to it. 

ROSETTI (pflticHfly). If you marry 
her, you’re Happy’s legal guardian 
and we control the situation. A father 
and son team off the screen as well as 
on! Is that practical or am I just an 
idealist? Look at Guy Lathrop! He 
argued with me when I told him to 
marry Betty Bird. But he finally had 
the sense to play along u'ith me and 
we’ve been drawing top money ever 
since. 

LARRY. I don’t want to marry nobody. 

ROSETTI. Larry, you’re at the cross¬ 
roads right now. One road leads to 
stardom and big pictures, with Hap¬ 
py and me. The other leads to Pov¬ 
erty Row and cheap Westerns. Will 
you put your hand in mine and let 
me guide you? 

(miss crews enters.} 

MISS CREWS. Mr. Toms, you’re 
wanted on the set. 

LARRY Cgrowling}. All right. 

miss crews. Oh, hello, Mrs. Sea- 
brook . . . how nice you look. (For 


SUSIE enters. She wears a white 
middy blouse and a navy blue, pleat¬ 
ed skirt.} 

SUSIE. We had g)Tn today. . . . 
Hello, Larry. . . . Hello, Mr. Rosetti. 
I hope I didn’t interrupt anvthing 
important. 

ROSETTI. Not at all. . . . (Signifl' 
cantly} I’ll be in the Legal Depart¬ 
ment, Larry. (He exits.} 

SUSIE. Where’s Happy? 

MISS CREW'S. Happy’s in the garden 
with his nurse. He’s all through for 
the day. 

SUSIE. Oh, that's wonderful. 1 don'f 
get to see him very much. He’s 
W'orking and I’m going to high school. 
(chauffeur enters.} 

CHAUFFEUR. Excusc mc, Miss. 

SUSIE. What is it, Simpson? 

CHAUFFEUR. You foFgot your algcbra 
book, Miss. 

SUSIE. Oh, thank you, Simpson. 
That w'as very thoughtful. 
(chauffeur exits.} 

MISS CREWS. And I have a new batch 
of fan mail for you and Happy 
(Exits.) 

SUSIE. It’s wonderful to get mail. No- 
body used to write me before. Now I 
even get letters from Japan, (miss 
CREWS enters with letters} All those 
letters? Thank you, Miss Crews. 

LARRY (sighs). Miss Crews, call the 
set and tell ’em I may be a little late. 

MISS CREWS. Very well. (S/ze exits.} 
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SUSIE (sitting on desk, fOTing over 
her hand-written, ^noronic litera¬ 
ture^. Here’s one from North Caro¬ 
lina. Oh, the poor thing! There's so 
much sadness in this world, (larky 
sighs; she looks up at him) You look 
sad, too, Larry. What's the matter? 

LARRY. Well—(He rises and crosses 
to SUSIE)— uh—I been waiting a long 
time to talk to you, Susie. I couldn’t 
go to the high school. All those girls 
would mob me for autographs, espe- 
ciallv when 1 tell them who I am. 

SUSIE. All the girls are crazy about 
Clark Gable. 


LARRY. He didn’t mention me, did 
he? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. (larky grunts) Of 
course, I've never met a Prince 
Charming. I wouldn’t know what he 
looks like. Although, one day an aw¬ 
ful nice boy came in here. 

LARRY. Who? 

SUSIE. I don’t even know his name. 
He was in uniform and I was in my 
condition—I've never seen him since. 


LARRY (clears his throat). Susie—1 
can get two tickets for the opening 
at the Chinese—the de Mille pic¬ 
ture. 

SUSIE. Can you? 

LARRY. I knew that’d knock you over. 

SUSIE. Oh, it’ll be wonderful. 

LARRY. I’m always thinkin' of little 
thinos to make life wonderful—for 

O 


LARRY. You shouldn’t be thinking of 
him. You should be thinking of 
Happy. 


SUSIE. But I do . . . only sometimes 
it gets lonesome for me, especially 
at night. And of course, Mr. Benson 
and Mr. Law are busy all the time. 
Happy used to say good night to them 
on the telephone. Not really good 
night—just goo-n*—just like that. 
But they’re so busy they won’t come 
to the telephone any more. 


LARRY. Happy needs a father. 


SUSIE (nods). Everybody is. 


SUSIE. Do you think so? 


LARRY (bridling). MTiat do you 
mean—everj'body? 

SUSIE. Only the other day Mr. Ben¬ 
son said something very true. He 
said: “Susie, you’re Cinderella.” 
And that's just what I feel like. And 
YOU know what else he said? He 
said; “All ^ou need now is a Prince 
Charming. ’ 

LARRY. He did, huh? Who did he 
have in mind? 


LARRY. Well, you want him to be 
able to look the whole world in the 
face, don't you? 

SUSIE (hviwfeling). He does! 

LARRY. I mean when he grows up. 
He’s sonna be ashamed when he 

O 

finds out he never had a father. 
SUSIE. Of course he had a father. 
LARRY. I mean—a married father. 
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SUSIE. He was married—but I didn’t 
know it. 

(larky winces.') 

LARRY. Uh — listen, Susie — I’m 
mighty fond of you and Happy. (He 
tries -playing the bashful Western 
hero) Mighty fond. 

SUSIE. Are you really, Larry? 

LARRY. Mighty fond. 

SUSIE. Who would have thought six 
months ago that I’d be sitting in the 
same room with Larry Toms and he’d 
be saying to me he was— 

LARRY. Mighty fond. 

SUSIE. Do you know something very 
odd? When I first came to Califor¬ 
nia, it was raining very hard—oh, it 
rained for three weeks—it was very 
unusual—and I was looking for a job, 
and I couldn’t find one—and I had 
fifteen cents—and I just had to get 
out of the rain—and I went into a 
theatre and there you were—on the 
screen— 

LARRY. Mighty fond— 

SUSIE (flwed). That’s just what you 
were saying to Mary Brian—and now 
you’re saying it to me. 

LARRY. What was the picture? 

SUSIE. Thunder over Arizona. It was 
a beautiful picture. I don’t remember 
what it was about, but I saw it four 
times. Until I got dry. 

LARRY. Susie, soon’s this picture’s 
over, how’d you like to come up to 
my ranch? You and Happy— 



SUSIE (rises). Ranch? Oh, that 
would be lovely! Maybe Mr. Benson 
and Mr. Law could come, too? 

LARRY. Maybe they could, but they 
won’t. 

SUSIE. But I couldn’t go alone—with¬ 
out a chaperon. 

LARRY. Susie—you and Happy’ll love 
that ranch. I got a mighty nice house, 
big and rambling. I got plenty of 
bams and a corral and plenty of live¬ 
stock. But no baby. 

SUSIE. I know Happy’ll just love it. 

LARRY. Susie—I know you don’t ex¬ 
pect this, and I don’t want you to 
get too excited—but, Susie, I been 
thinkin' about you and Happy— 
thinkin' a lot. Ever since the day you 
come into this office and fell on that 
there floor, I said to myself: Larry, 
there’s your leadin’ lady—for life. 

SUSIE. Me? 

LARRY. Nobody else. 

SUSIE. But I don’t—you won’t get 
mad?—but I’m not in love with you. 

LARRY. You shouldn’t be thinking of 
yourself—I’m not thinking of myself 
—you should be thinking of Happy. 

SUSIE. I guess you’re right. I don’t 
know what to say. (^Pauses) I’ll ask 
Mr. Benson and Mr. Law— 

LARRY. Huh? 

SUSIE. They’ve been so good to me. 
LARRY. I’m not proposing to them! 
SUSIE. I know, but— 
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T.ARRY. "You diyn’t mean nothing to 


them. Before you came along they 
had ii Spanish snake charmer until 
they got tired of her. And before that 
they had a broken-down pug who 
wiggled his cars. They was groomin 
him for my place. There ain’t nothin 
holy to theml 

SUSIE. But they’ve done everything 
-or me. 

LARRY ^crosses to Susie). I’m offer¬ 
ing you my ranch— my name—and a 
father Happy ’ll be proud of! 

SUSIE. I know, but— 

LARRY. Don’t give me your answer 
now. Think it over. (Pats her arm) 
Only don’t think too long. I’ll be 
waiting for your answer in the Legal 
Department. You know where that 
is? 

SUSIE. Oh, yes. 

(miss crews opens the door.) 

LARRY. I’ll be there. (He exits. susiB 
looks a little dazed.) 

MISS CREWS. Oh, Mrs. Seabrook— 
I’ve located that young man you were 
looking for. He’s outside. 

SUSIE. Oh, you have? Really? 

MISS CREWS (at door). Come in, 
(susiE tenses herself. A strange 
YOUNG MAN enters and stops.) 

SUSIE (staring at him). Oh! Oh, no, 
that’s not him—I mean—he. 

YOUNG MAN (cflrncstly). Won’t I 
do? I’ve just finished a short for Hal 
Roach—I’m making a test for Metro 
tomorrow, and— 


MISS CREWS (firmly escorting him 
out). Thank you for coming! (young 
MAN shrugs and exits, and miss 
CREWS closes the door.) 

SUSIE. He’s not English. 

MISS CREWS. English? We didn't 
have any English actors in Young 
England. 

SUSIE. This boy was an extra. 

MISS CREWS. Does he owe you a lot 
of money? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. It was nothing like 
that. 

MISS CREWS (as it dawns on her). 
Oh, I see! A personal matter! Well, 
I’ll try again. (Brightly.) 

SUSIE. I guess it’s no use. Miss 
Crews. (Sighs) He probably swal¬ 
lowed his pride and went back to 
England. 

(benson and law enter, benson 
carries paper and pencil, benson sits 
upstage end of desk, law crosses to 
front of couch.) 

law. Hi, Susie! How’s the little 
mother? Clear out. We’re trying to 
work and a hundred chorus boys are 
practicing fencing underneath our 
windows. (Titnis to miss crews) 
Miss Crews, leave a note for C.F. 
He’s got to change our office. We 
can’t work with fencing fairies! (Sits 
on couch.) 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Law. (She 
exits.) 

SUSIE. Are you very busy? 

BENSON. We still need an opening. 
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LAW. Fade-in. ... A zoo! 

SUSIE C<^rossing to benson). I just 
wanted to thank you, Mr. Benson, 
for the beautiful white teddy bear. 

BENSON. WHiat teddy bear? 

SUSIE. Mrs. Benson brought it her¬ 
self. 

BENSON (looking tip from type- 
writer). Oh, she did? 

SUSIE. She played with Happy, too. 
And even after he went for his nap, 
she stayed and looked at him. 

BENSON (to LAW—covering'). Where 
w'ere we? 

SUSIE. When she left, she w'as cry¬ 
ing. I think she ought to have a baby 
of her own. 

BENSON (angered). Come on, Law- 
come on—fade-in on the zoo. 

LAW. IVe got it! Larry’s carrying a 
hunk of meat for his pet tiger. He’s 
crossing the road. Bang! The dame 
comes tearing down ninety miles an 
hour. 

BENSON. Give her a little character. 

LAW. She's a high-handed rich bitch. 
Bang! She almost runs the bastard 
down. . . . Where the hell do you 
think you're going? , . . She bums. 
... Society girl.... She’s never been 
talked to like that before. . . . Why, 
you lousy bum, she snarls. . . . Lis¬ 
ten, here's a cute piece of business. 
She bawls the hell out of him and he 
throws the hunk of meat right in her 
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LAW. Listen, Susie, what are you 
standing there for? Go home and 
write in your diary. 

SUSIE. Boys, I wanted to ask you 
something . . . 

BENSON. Fade-out! 

LAW. Fade-in! 

SUSIE. . . .and then I’ll go. 

LAW (wearily). What is it? 

SUSIE. Do vou think I should marry 
Larry Toms? 

LAW. Who? 

SUSIE. Larry Toms. 

LAW (rises, crosses below couch). 
No. . . . Fade -in. . . . 

BENSON, Better get a different back¬ 
ground. We've been staying in the 
zoo too long. 

LAW. Right! Girl's home— a Pan shot 
—fifteen hundred butlers with white 
socks. . . . (Turns to susie) Did he 
ask you to many him? 

SUSIE. Yes. 

LAW, Did you spit in his face? 

SUSIE. He’s taking me to the open¬ 
ing tonight. He says he's mighty 
fond of Happy and me. 

LAW (crosses to hack of couch). Why 
shouldn't he be? His contract de¬ 
pends on it. Even Wilkes Bane 
doesn't want him and they’re still 
calling for Theda Bara— 


BENSON (enthusiastically). That's 
charming! 


SUSIE. Don't you think he’d be good 
for Happy? He's an outdoor man. 
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LAW. So is the fellow who collects curled up with his pet tiger cub, is 
my garbage. ^ baby! Happy. 


BENSON. Listen, let’s get on with 
this. Introducing the fiance. A pale 
anemic louse. A business man! 

LAW. Right! The minute the audi¬ 
ence sees him they yell: Don’t marry 
that heel. 

SUSIE. I know you’re very busy. . . . 

LAW. Go away, Susie. 

SUSIE. You boys were so sweet to me. 

I felt I had somebody. But lately I’ve 
been awfully alone. . . . 

LAW. Sure! Everybody’s alone. What 
do you think life is? Why do you 
have crowds? Because everybody’s 
alone. (Stops; crosses above couch to 
froiit) That's a thought. That’s what 
I should be writing instead of this 
titivating drivel. Life as it is. People 
as they are. 

SUSIE. But that would be terrible. 
You don’t know, Mr. Law; you don't 
know how awful life can be. 

BENSON. When you philosophers are 
through I’d like to get on with this 
story. 

SUSIE (eagerly, to benson). You 
wouldn’t like to come out and say 
hello to Happy? He’s in the garden. 
(law u’rtvcs her away; crosses and 
sUs on couch, susiB is quite defeated 
now.) 

BENSON (ignoring her). I’ve got it. 
' To SUSIE) Don’t bother me! (susiB 
crosses to desk, gets marl, and fades 
front the scene) I’ve got it! Introduc¬ 
ing Happy! Back to the zoo—Larry 
gets up in the morning and there, 


LAW. Not bad! 

BENSON. Larry looks at him. “How’d 
you get here?” (He mimics larky’s 
voice.) 

LAW. The baby can’t answer. The 
tiger begins to growl. Happy cries. 
Larry takes the baby to his hut. 

BENSON. We meet Larry’s drunken 
pal, the comic. (Rises and crosses to 
law) That’s where we have swell 
business. Two clumsy men pinning 
up his diapers— 

law (his enthtisiasm gone). Formu¬ 
la 284 . . . Diapers gag. 

BENSON (exulting). Ah, yes, but the 
tiger runs away with the diapers! 
Fade-out! Now we need excitement. 
The tigers are loose— 

LAW. How did they get loose? 

BENSON (crosses to law). The com 
ic’s drunk. He opens the cages by 
accident. Christ! I see it! The citv in 
uproar—the police—National Guard 
—the girl's come down to the zoo— 
she’s trapped with Lairy—and die 
baby. Fifty tigers snapping at Hap¬ 
py’s throat. 

LAW. And where does my priceless 
dialogue come in? (Rises atid crosses 
to chair hack of desk) That’s tlie 
worst of hack writing. It’s hard work. 

BENSON. Suppose—Larry—thinks— 

it’s—the girl’s baby? 

LAW. Society girls go around Icaidng 
foundlings in the zoo? (Driwkiwg) 
Prostitution of a God-given talent! 
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(Sfts) Pasteboard pictures of paste¬ 
board people. 

BENSON. Will you shut up^ I’ve got 
to get this linc-up today. Pearl ex¬ 
pects me to take her to the opening. 

LAW (fiddling with the dictograph'), 
Eenie . . . Meenie . . . Mina . . . Mo 
. . (Dictograph buzzes) Music 
Department? 

green’s voice. Yes, this is the Music 
Department. This is Mr. Green. 

LAW (mimics c.F.’s voice). Not Mr. 
Green! This is C.F. . . . can you 
write me a roundelay with a sym¬ 
phonic undertone in about fifteen 
minutes? ... Do it! (Dictograph 
buzzes) \es? 

green’s voice. Look, Mr. Friday, 
did you say a lullaby? 

LAW. No, I didn’t say a lullaby. I 
said a roundelay. The sort of thing 
Beethoven dashes off. (He clicks the 
dictograph off. rosetti enters.) 


LAW (rises). Huh? You re crazy! 

rosetti. Well, the mother came to 
me just now and said you two were 
tired of her. And I happened to look 
up your power of attorney, and it 
seems you didn’t even care to get a 
new one when it expired. 

BENSON. Is this on the level? 

LAW. Where’s that power of attor¬ 
ney? 

BENSON. I thought you had it. 

LAW (aghast). What’d you get foi 
Happy? 

rosetti. Three hundred! 

LAW. Why, we turned down fifteen 
hundred from Fox! 

rosetti. You should have taken it. 
But three hundred's a lot of money. 
Anyway, what’s the difference? It’s 
all in the family—now. 

LAW. WHiere’s Susie? 


rosetti (gemally)' Hello, boys . . . 
have a cigar. 

LAW. Hello, buzzard. What’s the oc¬ 
casion? 

BENSON. Fade-out, stooge, we’re 

busy. 

rosetti. Same old boys! Anything 
for a gag! Well, I’m feeling prett)' 
good myself. I’ve just set Larry to a 
long-term contract. And he didn’t 
have to take a cut, either. I got him 
a nice little set-up. A joint contract 
with Happy! 

BENSON. With Happy? 


rosetti. She went out with Larry. 
They’re going to the opening tonight. 
They’re celebrating. 

LAW. Who thought this up—you? 

ROSETTI. Sure. 

LAW. Why, you scavenging son of 
a— 

ROSETTI. You better be careful how 
you talk to me. And you’d better 
be careful how you talk to Larry 
from now on. He’s fed up with your 
gags and insults. You got away witli 
a lot of stuff around here because 
you had Happy. Well, Larry’s got 




BELLA AND SAMUEL SPEWACK 


S70 

him now, and he^s going to have 
[)lcnty to say around here. Im warn¬ 
ing YOU. He'd like to see you boys 
ofF this lot. And he's in a position to 
do it—now. So be careful. If you 
want to keep your jobs. (Turns away 
to door') And if I had a wife who 
\\'as throwing my money away be¬ 
fore I even made it, I’d be plenty 
careful. 

BENSON. Why, you— (rosetti exits 
quickly, benson crosses to door, then 
turns to law) Why the hell didn't 
you keep track of that power of at¬ 
torney? 

LAW, W^v didn't 11 

BENSON. MTiy the hell didn't you talk 
to Susie? She was in here. 

LAW. Yeah. 

BENSON. I see it—I see it now. Larry 
--Rosetti—and we let her walk right 
into it. Do you realize what this 
means? We're on our way out. 
(Crosses to ‘piano.') 

LAW. That’s fine. 

BENSON. Fine? 

LAW. Now I’ll have to go back to 
V’ermont. Now I’ll have to wTite. 

BENSON. Pearl doesn’t like Vermont. 

LAW. TTie whims of your wife don't 
interest me. I’ve got a book—all 
planned. 

BENSON. Listen—I want to stay in 
pictures. I love pictures. I’m knee- 
deep in debts. We’ve got to bust this 
Lara* thing wide open. We’ve got to 
get Happy back. 


LAW. But it s closed. 

BENSON. Well, what of it? We’ll 
open it. We’ve got to get Happy 
back. 

LAW. How? 

BENSON. Suppose we get Larry Toms 
to break that joint contract. 

LAW. All right—but how? 

BENSON. He's scared green of scan¬ 
dal. Suppose we show up at the open¬ 
ing tonight with a drunken dame. 
Larry s deserted wifel 

LAW. Has he got one? 

BENSON. We'll get one of your tarts. 

LAW. That's too damned obvious. 

BENSON. Can you top it? 

LAW. Let me think. 

BENSON. How about a poor deserted 
mother? I’ll bet he's got one. 

LAW (rises, carried away'). I know! 
Happy's father! 

BENSON. Huh? 

LAW. We’re going to produce Hap¬ 
py’s father on the air—tonight. 
(Crosses to phone.) 

BENSON. Happy’s father! That’s 
swell! That’s marvellous. . . - 
(Pa«se) But where'll we get a father? 

LAW (info phone). Central Casting, 
please. . . . Hello. I want a hand¬ 
some young extra, a gentleman, a h't- 
tle doum at the heel, not too well 
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fed, neat business suit—shiny but 
well pressed; quiet manner . . . 
(Door opens and rodney enters.') 

BENSON. What do you want? 

RODNEY. I received a message from 
Miss Crews but apparently she’s 
stepped out. Is Mr. Friday here? I 
assume I’ve been called for a part. 

LAW Onto phone, as his eyes refuse 
to leave rodney). Never mind- 
cancel it. (Hangs up.) 

BENSON. Will you shut the door, 
please? (rodney complies) So you’re 
an actor, my boy? (Paternally.) 

RODNEY. Of course, I haven’t had 
much experience. As a matter of fact, 
I never appeared in a picture. I al¬ 
most did. Since then I’ve been out of 
the profession, so to speak. Odd jobs 
—barbecue stand, and when that 
closed I offered to show tourists 
homes of the movie stars. Unfortu¬ 
nately I haven’t a motor car and they 
won’t walk. ... I don’t mind saying 
this call was an extremely pleasant 
surprise. 

LAW. He's perfect! 

RODNEY. Do you really think I’ll do? 

LAW (inspired). Benson, take these 
lines. . . . 

(benson goes to chair.) 

RODNEY. Oh, are there lines? Then 
the fee will be fifteen dollars, I as¬ 
sume? 

LAW. Fifteen? One hundred for you. 


RODNEY. I’m afraid I’m not worth 
that. 

LAW. This is a trailer we’re making 
tonight. We pay more for trailers. 

RODNEY. Oh, I say! 

BENSON (at desk, with paper and 

pencil). We’re going to shoot this at 

Grauman’s Chinese in the lobby- 

/ 

There’ll be a girl at the microphone. 
Her name is Susie. You come run¬ 
ning up . . . you say . . . 

LAW (at downstage end of desk). 
“Susie, why did you leave me?” . . . 

Sav it. 

RODNEY. Susie, why did you leave 
me? 

BENSON. With feeling. 

RODNEY (with feeling). Susie, why 
did vou leave me? 

s 

LAW. I’m Ha])py’s father. 

RODNEY. I’m Happy’s father. 

BENSON. Louder. 

RODNEY. I’m Happy’s father. 

LAW. I did not go down on the Morro 
Castle. . . . Susie, I’ve searched for 
you in the four corners of the earth. 
. . . Susie, why did yoti leave me? 

RODNEY (who has been repeating the 
ends of the phrases in law’s speech)- 
Susie, why did yoji leave me? 

BENSON (jubilant). Right! 


BLACKOUT AND CURTAIN 
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SCENE 111 


A radio voice is heard in the theatre before the rise of the curtain, WeVfi 
right in Graiiinans Chinese Theatre in Hollywood 


RADIO ANNOUNCER. Folks, this is the 
premiere of Cecil B. de Mille’s super¬ 
spectacle of Egyptian life—Kiwg Saul 
—at Crauman s Chinese. Your favor¬ 
ite stars, folks, in person—and the 
crou’ds. They’re pushing and shov¬ 
ing and yelling for autographs, hut 
it s all in good-natured fun. Only two 

hurt and thevve refused medical 

# 

treatment. There’s Constance Ben¬ 
nett, folks, with her husband, the 


Marquis de la Falaise. No, Fm wrong. 
Sorry. It’s not the Marquis . . . it’s 
not Constance Bennett. It’s Mary 
Pickford. By the way, Fve been read' 
ing our Mary’s book, folks. She’s 
selling God, folks, and that’s some¬ 
thing we all ought to be in the mar¬ 
ket tor. Give a thought to God and 
He’ll give a thought to you. That’s 
the big lesson in King Saul, folks. 
Oh, there’s Leotta Marvin. . , . 


As the curtain rises, the booming voice softens to the normal tone of a 
radio. 

Again we are in mr. Friday’s office, later in the evening. At the rise of the 
curtain, c.F. is seated with A cutter, and benson sits a little apart from him, 
in chair back of couch, near the radio, which is on. 


radio announcer. ... And if you’ve 
seen her on the screen, I don’t have 
to tell you she’s blonde, beautiful and 
gorgeous. Folks, I want to tell you 
that this is the most thrilling pre¬ 
miere it’s been mv privilege to cover. 
King Saul, de Mille’s super-spectacle 
of Eg)q)tian life at Grauman’s Chi¬ 
nese— 

c.F. Benson, turn down that radio. 
We’ve got to get three thousand feet 
out of Young England. It’s a sick 
picture, Benson. Where’s Law? I left 
word at his hotel. 

rf.nson. He’ll be here. Fm inside 
man tonight. He's outside. 

c.F. (to cutter). Cut the corona¬ 
tion scene—it drags. And give me an 


underlying something that means 
something. I want a stirring Britan* 
nic quality. 

(benson turns up the radio.') 

RADIO announcer. . . . And that, 
folks, was Mr. Stanley Oswald, vet' 
eran of old silent films. . . . This ij 
the premiere of King Saul, Cecil B. 
de hlille’s super-spectacle at Grau- 
man's Chinese . , . 

c.F. Benson, turn to page 94 and read 
that scene. I want to lap-dissolve 
through Queen Victoria. Simmons, 
you’re supposed to be a cutter. Give 
me some ideas. 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And nOW, 

folks, Fm told that none other than 
Larry Toms is with us tonight. And 
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he’s not altogether by his lonesome 
for hanging on his manly arm is none 
other than Mrs. Susan Seabrook, 
mother of America’s Crown Prince- 
Happy! 

BENSON. Hooray! 

CUTTER. I got a way of cutting all 
that Boer War stuff so you won’t 
even miss it. 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . , And nOW I 

have the honor to present Mrs. Sea- 
brook, the mother of Happy . . . 

c.F. Will you turn that infernal 
thing off? (To cutter) I can’t cut 
the Boer War. It’s historically valu¬ 
able. 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And now I 
have the honor to present Mrs. Sea- 
brook, the mother of Happy— 

Susie’s voice. But I don’t know what 
to say! 
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letters asking about Happy’s diet. 
You read a lot of advertisements of 
what he eats but if Happy ate every¬ 
thing they said he ate I guess he’d 
be a giant, and he’s really got a very 
little stomach. 


BENSON. Good for Susie! Truth in 
advertising! 


c.F. Cstruck hy appalling thought'). 
Benson, was Queen Victoria alive 
during the Boer War? 


BENSON. If she’s alive in the picture, 
she was. 


RADIO ANNOUNCER (through this) 

Folks, this is the premiere of Cecil B. 
de Mille’s super-spectacle of Egyp¬ 
tian life. King Smd, at Grauman's 
Chinese— 

Susie’s voice. Can I say hello to all 
my girl friends at the Julia Marshall 
High School? . . . Hello! 


BENSON. Susie’s on the air. 


C.F. Benson— 


RADIO ANNOUNCER. Is it true, Mrs. 

Seabrook, that you and Larry have 
been window shopping? 

susie’s voice (and it's very nervous 
indeed). Well— 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. The miciophone 
is yours. 

susie’s voice. I would like to thank 
all of you for the thousands of letters 
and gifts that you’ve sent my baby 
Happy. I read all your letters and 
some of them make me cry—they’re 
so pathetic. I would like to send all 
of you money only I haven’t got that 
much and the studio won’t let me. 
I’d like to say a few words about the 


BENSON. Ssssh . . . Susie’s talking. 

susie’s voice, a. lot of you wonder 
in your letters how a grown woman 
can go to high school. Well, it's not 
easy. I’m a mother, and the other girls 
aren’t . . . 

BENSON. Let’s hope not. 

susie’s voice (brightly). ... al¬ 
though some of the girls are very 
developed. 

radio announcer (quickh). Folks, 
this is the premiere of King Saul, 
Cecil B. de Mille’s super-spectacle 
of Egyptian life. . . . 
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c.F. Shut that infernal thing off. 
(benson lifts hand like traffic signal 

Susie’s voice. I didn’t finish. I want¬ 
ed to explain that I’m going to high 
school so I can keep up with Happy 
when he goes to college. Because I’m 
the only one Happy can go to. He 
hasn’t got a father, and— 


RADIO ANNOUNCER (vcry, vcry firm¬ 
ly)- That was Happy’s mother, folks. 
... She was wearing a white evening 
gown. And folks, meet Larry Toms, 
the lucky man. 

c.F. Benson, can we lap-dissolve 
through, do you think, on page 94 ? 

Larry’s voice. I know this is going 
to be a wonderful picture. 


RADIO announcer. A little bird has 
whispered to me that you and Mrs 
Seabrook are contemplating mar¬ 
riage, Larry. 


c.F. (rises). What’s that? 

Rodney’s voice. I did not go down 
on the Morro Castle. I’ve searched 
for you in the four corners of the 
earth. Susie, why did you leave me? 

c.F. (excitedly). Did you hear that? 

BENSON (softly). Yes. I wonder what 
that was . . . 

(Cries are heard of "Here, Office/'— 
inarticulate shouts—a siren.) 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. Folks, there was 
a slight interruption. That voice you 
heard was a young man . . . he . . . 
well, he threw his arms about Mrs. 
Seabrook and kissed her. There’s 
some confusion—a police officer is 
making his way through—they've 
got the young man ... no, they 
haven’t got him . . . Folks, this is the 
opening of Cecil B. de Mille’s super- 
spectacle of Egyptian life, King Saul, 
at Grauman’s Chinese . . . 
(benson turns it off.) 


BENSON. Well, what do you know 
about that? 

c.F. Will you come here, Benson, 
with that script? 

larry’s voice. Well, to tell you the 
uiuth— 

benson. He’s blushing. 

larry’s VOICE. I kinda missed the 
little fella after the day’s work was 
done. So I guess pretty soon I’ll be 
Happy’s father off the screen as well 
as on— 

BENSON. Who wrote his speech? 
You or Rosetti? 

Rodney’s voice. Stop! I’m Happy’s 
father! 


C.F. (stunned). Good Gad! (Phone 
rings. He moves to it.) 

benson (shakes his head). Strangest 
thing I ever heard. 

C.F. Oh, hello, B.K. . . , Yes, I’ve 
just heard it over the radio , .. (Mis¬ 
erable) I’m sitting here trying to cut 
Young England . . . what? . . . But, 
B.K., ... yes, of course, it's a serious 
situation ... I agree wdth you , . . 
yes,... yes ... of course ... I’ll get 
hold of the mother immediately. (He 
rises; hangs up, still dazed. To ben¬ 
son) B.K.'s coming down to the stu¬ 
dio! (Phone rings) Yes . . , Look 
here, I’ve nothing to say to the press. 
It’s a canard. (He hangs up. Phone 
rings again) I won’t answer it. 

(miss crews etiters.) 
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MISS CREWS. Doctor Tompkins is 
calling you, Mr. Friday. He says it's 

important. 

c.F. What’s he want? I’m not in. 
Call Mrs. Seahrook’s house and have 
her ring me the minute she comes in. 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She 
exits.) 


c.F. Benson, do you think that young 
man was genuine? 


BENSON (rises, crosses around down¬ 
stage end of couch'). Search me. 


c.F. Well, we’il soon find out. B.K.’s 
set the police after him. 


BENSON (a little disturbed). Why do 
that? Best thing the studio can do is 
ignore it. 


c.F. We can’t ignore it. This has 
brought up the whole paternity issue. 

BENSON. What of it? 
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c.F. You don’t seem tn realize— 

BENSON. Why, this is going to send 
Happy’s stock up one hundred per 
cent. From now on he's not only cute 
he’s romantic. 

c.F. He’s illegitimate! I know Amer¬ 
ica! 

CUTTER (^sttidying the scri-pt). What 
about Prince Albert? I can cut him 
out of the picture and you won’t even 
miss him. 

c.F. (crossing below desk). Yes, yes, 
Simmons. You go to the cutting room 
and do the best you know how. 
(siMMONS rises and puts chair up 
against wall) I’ve something more 
urgent right now. (Crosses to Sim¬ 
mons) And, for God’s sake, Sim¬ 
mons, get me some trumpets that 
sound like trumpets. 

CUTTER (not gruffly, hut politely). 
You sure you don’t mean a trombone, 

C.F.? 


C.F. Suppose Happy has a skeleton 
in his closet? 

BENSON (lies on couch). I don’t even 
know if he’s got a closet. 

c.F. Save your gags for your pictures. 
They need them. I’ve never heard 

B. K. so excited. (Crosses to window) 
What do you think the reaction wiU 
be in the sticks—in the provinces? An 
illegitimate baby! 

BENSON. This is 1935 . 

C. F. To me, yes. But how many in¬ 
tellectuals have we in America? 

BENSON. One. 


C.F. No. I mean trumpets. I’m not 
a musician but I know what I mean. 
Trumpets—that slide. (He panto¬ 
mimes a trombone, of course.) 

BENSON (to cutter). He wants it 
slide trumpet. 

(cutter exits. Simtiltaneoiisly 
through other door green and sladb 
appear.) 

green. Well, we’ve got that rounde 
lay. 

c.F. What do you want? What roun 
delay? 

(Phone rings.) 

green. Park it, Otto. (Both go to 
piano.) 
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c.F. C<^t ■phone'). Yes-yes-no, Mr. c.v. Where’s Mrs. Seabrook> What 
Friday is not here. He has nothing did you do with her? 
to say to the press. (He hangs up.) 

LARRY. 1 don’- know, and I don’t 


GREEN. You’re going to be enthusias¬ 
tic about this. WeVe been up all 
night working on it. (slade starts 
playing Beethoven’s Turkish March. 
As c.F. starts toward the piano, the 
phone rings) Smooth, ain’t it? 

c.F. (at phone). Miss Crews? 
Where’s Mrs. Seabrook? Why 
haven’t you got her? (To green) I 
will not listen to anv more music. 


care. 

BENSON O^ockingly). ‘1 kinda 
missed the little fella after the day’s 
work was done—” 

c.F. C^^iiickly). Look here, Larry, I 
want to know what Susie said. Did 
she know the young man? What did 
she say? 


CREEN. Get a load of this. It’s the 
real McCoy. 

c.F. (at phone). Yes—I’m holding 
the line—all right, never mind. Call 
me. (Hangs iip. To slade and 
green) ril call the studio guards if 
cou don’t stop that infernal din I’ll 
report you to B.K. for insubordina¬ 
tion. ril have your contracts torn up! 

GREEN. Are you kidding, or is this on 
the level? 


LARRY. You listen to what I gotta 
say. I ain’t goin’ to go through with 
no contract to play v^nth no unhap- 
tized baby! 

ROSETTi (placatingly). Just a mo¬ 
ment, Larry— 

LARRY. I’m through! (Overwhelmed 
with the memory) On the air—with 
all my fans listening in! I’m sertdng 
you notice now. I ain’t marr^nng her. 
I ain’t doing no more pictures with 


c.F. (^t out! 

GREEN. O.K. Don’t get tough! Come 
on, Otto. (Crosses hack of couch to 
door) But it’s a fine how-do-you-do 
when you call up a couple of artists 
late at night and put 'em to work 
going through Beethoven’s symipho- 
nics for a little inspiration and then 
give them the bum’s rush just be¬ 
cause vou ain’t in the mood, (green 

and SLADE exit.) 

(larry and rosetti enter, hath in 
tails and toppers.) 

rosetti. Now calm dovm, Larry, 
calm down— 

LARRY. I’m not saying a word. 


ROSETTI. Larry, will you listen to 
reason? 

LARRY. There’s only one thing you 
can do for me, Rosetti. Get me a 
doctor. I’m going up to my dressing 
room, I need a sedative. 

(law enters quietly.) 

BENSON. Don’t stand there. Get him 
a doctor— 

LAW. Take me. I’m a qualified vet¬ 
erinary. 

(rosetti e;cits with larry.) 

c.F. Law— 

(benson sits up.) 
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law. Hello, C.F. I just got your mes¬ 
sage at the hotel. Young England in 
trouble? Well, the old salvaging crew 
will pitch in. (Takes off his coat.) 

C.F. Were you there? 

LAW. Where? At the opening? Yes. 
Extraordinary', wasn’t it? 

BENSON (significantly)’ We heard it 
over the radio. 

LAW (casually). How’d it come over? 

BENSON (admiringly). Clear as a 
bell! 

LAW. It certainly broke Larry up. 
You should have seen our chivalrous 
hero running from the rescue. Wliy, 
the wind whistled right past me! 

C.F. Law, do you think that fellow 
was a crank, or do you think he was 
really— 

LAW (judicially). Hard to say. He 
had a sinister underlip. 

C.F. (into iphone). Miss Crews, did 
you get Mrs. Seabrook’s house? No 
one answers? Someone must answer 
—she has a menage! (Hangs up. Dic¬ 
tograph buzzes) Hello? 

B. K.’s VOICE. Look here, Friday . . . 

C. F. Yes, B.K. 

B. K.’s VOICE. Did you get any dope 
on that young man? 

C. F. No. I can’t get any information. 
No one seems to know. 

B.K.'s VOICE. Why not? I ask you to 
do the simplest little thing and, as 
usual, you fall down on me. 
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C.F. (piteously). Wliy blame me? I 
was sitting here cutting Young Eng¬ 
land. 

B. K.’s VOICE. Don’t bother me with 

Young England. You come up here 
—I want to talk with vou. 

C. F. Yes, B.K. I’ll be right up. (He 
?j/oves to the door; sighs) Sometimes 
I wonder if this industiA^ is worth 
the sacrifice. (He exits.) 

BENSON (smiles). Wliat’d you do 
with him? 

LAW. Put him in an office across the 
hall. 

BENSON (aghast). Wffiat? Whv here? 

LAW. Tliev won’t look for him here. 

BENSON. Why didn’t you dump him 
somewhere else? 

LAW. And leave him free to roam— 
and blab? Listen, Benson, B.K.’s 
called the Chief personally and the 
whole damn police department is 
scouring the town for Rodney. 
(Crosses to liquor cabinet; pours a 
drink) And you don’t know what 
I’ve been up against with Rodney. 
(He drwks) In his own peculiar 
English fashion, he’s not entirely nit¬ 
witted. I had to shove him at the 
mike, and he’s been demanding ex¬ 
planations ever since. 

BENSON. One question: What’ll w."» 
do with him? 

LAW (crossing hack to couch; sits). 
Frankly, I planned every'thing but 
Rodney’s disposal. I don’t know. Buf 
given a little time we’ll work this 
problem out. 
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BENSON (^really aghast now). Time? 

LAW. Rodney’s all right. He doesn't 
!:now it, but I’ve locked him in. 

BENSON. Listen; I've got a wife to 
support! Lve got a job to keep! I 
haven’t got Vermont on my mind! 
J like writing pictures! I’m no god¬ 
damn realist! 

LAW (soothingly). Easy, there, easy— 

BENSON. If B.K. even dreamed we 
had anything to do with this we’d 
be blacklisted in the indust^)^ 

LAW (risiug). Give me a chance to 
think, will you? Wiy the panic? I’ll 
admit I’ve overlooked a few details. 

BENSON. Get that guv out of the stu- 
lio. Put him on a plane to Mexico. 
Strangle him! I don’t care what you 
do. 

LAW. No— no. Murder leads to theft 
and theft leads to deceit. Haven’t you 
read De Quincey? 

BENSON. C.F. may breeze in here any 
•ninute. Will you get going? 

LAW. Ver)^ well, my sweet—I go. 
(He starts for door, revietnhers that 
he had a coat, looks around rooiii and 
finally locates it on couch. Gets it 
and exits. Phone rings.) 

BENSON (into phone). Hello .., Yes, 
fight here. Oh. hello, darling. How 
are you feeling? (Tenderly) Of 
course I recognized vour voice . . . 
Pearl, I’ll be home in half an hour. 
. . . Less . . . Well, what are you 
ciA'ina about? . . . But I told vou I 
:ouldn’t take vou to the openina. 
W^ell, if Louise was going whv didn’t 
you go with them? TTiey’d be tickled 


to have you . . . Listen, darling . ,. 

I know ... I know . . . Yes, I'm 
listening, . . . (law re-enters—a 
changed law. He goes right to the 
second telephone.) 

LAW (picking up the second tele- 
phone). Give me the front gate! 

BENSON (iflio phone). Yes, darling 
. . . yes , . , (Sincerely) Darling, 
please—please don’t say that. 

LAW. Smitty, this is Mr. Law. Any 
stranger go through the gate in the 
last ten minutes? . . . No? 

BENSON Csiglzs). Yes, darling. . . . 

LAW. Well, listen. The fellow that 
was on the air tonight—Happy’s 
father—yes! He’s loose in the studio 
... ^Teah. ... 

BENSON (turns to LAW, still holding 
the phone). What? 

LAW. Grab him and hold him. Don’t 
let anvore come near him. Report tc 
me personallv . . . yeah . . . 

BENSON. Darling, I’ll call you back. 
(Slams down the phone.) 

LAW (hangs up). Tire damn clean¬ 
ing woman let him out! 

O 

BENSON (apoplectic). I told you, 
didn’t I? I told you you shouldn't 
have brought him here! (susiB enters. 
She has been magnificently decked 
out for the opening, hut despite her 
splendor she seems extremely un¬ 
happy.) 

SUSIE. Oh, Mr. Benson ... I tried 

to get you at your house but Mrs. 

Benson said vou were here. I tried 

« 

to get you, too, Mr. Law. at the 
hotel. 
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lAW. Now, now, Susie—I know— 
I know. 

SUSIE. Oh, I should never have gone 
to that opening. I didn’t want to go. 
When I was dressing I put my slip 
on the wrong side. I knew something 
terrible was going to happen. And 
then in the nursery when I went to 
say good night to Happy, he wouldn’t 
eat his fonnula. And he wouldn’t 
say good night to me. He was so 
cross. I told Larry I didn’t want to 
leave Happy—but he insisted—and 
then the way Larry ran out on me - 

LAW (consolingly'). Now, now— 

SUSIE. Why should he do that? Oh, 
I was so ashamed ... I didn’t even 
see the picture. And then when I got 
home—I knew I shouldn’t have gone 
—I should never have left Happy. 
When I went to the hospital. . . . 

LAW. Hospital? 

BENSON. Hospital? 

SUSIE. TTiey won’t let me in . . . not 
for two weeks. 

BENSON (crosses to susie). Happy’s 
in the hospital? 

SUSIE ('puzzled'). Happy’s got the 
measles. 

LAW. What? 

SUSIE. And they won’t let me come 
near him. 

BENSON. Measles! 

LAW. He certainly picked the right 
time for it! 

SUSIE. That’s why he wouldn’t eat 
his formula. 
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c.F.’s VOICE (offstage; grimly). Well, 
we’ll see— (As he opens the door) 
I brought you some visitors, boys. 
Come in. (rodney enters with 
STUDIO OFFICER. To rodney). Arc 
these the men? 

RODNEY. They most certainly are. 

SUSIE (crosses to rodney). You know 
you’re not Happy’s father. 

RODNEY. Of course not, but- 

SUSIE. You couldn’t be! 

RODNEY. Of course not! My dear, 
I’m very sorry. Look here, we always 
seem to meet under extraordinary 
circumstances ... I never dreamt 
. . . I’d no idea ... It was all so spec¬ 
tacular . . . And to do this to vou— 
You were so kind to me . . . Thev 
said it was a trailer ... I didn’t real¬ 
ize until I was in the midst of it . . . 
And then I found myself in a car 
. . . v\ath him . . . (Indicates law) 
I asked him to bring me to you at 
once. Instead, he locked me in a dusty 
office. 

c.F. So you boys put him up to it! 

LAW. Before you say anything you’ll 
be sorry for, C.F. . . . (Turns to 
officer) Smitty, who called you to 
night to tell you this unfortunate 
young man was loose in the studio? 

OFFICER. Yon did, Mr. Law. 

LAW (grandly). That’s all. 

BENSON. Take him away. 

LAW. It’s an obvious psychiatric case, 

C.F. 




% 
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BENSON Cfo c.F.)* I wouldnt be 
iiirpriscd if he’s the boy thats been 
springing out of bushes. 

LAW. Certainly. Look at the way he 
Kissed Susie! 

RODNEY Ct^ppalled'). But you coached 
me for hours. Both of you. Wait— 
here are my lines. (He fumbles in 
his pocket) I know I have them— 
unless I’ve lost them. 

LAW. So you’re an author, too! And 
I thought it was extemporaneous. 

RODNEY. Here—here they are! My 
dear, ^vill you please read these 
lines? (He ha77ds the paper to susie) 
They’re the very words I spoke over 
the radio. 

SUSIE (reads and hacks away from 
rodney). You never said these lines. 
Tou must be a crank. Maybe you do 
spring out of bushes, 

RODNEY (stares). Oh, I beg your 
pardon. My lines are on the other 
side. 


MISS CREWS (enters). The new ( 

trumpets are here. (For once, c.F. is 
not interested. The trumpets blare 
out.) 


c.F. (info dictograph). B.K.? I lust 
found out—Benson and Law put that 
young man on the radio. 

B.K.’s VOICE. Are you sure of that? 

c.F. I have the proof. The young 
man is in my ofBce. 

B.K.’s VOICE. All right, fire them. I 
don’t want them on this lot. If they 
think they can get away with that— 

c.F. Fire them? Of course I'll fire 
them. 

(larry's voice is heard as he enters.) 

LARRY. Don’t tell me nothing—let go 
of me. (doctor and rosetti enter, 
following LARRY and struggling with 
him.) 

c.F. Quiet there— 


LAW (grabs for paper). I’ll take that! 
Susie— 

C.F. (takwg paper out of susie’s 
hand, brushes law aside). Just a 
minute. (Reads) “She’s a high¬ 
handed rich bitch.”—Tiger Tamer! 
—There it is in the comer. Tiger 
Tamer by J. Carlyle Benson and 
Robert Law! 


LARRY. Let go of mel 

c.F. Larry, I have neither the time 
nor the patience to pander to actors! 

LARRY (bellowing with the hurt roar 
of a wounded bull). No? Babies, 
huh . . . (Turns on susie) You— 


LAW (hurt to the quick). It’s a for- ^usie (frightened; rtins to benson). 
gery. Benson, we’ve been framed! What do you want? 


c.F. (grimly)* This is the last prank 
you’ll ever play. (Clicks the dicto- 
^raph.) 


LARRY. What do I want? That god¬ 
damn baby of yours has given me the 
measles! 


OOBT4IN 
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ACT THREE 


A hos'pital corridor. Several weeks later, facing us are several doors, ■punctu¬ 
ated hy the little white cards identifying the patients within. 

As the curtain rises, a white~clad nurse is walking down the corridor 
hearing a covered tray. Before she disappears, benson enters. He knocks 
on the door of the room where happy is e7isconced. slisie opens the door. 


SUSIE. Oh, hello, Mr. Benson. I’d 
ask you to come in but Happy’s still 
sleeping. The doctor says he can be 
discharged tomorrow or the day after, 
he’s getting along so fine. \\^ere’s 
Mr. Law? 

BENSON. I don’t know. We haven’t 
been patronizing the same barrooms. 

SUSIE. You look as if you didn’t get 
much sleep. 

BENSON (slumping into a wheel 
chair}. I didn’t. 

SUSIE (pityingly}. Why don’t you 
go home? 

BENSON. Home? 

SUSIE. Is there anything wrong? 

BENSON. Not a thing! Everything’s 
fine. 

SUSIE. How’s Mrs. Benson? 

BENSON. She’s fine. 

SUSIE. That’s good. I called your 
house to thank her for the radio for 
Happy but they said you moved. 

BENSON. We were moved. 


SUSIE. You mean vou were thrown 
out? 

BENSON. If you want to be technical 
about it, yes. 

SUSIE. Oh, I’m sorry. 

BENSON (hroodingly}. What hurts is 
Aggrafino Jesus. 

SUSIE. Who? 

BENSON. My favorite Filipino butler. 
He slapped a lien on my brand-new 
Packard. 

SUSIE. Oh! 

BENSON. That’s what the mission¬ 
aries taught him! 

SUSIE. You boys shouldn’t have 
played that joke on me. You only 
hurt yourselves. Please don’t drinl< 
any more, Mr. Benson. 

BENSON. So it’s come to that! Yours 
going to reform me. 

SUSIE. Well, I feel just like a sister 
to you boys. That's why I couldn’t 
stay mad at you. Please, Mr. Benson, 
if you need money—I can give you 
some. I mean—when the studio sends 
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Happy’s checks. They haven t sent 
them yet. 


NURSE (taking it). Very well. (She 
exits.^ 


BENSON (/ooking wp). Tliey haven't? 
How many do they owe you? 


BENSON. Why deprive me of the 
pleasure of kicking an actor? 


SUSIE. Two. I called Mr. Friday but 
he wouldn’t talk to me. Do you think 
thv'^v’re docking Happy? 

BENSON. They can’t do that. Measles 
are an act of God. 

(nurse enters with a box of flowers.^ 

NURSE. Some flowers for you, Mrs. 
Seabrook. 

SUSIE (extending her hand for it). 
Oh, thank you. 

NURSE. And he’d like to know if he 
can come up to see you. He’s down¬ 
stairs. 


SUSIE. It wasn’t his fault. After all, 
you put him up to it. 

BENSON (outraged'). Are you de* 
fending him? 


SUSIE. Oh, no, I’m just as disap¬ 
pointed in him as you are. But I’m 
trying to be fair. (She pauses) He 
writes very nice letters. (A far-away 
look comes into her eves.) 


BENSON (suspiciously). What kind 
of letters do you write him? 


SUSIE (hastily). Oh, I don’t write 
any letters. 


SUSIE (embarrassed). Oh . . . 


BENSON. Good! 


BENSON. Who’s downstairs? Who’s 
sendina you flowers? 

SUSIE (reluctantly). It’s Mr. Bevan. 
You know— 

BENSON. You haven’t been seeing our 
Nemesis? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. But he’s been WTit- 
ing me every day and sending me 
flowers. I didn’t tell you. I didn’t 
w'ant to get you excited. 

BENSON (fo nurse; swectly). Tell 
him to come up, Nurse. And stand 
by. 


SUSIE. I’m afraid of my spelling. 
(law enters. There’s an air of on- 
my-way abotit him.) 

LAW. Hello, Susie. . . . And good¬ 
bye, Susie. 

SUSIE. Hello, Mr. Law. Are you go¬ 
ing away? 

LAW. I am. 

SUSIE. Wliere? 

LAW. WTiere I belong. Vermont. 
Where you can touch life and feel 
life, and write it! (Glares at benson.) 


SUSIE (quickly). Oh, no, Nurse. He’s 
not to come up. I don’t want to see 
him. Ever. And give him back his 
flow'ers. (She hands box back to 
nurse.) 


BENSON. When does the great exo¬ 
dus begin? 

LAW. In exactly thirty-five minutes. 
I’m flying back to my native hills, 
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like a homing pigeon. No stopping 
in New York for me! I’ve chartered 
a plane—right to Vermont. 

BENSON. Chartered a plane! Where’d 
you get the money? 

LAW Cgr^tdgwgly'). Well, there are 
twelve Rotarians coming along. 

BENSON. You’ll he hack in a week. 
SUSIE (^eagerly'). Will you, Mr. Law? 

law (scornfullyX Back to what? Sun¬ 
shine and psyllium seed? Listen, I’ve 
got me a little shack overlooking the 
valley . . . I’m going to cook my own 
food, chop my own wood, and 
write— 

BENSON C^ardonically'). At twenty 
below? 



LAW. Only the heady wine air that 
has no dregs! 

SUSIE. Because you’re crazy enough 
without drinking. 

LAW C^Iefensively'). I drank for 
escape . . . escape from myself . . . 
but now I’m free! I’ve found pence! 

SUSIE. You’ll say good-bye to Happy 
before you go? I want him to re¬ 
member vou. 

LAW. Right now! 

SUSIE. Wait’ I’ll see if he’s awake. 
(She enters happy’s room.') 

BENSON. \^^ill you send me a copy 
of the book—autographed? 


LAW (ra-pturously). Snow! . . . God, 
how I love snow! (He raises his eyes 
to Heaven.) 


And since to look at things in 
bloom 

Fifty springs are little room, 
About the woodlands I will go 
To see the cherry—hung with 
snow! 


LAW. You get copy number one-* 
first edition. 

BENSON. WTiat’s the book about? 

LAW. I’m going to bare my soul . . . 
I’m going to write life in the raw. 
I’ve got the opening all planned- 
two rats in a sewer! 


SUSIE. That’s poetry. 


BENSON. Sounds delightful. 


LAW. A. E. Housman! Shropshire 
Lad. (He pats the hook in his 
pocket.) 

BENSON. There’s plenty of snow in 
Arrowhead. 

LAW. Yeah; they deliver it in trucks. 
And even when it’s real you think it’s 
cornflakes. 

SUSIE. You won’t drink too much in 
Vermont, will you, Mr. Law? 


LAW (scornfully). You wouldn’t ap¬ 
preciate real writing. You^'e been 
poisoned. On second thought, I won’t 
send you a book. 

BENSON. Tell me more about the rats. 
What’s your story? 

LAW (slightly patronizing). This 
isn’t a picture that you paste together, 
Mr. Benson. I’m going to wTite Life 
Life isn’t a story . . . it’s a discordant 
overture to death’. 
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BENSON. Well, if you want people 
to read it, the boy had better meet 
the girl. 

LAW. Tliere is no girl. There is no 
boy. These are people—real, live 
people—listen! I'm not even going to 
use a tj'pcwriter! I'm going to weigh 
every word—with a pencil! 

BENSON. Well, maybe you’re on the 
right track. You’ve got something to 
say—and the talent to say it with. 

LAW. It’s finally penetrated! 

BENSON. You’re probably doing the 
right thing. 

LAW. TTie only thing. It’s different 
with you—you've got a wife. 

BENSON. I had. 

LAW. Huh? 

BENSON. Oh—uh—Pearl left last 
night. 

o 

LAW. No! I’m sorry. 

BENSON (shrugs). You can’t blame 
her. She wasn’t wild about marrying 
me in the first place. I coaxed her 
into it. I painted some pretty pictures 
For her. It just didn’t pan out. 

LAW. You Still want her? 

BENSON (aluiost to himself). I guess 

I do. 

LAW. Personally, I’d say the hell with 
her. 

BENSON (smiles bitterly). The 

trouble is I don’t mean it when I say 
it. (hosetti enters.) 


ROSETTi. Hello, boys. 

LAW (cheerily). Hello, louse. Get 
Benson a job, will you? He wants to 
stay in this God-forsaken hole. 

ROSETTI. Listen! I’m not handling 
second-hand vnriters. Chicken feed! 
Right now I’m immersed in a three 
million dollar deal. 

LAW (interested). Yeah? 

ROSETTI. Yeah. With Gaumont Brit¬ 
ish, and I'm underestimating when 
I say three million because B.K.’s 
turned down three million. Why 
should I bother with writers on the 
blacklist? So don’t go calling me a 
louse! (susiE enters.) 

SUSIE (gaily). Happy has his eyes 
open. You want to come in now, Mr. 
Law? 

LAW. Coming, Susie. (He follows 
SUSIE into happy’s room.) 

BENSON, Rosetti— (Going to him, 
whispering) Law wants to leave. 
He’s flying in half an hour. Can you 
call up the studios? Can you get us a 
one-picture contract? We’ll make you 
our agent for life. He's leaving! 

ROSETTI. Sure, he's leaving. Nobodv 
wants him. 

BENSON. How do you know? You 
haven’t tried. 

ROSETTI. I’ve tried. I don’t let my 
personal feelings interfere wath com¬ 
missions. 

BENSON. Listen, I’ve been a scene 
painter, prop boy, camera man, di¬ 
rector, producer ... I even sold film 
in Australia . . . Tliey can’t throw 
me out of this business! 
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rosetti Ccjosses to a door and throws 
it hack'). They won’t touch you with 
a ten-foot pole. You, Law, or Happy. 

BENSON. Or Happy? 

rosetti. I gave B.K. a swell angle. 
Listen in on KNX this afternoon. 

BENSON. Huh? 

rosetti. The world is full of babies. 
You can get them two for a nickel. 
(He opens inner door and meets 
LARRY coming out) Hello, Larry. I 
was just coming in to see you. (nurse 
pushes LARRY in wheel chair into 
corridor.) 

law’s VOICE. Good-bye, Happy. (He 
enters with susie) Good-bye, Susie. 

SUSIE. Good-bye, Mr. Law. 

law. Hello, Larry. How’s every little 
spot? 

LARRY. What’s the idea? 

LAW. What idea? 

LARRY. What’s the idea of sending 
me a box of dead spiders? 

LAW. Didn’t vou like the box? 

LARRY. You wait until I’m through 
convalescing! 

NURSE. Now, don’t excite yourself. 
You heard what the doctor said. 
You’re going for your sun bath now. 
(She wheels him out.) 

ROSETTI. I’ll go along with you, Larry. 
I’ve got some great news for you. 
B.K.’s lending you out to Mascot! 
(He exits.) 


LARRY (fls he goes out). What? 

LAW. Well, Susie, take good care of 
Happy. 

SUSIE. Oh, I will. 

LAW. Continue your education. 

SUSIE. I’m doing that. 

LAW C^uickly). What’s the capital 
of Nebraska? 

SUSIE. Lincoln. 

LAW. Who hit Sir Isaac Newton on 
the bean with an apple? 

SUSIE. The law of gravity. 

LAW. Who said, “Don’t give up thi 
ship?” 

SUSIE. Captain James Lawrence in 
the battle of Lake Eric, 1813 . 

LAW. Don’t give up the ship, Susie- 
I’ll write you. (He kisses her on the 
forehead.) 

SUSIE. Good-bye, Mr. Law. I’ve got 
to go back to Happy. (Her voice 
breaks) I feel awful funny—your 
going away. (Exits.) 

BENSON (finally). Well, you bastard 
—get out of here. 

LAW. I’m going, stinker. (Crosses to 
BENSON. They look at each other. A 
pause. Then law extends hand. They 
shake. LAW moves to go.) 

BENSON (without turning). Say- 
(law stops) I don’t suppose you’ll 
be interested—Rosetti finally ad¬ 
mitted Paramount wants us. Two 
thousand bucks a week to save Diet- 
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rich. We can close the deal in three 
or four days. 

LAW (tnrrzs slowly'). My plane leaves 
in twenty-five minutes. And you re a 
liar! 

BENSON. I’m not trying to hold you 
back. But I figured this time you 
might save your money and— 

LAW. I can live on twelve dollars a 
week in Vermont—in luxury! 

BENSON. It would kind of help me 
out— If I could lay my hands on 
some ready dough Pearl might listen 
to reason. 

LAW (casually). Well, we loaned out 
a lot of money in our time. Collect 
it. And send me my share. 

BENSON. I thought of that. The 
trouble is I don't remember just who 
it was—and how much. The only 
one I remember is Jascha Simkovitch. 

LAW. Who? 

BENSON. Jascha Simkovitch. TTie 
fellow that came over with Eisen- 
stein. Don't you remember? You 
made a wonderful crack about him. 
He said “There's a price on my head 
in Russia.” And you said, ‘Teah— 
two roubles,” (Laughs. He is flatter- 
hig LAW smoothly.) 

I, AW with him). Sure, I re¬ 

member him. Why, we gave that 
bed-bug three thousand bucks! Get 
hold of him and collect it. 

BENSON. He's in Paris. What’s-his- 
name came over and said Jascha was 
iii’fng at the Ritz bar. 


LAW. Then you can't collect it, WcU^ 
I'm off. (He moves to exit once 
more.) 

BENSON (as if struck with sudden 
thought). Wait a minute! I’ve got a 
great gag for you! Let's call Jascha 
up in Paris—on Larry's phone! 
(Chuckles, throws arms around law. 
Both laugh) Can you imagine Larry’s 
face when he gets the hill? A fare¬ 
well rib! 

LAW (hesitates). Have I got time? 

BENSON (reassuringly; looks at his 
watch). You’ve got plenty of time. 

LAW. I’ll work fast. Stand guard, 
Benson. (He enters larry's room. 
BENSON follows and. ‘partly closes 
door.) 

law’s VOICE. Fm talking for Mr 
Toms. I want to put a call through 
to Paris, France. ... I want Jascia 
Simkovitch . . . Hotel Ritz, Paris. 

. . . Listen, don't worry about the 
charges . . . That’s right—Jascha, as 
in Heifetz . . . S-i-m-k-o-v-i-t-c-h. 
(benson closes door on law. nurse 
enters with registered letter, knocks 
on Susie’s door, benson looks at his 

watch. SUSIE appears.) 

NURSE. Registered letter for you 
Mrs. Seabrook. 

SUSIE. For me? 

NURSE. You’ll have to sign for it 
There’s a return receipt on it. (sustB 
signs.) 

SUSIE. Now what do I do? 

NURSE. Now you give me the receipt 
back and I’ll give it to the postman. 
He’s waiting for it. Heres your let- 
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ter. COURSE exits, susib opens let¬ 
ter.') 

SUSIE Ccheerily). Why—it’s from Mr. 
Friday, (law emerges, as she opens 
the letter.) 

law. The scr\dce had better be good 
or there’ll be no farewell rib. I haven't 
got much time. 

SUSIE. Oh, didn t you go yet, Mr. 
Low? 

law. I’m on my way! 

SUSIE C^eacling letter). Wiat does 
Mr. Friday mean when he says 
they’re taking advantage of Clause 
5A? 

LAW. What? Let me see that. (He 
reads the letter, benson looks over 
his shoulder) Well, this is the god- 
damnedest . . . 



BENSON. Yeah. Finished—done. Ai 
the age of eight months— In his 
prime! 

SUSIE. Out of pictures? 

BENSON (turning on law). And 
tlicre’s the man who did it. It was 
your brilliant idea! 

SUSIE (sitch a nice girl!). Oh, nc. 
After all, it was just like a dream. 1 
had to w'ake up some time. 

LAW (as phone rings). I guess that’s 
Paris. 

SUSIE. WTiat’s Paris? (Phone still 
rings.) 

BENSON. Go ahead and have your 
farewell rib, and get out, author! 
(Phone still rings, law enters room.) 

SUSIE. What’s Paris? 


SUSIE. You mustn’t swear so much. 
I don’t mind—I'm used to it—but 
Happy might hear vou. What does 
it mean? 

LAW (reading). Clause 5 A—when an 
artist through illness—for a period of 
more than fourteen davs— 


BENSON (going to door of larry’s 
room). A city in France. 

LAW (in room). Hello—right here.— 
Yes—yes—I’m ready. Hello! . . . Hello 
—Jascha? Jascha Simkovitch? This is 
Bobby Law. Is it raining in Paris? 
. . . well, it’s not raining here! 


BENSON. They’re just using that for benson. Wonderful age we’re living 
an excuse. It’s the paternity issue! in! 


SUSIE. What paternity issue? 

BENSON. Tliey’re crazy! That kid’s 
going to be as good as he ever was— 
better. 

SUSIE. What does it mean? 

LAW. It means, Susie—Happy is out. 
SUSIE. Out? 


LAW (in room). Listen, Jascha, arc 
you sober? . . . How come? . . . Oh, 
you just got there! . . . You’re going 
to London? . . . Today? . . . Idold 
the wire, (law enters) I’ve got an 
idea! Let’s buy the studio^ 

BENSON. What? 

LAW. You heard Rosetti. Gaumont 
British is offering three million. Let's 
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get Jascha to send a cable—sign it 
Gaumont British—offering four! 

BENSON. Why be petty? Offer five! 

LAW (judicially^. Right! (Exits into 
room.) 

SUSIE. You boys are very peculiar. 

LAW (in roofw). Jascha—got a pencil 
and paper? Fine. Listen, Jascha, we 
want you to send a cable from Lon¬ 
don as follows: Quote. . . . 

(larey enters in his wheel chair. 
BENSON closes the door hurriedly.) 

4 


labry. Hey, that’s my room! 

BENSON (firmly shutting the door), 
A private conversation should be pri* 
vate. 

LARRY. What’s the idea of using my 
phone? 

BENSON. Do you object? 

LARRY. Certainly I object. I ain’t 
gonna pay for your calls. 

BENSON. All right, if that’s the way 
you feel about it—here’s your nickel! 


BLACKOUT AND CURTAIN 


SCENE n 

In Your Own Home. That is, if you have one, and if you listen to the raido. 

RADIO ANNOUNCER. Ladics and Gen- Oliver Burnett of Glendale, Cali- 
tlemen, this is Station KNX—the fomia. Congratulations, Mr. and 
Voice of Hollywood. At this time we Mrs. Burnett. Contracts for your 

take great pleasure in announcing the baby are waiting in Mr. C. Elliot 

winner of the Roval Studios’ Baby Friday’s office at the Royal Studios. 
i)tar Contest to find the successor to Incidentally, Mr. Friday asks that 
Happy, who retired from the screen you bring your baby’s birth certifi- 
after his illness. Ladies and Gentle- cate and your marriage license. This 

men, the lucky baby is Baby Sylvester is KNX, the Voice of Hollyu'ood. 

Burnett, infant son of Mr. and Mrs. (Chimes are heard.) 


SCENE 111 

MR. Friday’s office, the following day. mr. Friday is sitting at ?iis desk, 
dictating to miss crews. 


c.F. My dear Mr. Pirandello. ... am writing to ascertain if possibly 
On second thought, you’d better you have something in your trunk- 
make that Signor Pirandello. . . I every author has—which would be 
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suitable as a vehicle for our new 
baby star, Baby Sylvester Burnett. 
It can be either a short story or 
sketch or a few lines which you can 
jot down at your leisure and which 
we can w'hip up into suitable material. 
I am writing of my own volition as 
both Mrs. Friday and I are great 
admirers of you. Very truly yours. 
. . . Now take a letter to Stark 
Young. C^ictograph ’buzzes') Yes? 

b. k.’s voice. Listen, Friday— 

c. F. What, B.K.? 

B.K.'s VOICE. Come right up here. 1 
want to jce you. We’ve got a new 
cable from Gaumont British. 

c.F. Gaumont British? Yes, sir, ril be 
right up. (He rises) Miss Crews, have 
YOU the contracts for the Burnett 
baby? 

MISS CREWS. Right on your desk, Mr. 
Friday. And the parents are in the 
commissary. 

c.F. Good. I’ve got to go up and see 
B.K. (Exits.) 

GREEN (who enters almost simul- 
taneouslyy followed by slade). 
Where is he? Where's C.F.? 

MISS CREWS. You can’t shoot him 
today. 

green. It’s a wonder we don’t. We’re 
walking up and down in front of the 
projection room developing an idea 
when we hear a number—our num¬ 
ber— We go in, and it’s in Young 
England! Our song! They don’t even 
tell us about it—they murdered it! 
They run dialogue over it. You got 
to spot a song—we ask for Guy Lom¬ 
bardo and they give us a six-piece 
symphony orchestia! 
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MISS CREWS. If you buy me a hand¬ 
kerchief I promise to cry. Lace, if you 
don’t mind. 

GREEN. Lissen— play her the number 
the way it should be. 

MISS CREWS. Must you? 

SLADE. Oh, what’s the use? 

GREEN. Give her the chorus. 

SLADE. I’m losing my pep. 

GREEN. You might as well hear it. 
Nobody else will, (slade plays') Will 

vou listen to that? Ain’t it a shame? 

✓ 

You promised love undying. 

And begged me to believe; 

Then you left, and left me cry- 


ing 


With pain in my heart, and. 
my heart on my sleeve. 

I really shouldn’t blame you 
Because you chose to leave; 

But one thing forever will 
shame you— 

It’s the pain in my heart, and 
my heart on my sleeve. 

(c.F. has entered.) 

c.r. Miss Crews! 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday? 

c.F. Miss Crews, get hold ot Benscjr 
and Law right away! 

MISS CREWS. Who? 

c.F. Have Benson and Law come 
here—immediately. 

MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Fridav. 
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GREEN SLADE younds away). 

That’s the chorus! That’s the chorus 
that you murdered! 


GREEN Cc^^stfallen^^ You did? (To 
slade) I thought you said it came to 
you in the middle of ihe night. 
Where? In the library? 


c.F. Wait a minute, 
Get me the hospital, 
to Happy’s mother. 


Miss Crews! 
I want to talk 


MISS CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She 
exits.) 


c.F. Will you get out of my office? 

GREEN (with sudden enthusiasm). 
We got a new number yc u’ll be crazy 
about. 


c.F. Miss Crews! Call my florist and 
tell him to send Happy a bouquet of 
roses. And some orchids for his 
mother, right away. (He turns to 
green) Will you stop that noise! 
(He picks up telephone.) 

GREEN. Noise? The song that you 
murdered? We just wanna see if you 
got a conscience. 

c.F. (into phone). Miss Crews, call 
up Magnin s and tell them to send a 
radio to the hospital for Happy. One 
of those slick, modeinistic sets in 
white. And don’t forget to have my 
card put in with the flowers. Did you 
get Benson and Law? ■ . . Well, did 
vou get Happy’s mother? . . . Well, 
get them! (Hangs up.) 

GREEN. Is that a song that you run 
dialogue over, C.F.? 

C.F. What are vou babbling about, 
Green? I haven’t used any of your 
songs in Youjig England! 

GREEN (outraged). Flow about \Vest- 
minster Abbey in the Moonlight? 
They '.vasn't our lyrics, but it was 
Dur tune! 

c.F. I used an old Jerome Kem num¬ 
ber we’ve had for years, out of the 
librar\'. 


c.F. I’ve got too much on my mind 
to listen to your tinny effusions. I 
told the studio to hire Richard Strauss 
and no one else. One great composer 
is uDrth twenty of your ilk! 

(rosetti enters with larp.y.) 

LARRY. Looka here, C.F., I just got 
out of a sick bed to see you. 

c.F What do you want Larry? 
(slade plays on) What do you want? 
I’m very busy. (Turns to green) 
Will you please go? I will not listen! 

GREEN (as the worm turns'). . . . 
O.K., music lover! (green and 
slade exit.) 

LARRY. I shouldn’t be here. I shoulo 
be on my ranch convalescing. I’m 
weak. 

c.F. Come to the point, Larry, ^ome 
to the point. 

LARRY (bitterly). What’s tiiC idea of 
lending me out to Mascot? I’m a star! 
I ain't goin’ to degrade myself by 
playing in no undignified thirty-thou- 
sand-dollar feature. 

c.F. Larry, face the facts-you’re 
through. 

LARHY. That’s a nice thing to tell a 
a sick man. 
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rosetti. Now, Larry, I told you. 
Your attitude is all wrong. 

LARRY. Never mind about my atti¬ 
tude. 


c.F. (at the phone). Miss Crews, 
have you got Benson and Lawr^ . . . 
Who’s gone to Vermont? . . . What 
about Susie? . . - \A^at? They left 
the hospital? (He hangs up.) 

rosetti (eagerly). What’s up, C.F.? 

c.F. (fually) This is confidential, 
Rosetti. (Loivers his voice) Gaumont 
British wants to buy the company in¬ 
tact. 

LARRY. Gaumont British? 

c.F. They want all our stars, includ¬ 
ing Happy. Naturally they want him. 
He's the sensation of London. 

rosetti. But B.K. turned down three 
million. I’ve been handling that deal 
nyself. 

c.F. They’ve raised it. They’ve just 
cabled an offer of five million. 

ROSETTI. They did? Say, that’s mar¬ 
vellous. I’m in on that! 

LARRY. Well, you better get me back 
from Mascot quick. Gaumont British 
wants me. Why, they made me an 
offer a year ago, only I was tied up. 


ROSETTI. You can the three of 
’em for a hundred a week. TTieyre 
broke. And they’re low. I’m going 
right after it. (He starts for door.) 

LARRY. Come back here. You’re sup 
posed to lie my agent! What are you 
going to do about me? 

ROSETTI. You’re all right where vou 
are—with Mascot. I’ll call you later 

C.F. (Exits.) 


LARRY (to c.F.) Mv agent! I been dis 
trustin’ that guy for years. (Exits.) 


C.F. (Who can balance a budget, 
picks up phone). Miss Crews, vou 
didn’t send those flowers off, did vou? 
. . . What? . . . But they’ve left the 
hospital. What about the radio? . . . 
Well, call them up right a\vay and 
cancel it. . . . W^o? . . . She’s here? 
Send her right in! (He crosses to 
greet susie. He is now cordial; 
hearty, a thing of beauty and a joy 
forever). Well, Susie, I’m delighted 
to see you. You’re looking ^vell. 1 
must say we’\'e missed you. I hear 
the boys are in Vermont. 

SUSIE (stands in door). Mr. Law was 
going but he missed the plane. 

c.F. (taken aback). Well, where are 
thev? 


SUSIE. They’re in B.K.’s office, get¬ 


ting the contracts. 


c.F. They made no mention of you. 


c.F. Without consulting me? 


LARRY. What? 

c.F. Rosetti, we’ve got to sign Happy 
immediately. Get hold of Susie and 
let’s close. 


SUSIE. Tliey said they don't trust 
you, Mr. Friday. 

c.F. Gad! After all I’ve done fo*' 
them! 
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SUSIE Cheating herself on the couch^. 

Do you mind if I sit here and do 
my homework? I’m way behind and 
I don't want to be left back. Tm 
supposed to wait here until they get 
B.K.'s signature, and then I'm going 
to sign. 

c.F. I’m going right up to see B.K. 
(miss crews enters.') 

MISS CREWS. Mr. and Mrs. Burnett 
have had their coffee and now they 
want their contracts. 

c.F. What contracts? 

MISS CREWS. The parents of the o:her 
infant. 

c.F. What other infant? What other 
infant is there except Happy? 

MISS CREWS. But what’ll I do with 

them? 

c.F. Send them away. (Now he sees 
RODNEY looking in throtigh door. 

RODNEY has a large box of flowers) 
What do you want? 

RODNEY. Here's the check for the 
milk—and other odd items. 

c.F. Check. 

RODNEY. I think you’ll find it correct. 
I verified it at the commissary. And 
of course I included a service charge 
—and interest at six per cent. The 
total is two dollars and eighty-four 
cents. Thank you. CDictograph 
buzzes.) 

c.F. (into dictograph). Hello— 

B.K.'s VOICE. Listen, Friday, you 
might as well be here. I'm settling 


the Happy contract with Benson axxc 
Law. 

c.F. Yes, B.K. I’m coming right up, 
(Phone rings; into phone) What? 

. . . I never asked for trumpets in 
the first place. I don’t want any 
trumpets. I want a period of utter 
silence. See that I get it. (Hangs 
up. To RODNEY) You get out! 

RODNEY (firmly). I've something to 
say to Mrs. Seabrook. (susie turns 
away. Softly) I brought you some 
flowers. 

c.F. Give her her flowers, and get out. 
And don't let me find you here when 
I come back. Miss Crews, I’ll be 
up in B.K.'s office. (He exits.) 

RODNEY. I know you don't want to 
see me. (Extends flowers) Won’t you 
take them? (miss crews exits) 1 
wrote, you know. I explained every¬ 
thing. 

SUSIE (still not facing him). Happy’s 
not allowed to have flowers. 

RODNEY. Oh, but they’re for Happy’s 
mother—from Happy’s father. 

SUSIE (turning; aghast). Are you jok¬ 
ing about what vou did? 

RODNEY. I’m not joking. Lord, no. 1 
mean it. Look here—will you marry 
me? (susiF stares at him) I’ve 
thought it all out. I owe it to you. 
Shall we consider it settled? 

SUSIE. Did Mr. Law and Mr. Benson 
put you up to this, too? 

RODNEY. Good Lord, no. 1 haven’t 
seen them and, what’s more, I don't 
intend to. 
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marry me? 

RODNEY. I owe it to you. 

SUSIE (fl«gn/y). That’s no reason. 

RODNEY. My visa’s expired—I’ve two 
days’ grace. I must get a train this 
afternoon. Are you coming with me? 

SUSIE. I don’t think you’d make a 
very sensible father for Happy. I 
don’t think so at all. 

RODNEY. I’m not at all sensible. I’m 
frightfully stupid—impulsive—emo¬ 
tional—but I’m not really at my best 
these days. Most people aren’t when 
they’re infatuated. 

SUSIE. You couldn’t be infatuated 
with me! 

RODNEY. But I am. Look here, it’s 
no good debating. My mind’s made 
up. I don’t frequently make it up, but 
when I do, I stick to the end. 

SUSIE. But you don’t know about 
my past. 

RODNEY. I’ve been through all that, 
in my mind. It doesn’t matter. 

SUSIE. But it does. I’m ashamed to 
tell you. 

RODNEY. Please don’t, then. 

SUSIE. Happy’s father was a bigamist. 

RODNEY. Eh? 

SUSIE. He married twice. 

RODNEY. Is that it? 

SUSIE. What did you think? 
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RODNEY. It doesn’t really matter. 

SUSIE. I didn’t know he was married 
before. 

RODNEY. But, good Loid, nobody can 
blame yon. 

SUSIE. His wife did. 

RODNEY. Naturally. 

SUSIE. How was I to know? And it 
w'asn’t his fault, either. He got a 
Mexican divorce and he didn t know 
it wasn’t good. 

RODNEY. Oh! 

SUSIE (^drawing herself up d la Fair¬ 
fax). So I said to him, “Your duty is 
to your first wife.” And I ran away. 
I didn’t know I was going to have 
Happy, then. 

RODNEY. Have vou—heard from him? 

SUSIE. Oh, no. Of course, he should 
have told me in the first place. But 
he was infatuated, too, and I didn’t 
know any better. 

RODNEY. Well, have you divorced 
him? 

SUSIE. No. 

RODNEY. You’ll have to clear that 
matter up, I think—immediately. 

SUSIE. I can’t clear it up. He's dead, 

RODNEY. Oh! 

SUSIE. She shot him. 

RODNEY. His wife? 

SUSIE. Yes. 
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SUSIE. I hear from her sometimes. 
She's awfully sorry. 

RODNEY (brightly^. Well then, 
you’re free to marry, aren't you? 

SUSIE. Oh, I’m free, hut the poinv is 
—do I want to? After all, I don’t 
know you very well, and every time 
we meet something terrible happens. 
I didn’t know Jack very well, either, 
and look what happened to him. I’ve 
go to be careful. 

RODNEY. But I’m not a bigamist. 

SUSIE. Maybe not. You may be some¬ 
thing else. 

RODNEY. But the British Consul’ll 
vouch for me. He knows my family. 
I haven’t had much of a life, but it’s 
an open book. 

SUSIE. Oh, T believe you. But I can’t 
listen to my heart. I’ve got to listen to 
mv head. 

RODNEY. Of course, I haven’t much 
to offer you. I’ve just come into a lit¬ 
tle money, and on mv thirtieth birth- 
dav I come into a great deal more. We 
can have a flat in London and one 
of mv aunts is goina to leave me a 

. O O 

place in the countT\^ 

SUSIE. That’s in Europe, isn’t it? 

RODNEY. Yes, of course. 

SUSIE. Oh, I couldn't go to Europe. 

RODNEY. But why not? 

SUSIE. The boys want to put Happy 
hack in nictures. 


RODNEY. I wouldn’t hear of it. That’s 
no life for a baby. Thoroughly ab¬ 
normal. And, furthermore, I don’t 
like the California climate. Now in 
England we have the four seasons. 

SUSIE. You have? 

RODNEY (^ardently'). Summer, win 
ter, spring and fall. 

SUSIE Cfinally'). I want to ask you 
something, 

RODNEY. Certainly. 

SUSIE. When I come into a room- 
does something happen to you? 

RODNEY. Eh? Of course—very much 
so. 

SUSIE (rises and turns away'). Well, 
I’ll think it over. 

RODNEY (rises and takes susie’s 
arm). Look here, I couldn’t possibly 
take no for an answer, 

SUSIE. Of course, when you come 
into a room, something happens to 
me, too. 

RODNEY. Does it really? (susie nods. 
He takes her in his arms. They kiss. 
Door opens and law enters with 

BENSON.) 

LAW. Susie, did my eyes deceive me? 
Were you kissing an actor? 

BENSON. What’s that? 

LAW (fo benson). An English 
actor! 

BENSON. What? Didn't I tell you—r 

ausiE. Boys, I've been thinking it 
over— 
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BENSON i_wearily drops down to 
viano; law down to end of couch) 
With what? 

SUSIE. Tm going to marry Rodney 

and I’m going to Europe. They’ve got 
the four seasons o\er there, and 
Happy’ll he normal. 

RODNEY. Well put, my deai. 

(c.F. enters.) 

SUSIE. So I don’t think I’d better sign 
the contract. 

RODNEY. Most certainly not! 

C.E. You’re not going to sign Hippy? 

LAW. Susie, I’ve just given up Ver¬ 
mont for a •w’hole year—for you. A 
whole year out of my life—because 
B.K. begged me to stay and handle 
Happy. I’ve sacrificed a great book— 
for what? A paltry' fifteen hundred 
dollars a week? I didn’t want it! 

c.F. If she doesn’t sign, we’ll break 
that contract with you, Law. 


BENSON. Served two terms for big¬ 
amy! 

SUSIE. Bigamy^ 

RODNEY. But that’s absurd. 

BENSON Chitterly). I’ve seen hun¬ 
dreds of your kind in Limehouse. 

c.F. So have I! 

BENSON (quietly). Listen, C.F., stay 
off our side! 

RODNEY (to susie). You don’t be¬ 
lieve this, of course. They can't pos¬ 
sibly believe it themselves. 

LAW. Brazening ir >ut, eh? As sure as 
God made little greer apples—and 
He did—you’re not coming near 
Susie. We’ll have you in the can and 
out of the country by morning. 

BENSON. No sooner said— (Into 
phone) Get me the Department of 
Justice. 


L.4W. Try and do it. 

SUSIE. Fm going to Europe with 

LAW. Do you want to tell Happy he’s 
out of pictures'^ Do you want to break 
his little heart? 

SUSIE. He’ll understand. 

BENSON (suddenly). Do you know 

who Rodney is? English Jack! Confi¬ 
dence man. 

LAW (quickly). Yes! Ship’s gambler, 
petty racketeer and heartbreaker. 

VRODNEY tries to speak.) 



SUSIE (to RODNEk'). You see? Some 
thing terrible always happens when 
”Ou come. 

LAW (to susie). And you—sign thai 
contract immediately. 

RODNEY. She’ll do nothing of the 
sort. You’re not to intimidate her. Dc 
you hear? 

(Door opens and larry enters, ac‘ 
companied hy middle-aged English 
gentleman.) 

LARRY. Come on in here, Major. 

c.F. What do you want, Larrvj’ Fm 
busy. 
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3ENS0N (into telephone^. Depart¬ 
ment of Justice? I want two of your 
best operatives to come down to the 
Royal Studios immediately. Report 
to Mr. Friday’s office. 

SUSIE. Oh, but you can’t do that— 

LARRY Cangrily). Just a minute. 
Major Thompson is the representa¬ 
tive here of (Dumont British. 

c.F. Oh! I'm sorry. We’ve been rather 
upset. How do you do. Major? I’m 
Mr. Friday. 

MAJOR. How do you do, sir? I won’t 
be a moment. Mr. Toms suggested I 
come down here. He told me you’d 
received a cable from my home of¬ 
fice. 

c.F. Yes—yes— 

MAJOR. He was rather upset because 
his name wasn’t mentioned. 

»:.F. Yes, yes— 

MAJOR. I called my home office, and 
they assure me they never sent such 
a cable. 

c F. What? 

LARRY. That’s what! It was a phony! 

RODNEY (who has been trying to at¬ 
tract attention for some time'). Major! 

MAJOR. Well! Aren’t you— Why, 
how do you do? I thought I recog¬ 
nized you. Met up with your 
brother. By the way, I saw him a 
few weeks ago just before I sailed. 
Particularly asked me to look you 
up. 


RODNEY. Is my name English Jack? 
Am I a ship’s gambler? Have I served 
sentences for bigamy? 

MAJOR. Good Gad, no! 

RODNEY. Will you vouch for me? 

MAJOR Qa bore of bores). Vouch for 
Puffy Bevan? Delighted! His brother 
—splendid chap— I met him first in 
India—he’s a captain in the Gold- 
stream Guards. His father is Lord 
Severingham. His sister is Lady Beas¬ 
ley—lectures, I believe. Now, let me 
see— 

LAW (^interrupting). Did you say^ 
Lord Severingham? 

MAJOR. Yes. 

BENSON. I beg your pardon, sir—his 
father? (He indicates rodney.) 

MAJOR. Yes. 

(benson shakes his head in wonder.) 

SUSIE. Is your father a lord? 

RODNEY. It doesn’t matter, does it? 

SUSIE. If you don’t care, I don’t care. 

MAJOR, If I can be of any further set 
vice— 

noDNEY. No. I think we’ll sail along 
beautifully now. Thanks. 

MAJOR. Good afternoon. CShflfees 
hands with rodney.) 

c.F. Who sent that cable? That’s all 
I want to know! Who sent that cable! 
(major and larry exit) Who per¬ 
petrated this hoax? Who’s responsi¬ 
ble for this outrage? By Gad, I'll 
find out! (Exits.) 
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SUSIE. Good-bye, boys. Take care of 
yourselves. 

LAW Qhows; hitterly'). Thank you, 
milady. 

SUSIE. Don’t drink too much. 

LAW. Thank you, milady. 

SUSIE. You were awful good to me. 
Yes, they were, Rodney. They were 
awful good to me sometimes. 

RODNEY. In that case, I don’t mind 
shaking hands with you. (Starts 
toward law.) 

LAW (quickly'). Don’t shake hands, 
lust go. Dissolve—slow fade-out! 

BENSON (-pantomiming). Shimmer 
away! 

RODNEY. Ehr* (Shrugs) Well—come, 
Susie. 

SUSIE (waving a delicate little hand). 
Good-bye, boys. (Pause. They exit in 
silence.) 

LAW (tense). I wonder what C.F.’s 
up to? 
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BENSON (struck ull of a heap).'The 
hell with that. Look at it—it checks! 
Cinderella—Prince Charming—Boy 
meets girl. . . . Boy loses girl. . . . 
Boy gets girl! Where’s your damned 
realism now? 

(c.F. enters. He looks grimly at the 
hoys.) 

c.F. (finally) Well—it’s a good thing 
you boys are not mixed up in this! 
(He goes to desk.) 

BENSON (slowly). What? 

LAW (slowly). What happened, 

C.F.? 

c.F. I don’t understand it at all. TIic 
cable was sent from London all right. 
But B.K. should have known it was 
a fake. It was sent collect. (He picks 
up phone.) 

LAW. Jascha always sends collect. 

c.F. Huh? (Into phone) Miss Crews, 
get hold of the Burnett baby im¬ 
mediately. . . . Who? . . . the what 

is here? (Puzzled. The answer comes 
% 

in the clarion call of the trumpets, 
blaring their gay, lilting notes 
through the windows. Ta-ra-ta-ta-ta- 

O 

ta-tata-tata-tatal So much pleasanter 
than a factory whistle, don’t you 
think?) 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE I 


MARY HAINES* living Toom. Today, Park Avemie living rooms are decorated 
with a significant indifference to the fact that onrs is still a bisexual society. 
Period peacock alleys, crystal-hung prinia-donna roosts, they reflect the 
good taste of their mistresses in ei^crything hut a consideration of the master s 
pardonable right to ft into his own home decor, mary haines’ living room is 
not like that. It would he thought a comfortable room by a man. This, with¬ 
out sacrificing its own subtle, fejninine charm. Above the fireplace, there is 
a charming portrait of Mary's children— a girl of 11, a boy of 5 or 6. Right, 
a door to the living quarters. Left, another to the hall. Center, a sofa, arm¬ 
chair, tea-table group; and w the good light from the window, a bridge-table 
group. 

As the curtain rises jane, a pretty and quite correct little Irish-American 
maid, is arranging the tea table, four women are playing bridge in a smok¬ 
ing-car cloud of smoke. They are: 

NANCY, who is sharp, but not acid; sleek but not smart; a worldly and yci 
virginal 35. And her partner— 

PEGGY, ivho is pretty, sweet, 25. peggy’s character has not, will never 
quite, ‘'jell.” And— 

SYLVIA, who is glassy, elegant, feline, 34. And her partner— 

EDITH, who is a sloppy, expensively dressed ^ctirrently, by Lane Bryantj 
matron of 33 or 34. Indifferent to everything but self, edith is incapable of 
either deliberate malicious7iess or spontaneous generosity. 


SYLVIA. So I said to Howard, “What 
do you expect me to do? Stay home 
and darn your socks? What do we 
all have money for? Why do we keep 
servants?” 

NANCY. You don’t keep them long, 
God knows—(Placing the pack of 
cards') Yours, Peggy. 

PEGGY. Isn’t it Mrs. Potter’s? I 
opened with four spades, (sylvia 
firmly places the pack before peggy. 
PEGGY wrong again, deals.) 


SYLVIA. Second hand, you did. And 
went down a thousand. (Patroniz- 
ingly) Peggy, my pet, you can't af¬ 
ford it. 

PEGGY. I can too, Sylvia. I’m not 
pauper. 

SYLVIA. If your bridge doesn’t im 
prove, you soon will be. 

NANCY. Oh, shut up, Sylvia. She's 
only playing till Mary comes down. 
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SYLVIA (querulously). Jane» whats 
Mrs. Haines doing up there? 

JANE (reproachfully). It*s that 
lingerie woman you sent her, Mrs. 


heave the whole dam day. This is 
positively the last time I go through 
this lousy business for any man! Four 
spades. If men had to bear babies, 
there^d never be— 


Fowler. 


NANCY, —more than one child in a 


SYLVIA. I didn’t expect Mrs. Haines 
to buy anything. I was just trying to 
get rid of the creature, (jane exits) 
Peggy, bid. 

PEGGY. Oh, mine? By. 


family. And he’d be a boy. By. 
(edith sinks on the edge of her 
chair, lays down her cards.) 

PEGGY. I wish I were having a baby. 
We can’t afford one now. 


SYLVIA (looking at pbggy). She 
won’t concentrate. 

NANCY. She’s in love, bless her. After 
the child’s been married as long as 
you girls, she may be able to con¬ 
centrate on vital matters like bridge. 

SYLVIA (bored). Another lecture on 
the Modem Woman? 

NANCY. At the drop of a hat. By. 

SYLVIA. I consider myself a perfectly 
good wife. I’ve sacrificed a lot for 
Howard Fowler—two spades. I de¬ 
vote as much time to my children as 
any of my friends. 

NANCY. Except Mary. 

SYLVu. Oh, Mary, of course. Mary 
is an exception to all of us. 

NANCY. Quite right. (They are wait- 
ing for PEGGY again) Peggy? 

PEGGY (uncertainly). Two no 
trumps? 

Cedith rises suddenly. Plainly, she 
feels squeamish.) 

SYLVIA (wearily). Edith, not again? 

EDITH. I shouldn’t have eaten that 
alligator pear. Morning sickness! I 


SYLVIA. And you’ll never be able to, 
until you know Culbertson. (Arrang- 
ing Edith’s cards) Honestly, Edith! 
W^y didn’t you show a slam? 

EDITH (rising hurriedly). Oh, I have 
got to unswallow. Wait till you’ve 
had three, Peggy. You’d wish you’d 
never gotten past the bees and flowers. 
(Exits precipitously.) 

NANCY (disgusted). Poor, frightened, 
bewildered madonna! 

SYLVIA. I’m devoted to Edith Potter. 
Bur she does get me down. You’d 
think she had a hard time. Dr. Briggs 
says she’s like shelling peas. She 
ought to go through what I went 
through. Nobody knows! 

NANCY. No clubs, partner? 

SYLVIA. So when Cynthia came, I 
had a Caesarian. You should see my 
stomach— It’s a slam! 

NANCY. Are you sure? 

SYLVIA. Got the king, Peggy? (peggy 
obligingly plays the king) Thanks, 
dear, it’s a slam. And the rubber. 
(Rises, lights a fresh cigarette, goes 
to armchair and perches) But I’ve 
kept my figure. I must say, I don't 
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Marne Phelps Potter for playing 
around. 

PEGGY. Oh, does her husband . . . 

SYLVIA. Oh, Phelps has made passes 
at all us girls. I do think it’s bad 
taste for a man to try to make his 
wife’s friends, especially when he's 
bald and fat. I told him once, “Phelps 
Potter,” I said, “the next time you 
grab at me, I’m going straight to 
Edith.” 

NANCY. And did you? 

SYLVIA. Certainly not. I wouldn’t say 
anything to hurt Edith for the world. 
Well, you can’t blame the men. But 
ril say one thing for Edith. She's 
not as dumb as some of my friends. 
She’s on to her husband. 

PEGGY (bravely). Do you think he is 
on to her? 

SYLVIA. What do you mean? 

PEGGY. If he could only hear her talk 
about him! 

SYLVIA. Listen, Peggy, do we know 
how men talk about us when we’re 
not around? 

NANCY. I've heard rumors. 

SYLVIA. Exactly. Peggy, you haven’t 
been married long enough to form a 
private opinion of your husband. 

PEGGY. Well, if I had one. I’d keep it 
to myself. Do you think I’d tell any¬ 
body in the world about the quarrels 
John and I have over money? I’d be 
too proud! 

(Ewter EDITH. Goes to tea table, and 
gathers a handful of sandwiches.') 


SYLVIA. All over, dear? 

EDITH. Oh, that was a false alarm. 
What happened? 

SYLVIA. Only a slam, dear. You do 
underbid. 

EDITH. I’ll bet you had me on fhe pan. 

SYLVIA. I never say behind my 
friends’ backs what I won’t sav to 
their faces. I said you ought to diet. 

EDITH. TTiere’s no use dieting in my 
condition. I’ve got to wait until I 
can begin from scratch. Besides, I've 
got the most wonderful cook. She 
was with Mary. She said Mary let her 
go because she was too extravagant. I 
think this cook Mary has is too, too 
homey. (Examines sandwich) Water 
cress. I’d just as soon eat my way 
across a front lawn. 

SYLVIA. I think Mary’s gone oflF ter¬ 
ribly this winter. Have you noticed 
those deep lines, here? (Draws her 
finger around her mouth.) 

NANCY. Smiling lines. Tragic, aren't 
they? 

SYLVIA. Perhaps they a^e. Maybe a 
woman’s headed for trouble when she 
begins to get too—smug. 

NANCY. Smug? Don’t you mean, 
happy? 

PEGGY. Mr. Haines adores her so! 

SYLVIA (snickering and flashing 
EDITH a significant glance). Yes, 
doesn’t he? 

NANCY (coldly). You just can’t bear 
it, Sylvia, can you? 
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SYLVIA. Bear what? 
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NANCY. Mary’s happiness. It gets you 
down. 

SYLVIA. Nancy Blake, if there’s one 
thing I can say for myself, I’ve never 
Seen jealous of another woman. Why 
should I be jealous of Mar)'? 

NANCY. Because she’s contented. 
Contented to be what she is. 

SYLVIA. Which is what? 

NANCY. A woman. 

EDiui. And what, in the name of 
my revolting condition, are we? 

N.vNCY. Females. 

SYLVIA. Really. And what are you, 

pet? 

NANCY. Wliat nature abhors. I’m—a 
virgin -a frozen asset. 

EDTTiL T wish I were a virgin again. 
The Oi\lv fun I ever had was holding 
out on Phelps. Nanev, you ought to 
thank God cverv night you don’t 
hav? to make sacrifices for some man. 

pfg.:y. T wish I could make a little 
money writing, the way you do, Miss 
Blake. 

NANCY. If you wrote the way I do, 
that's just what you’d make. 

SYLVIA. You’re not exactly a popular 
author, are you, dear? 

NANCY. Not with you. Well, good 
news, Sylvia. My book is finished 
and once again I’m about to leave 
v'our midst. 
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PEGGY. Oh, I wish we could afford 
to travel. Where do you go this time, 
Miss Blake? 

NANCY. Africa, shooting. 

SYLVIA. Well, darling, I don’t blame 
you. I’d rather face a tiger any day 
than the sort of things the critics said 
about vour last book. 

CEnter marv. She is a lovely woman 
in her middle thirties. She is what 
most of ns think ovr happily married 
daughters are like. She is carrying 
several white boxes.') 

MARY. Sorry, girls. (Teasing) Sylvia, 
must you always send me woebegone 
creatures like that lingerie woman^ 
It’s been a very expensive half hour 
for me. 

PEGGY (looking at sylvia). For me 
too, Mrs. Haines. 

MARY (laughing). Nonsense, Peggy, 
you were playing for me. Here. 
(Hands PEGGY a box) Don’t open it 
now. It’s a bed“jacket. Or a tea cozy. 
Or something padded. I wouldn’t 
know. I was crying so hard. 

SYLVIA. You didn’t believe that wom¬ 
an’s sob story? 

MARY. Of course I did. (She really 
didn’t) Anyway, she’s a lot worse off 
than you and I, (Putting down an¬ 
other box) Edith, wee garments— 

EDITH. Darling, how sweet! (It comes 
over her again) Oh, my ^d! I’m 
sick as a cat. (Sits.) 

SYLVIA. It’s a girl. Girls always make 
you sicker. 

NANCY. Even before they're bom? 
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EDITH. I don’t care what it is. I’ve lost 
everything including my curiosity. 
W'hy did God make it take nine 
months!’ 

NANCY (helpfully^. It takes an ele¬ 
phant seven years. 

EDITH. I wish I were an elephant, 
ril look like one anyway before I'm 
finished. And it would be heaven 
not to worry for seven years. 

MATiY (ImighiHg). Oh, Edith, it is 
rather trying. But when it’s all over, 
isn’t it the grandest thing in the 
world to have them? 


SYLVIA Onysterionsly'). Well, for all 
ire know she may be living in a fool s 
paradise with Stephen. 

NANCY. Let's check that one for a 
moment, Sylvia. Jane, are the chil¬ 
dren in? 

JANE. Yes, Miss. Just back from the 
Park. 

(edith rises—SYLVIA, in pantomime, 
signals her not to leave room. This is 
not lost on n.ancy. For a moment she 
hesitates at the door.) 

PEGGY. Oh, I’d love to see Mrs. 
Haines' little girl. Miss Blake— 


EDITH. Well, I’d love mine just as 
much if they came out of cabbages. 

nancy. And I dare say your husband 
would hardly notice the difference. 

JANE (entering with teakettle'). 
Ma’am, Mr. Haines would like to 
speak to you on the phone. 

MARY. Oh, I can feel what it is in 
my bones, Jane. (To the others) 
Stephen’s going to be kept at the of¬ 
fice again tonight. (Exits.) 

SYLVIA. Give him my love, pet. 


NANCY (following peggy). Come 
along, child. Anyway, it s our turn 
to go on the pan. But we don t have 
to worr\'. You've got a poor man. I’ve 
got no man at all. (They exit.) 

EDITH (goes to tea table—pours two 
cups. JANE empties ash troys). This 
is positively the last time I play bridge 
with Nancy. She never misses a 
chance to get in a dig. What has a 
creature like her got but her friends? 
(jane exits, closing door, left. Syl¬ 
via stealthily closes door, right) The 
way she kept at you about Mary made 
me so neri'ous, I thought I'd scream. 
And in my condition— 


MARY (offstage). I will. 


SYLVIA. Edith, I’ve got to tell you! 
I’ll burst if I wait! 


SYLVIA (she never lets anything 
pass). Nancy, you couldn’t be more 
wrong about me and Mary. 


NANCY. Still rankling? 


SYLVIA. Jealous? As a matter of fact, 
I’m sorr\' for her. 


EDITH. I knew you had something! 
(She brings her well-laden plate and 
teacup and settles herself happily 
beside sylvia on the sofa.) 

SYLVIA. You’ll die! 

EDITH. Mar)^? 


SYLVIA. No, Stephen. Guess! 


NANCY. Oh-ho? Why? 
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EDITH. You couldn’t mean . . . 7 

SYLVIA (nodding). Stephen Haines 
is cheating on Mary] 

EDITH. I don’t believe you; is it true? 

SYLVIA. Wait till you hear. (Now she 
is into it) You know I go to Michael’s 
for my hair. You ought to go, pet. I 
despise whoever does yours. Well, 
there’s the most wonderful new man¬ 
icurist there. (Shows her scarlet 
nails) Isn’t that divine? Jungle Red— 

EDITH. Simply divine. Go on. 

SYLVIA. It all came out in the most 
extraordinary way, this morning. I 
tried to ge‘ you on the phone— 

EDITH. I was in the tub. Go on. 

SYLVIA. Tliis manicurist, she’s mar¬ 
velous, was doing ray nails. I was 
looking through Vogue, the one with 
Mary in the Beaux Arts Ball cos¬ 
tume— 

EDITH, —in that white wig that flat¬ 
tered her so much? 

SYLVIA (y-iodding). Well, this mani¬ 
curist: “Oh, Mrs. Fowler,” she said, 
“is that that Mrs. Haines who’s so 
awfully rich?” 

EDITH. Funny how people like that 
think people like us are awfully rich. 

r?YLViA. I forget what she said next. 
You know how those creatures are, 
babble, babble, babble, babble, and 
never let up for a minute! When sud¬ 
denly she said: “I know the girl 
who’s being kept by Mr. Haines!” 

EDITH. No! 
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SYLVIA. I swear! 

EDITH (thrilled). Someone we know? 

SYLVIA. No! That’s what’s so awful 
about it. She’s a friend of this mani¬ 
curist. Oh, it wouldn’t be so bad if 
Stephen had picked someone in his 
own class. But a blonde floosie! 

EDITH. But how did Stephen ever 
meet a girl like that? 

SYLVIA. How do men ever meet girls 
like that? That’s what they live for, 
the rats! 

EDITH. But- 

SYLviA. I can't go into all the details, 
now. They’re utterly fantastic— 

EDITH. You suppose Mary knows? 

SYLVIA. Mary’s the kind who couldn’t 
help showing it. 

EDITH (nodding, her mcnith full of 
her third cake). No self-control. 
Well, she’s bound to find out. If a 
woman’s got any instincts, she feels 
Avhen her husband’s off the reserva¬ 
tion. I know I would. 

SYLVIA. Of course you do, darling. 
Not Mary— (Rises, and walks about 
the room, ufrestUng with mary's sad 
problem) If only there were some 
way to warn her! 

EDITH (horrified, following her). 
Sylvia! You’re not going to tell her? 

SYLVIA. Certainly not. I’d die before 
I’d be the one to hurt her like that! 

EDITH. Couldn’t someone shut that 
manicurist up? 
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SYLVU. A good story like that? A lot 
those girls care whose life they min. 

EDITH. Isn't it a dirty trick? 

SYLVIA. Isn’t it foul? Its not as 
though only Mary’s friends knew. 
We could keep our mouths shut. 

EDITH. I know plenty that 1 never 
breathe about my friends’ husbands! 

SYLVU. So do I! (They exchange a 
sudden glance of sharjj suspicion^ 
Anyway, the whole thing’s disgust- 
ingly unfair to Mary. I feel like a 
disloyal skunk, just knowing about 

it- 

EDITH. I adore her— 

SYLVIA. I worship her. She’s my dear¬ 
est friend in all the world— iVoiceSy 
offstage. They sit down at the card 
table and begin to play solitaire 
hastily. Enter nancy and peggy.) 

NANCY. Well, Sylvia, feeling better? 

SYLVU (iuwoceMtly). Meaning what? 

NANCY. Must’ve been choice. You 
both look so relaxed. 

SYLVIA. Nancy, were you listening at 
that door? 

PEGGY. Oh, Mrs. Fowler, we were in 
the nursery. 

(mary enters.) 

SYLVU Cquickly^. Well, darling, 

how is Stephen, the old dear? And 
did you give him my love? 

MARY. I did. Stephen’s not so well, 
Sylvia. 

SYLVU. Oh? What’s the trouble? 
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MARY. Nervous indigestion. Thats 
why I have such a plain cook now. 

EDITH. Phelps has had indigestion 
for years. You should hear that man 
mmble in the night. Like a tmck on 
cobblestones. 

SYLVIA. There’s nothing—worrying 
Stephen? 

MARY. Oh. no, he’s just been working 
late. He’s not coming home tonight. 
Oh, I wish— (Abruptly, ^vith an in- 
diligent laugh') Well, man’s love is 
of man’s life a thing apart, ’tis wom¬ 
an’s whole—et cetera. 

SYLVIA. Are you sure it’s work, dar¬ 
ling, and not a beautiful blonde? 

MARY. Stephen? (Laughing, and 
perhaps a little smugly, too) Oh, 
Sylvia. 

EDITH (afraid that sylvu will go too 
far). Sylvia, let’s play! 

SYLVU. Stephen’s a very attractive 
man. 

MARY. Isn’t he? I can't imagine why 
he hasn’t deserted me for some glam¬ 
orous creature long ago. 

NANCY (alarmed). Mary, you do 
sound smug. 

MARY. Oh, let me be, Nancy. How 
can you be too sure of what you be- 
lieve in most? 

SYLVU. I wouldn’t be sure of the 
Apostle Paul. I always tell Howard, 
“If you ever manage to make a fool 
of me, ni desen'e what I get.” 

NANCY. You certainly will. (Faces 
SYLVU S(]uarely) Now, Sylvia, lets 
have it. 
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BYLViA. Have what? 
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NANCY. Just what did you mean 
when you said Mary was living in 
a frwl’s paradise? 

MAe.Y. WHiat? 

SYLVIA (migr/ly). Nancy, don’t be 
absurd. (A pause. Then, wiggb«g 
out of if) Oh, Marv, I was just try¬ 
ing to make a tvpical Nancy Rlake 
wisecrack al^out marriage. I said, “A 
woman’s paradise is always a fool's 
paradise!” 

MAHY. That's not bad, is it, Nancy? 
Well, Sylvia, whatever I’m living in, 
I like it. Nancy, cut. 

SYLVIA (examines her nails min^'tely, 
suddenly shows them to :^ary), 
Mary, how do you like thatV 

NANCY (not looking). Too, too adot 
able. 

SYLVIA. You can't imagine how it 
stays on. I get it at Michael’s—you 
ought to go, Mary! 


EDITH (protestingly). Oh, Sylvial— 

SYLVIA. A wonderful new manicur¬ 
ist. Olga's her name. She's marvelous. 

EDITH. Will you cut, Sylvia? 

SYLVIA. Look, Jungle Red. 

NANCY. Looks as if you’d been tear- 
ing at somebody's throat. 

SYLVIA. I’ll be damned, Nancy, if 
I’ll let you ride me any more! 

MARY. Now, Sylvia, Nancy's just 
being clever too. 

SYLVIA. She takes a crack at every¬ 
thing about me. Even my nails! 

MARY (laughing). Well, I like it. I 
really do! It’s new and smart. (Pats 
her hand) Michael’s, Olga, Jungle 
Red? ni remember that. (Cuts 
cards) You and I. Sylvia. I feel lucky 
todav. 

SYLVIA (with a sweet, pitying smile). 
Do you, darling? Well, you know 
what they say, "Lucky in cards"— 


CURTAIN 


SCENE n 


An afternoon, a few days later. A hairdressing booth in MichaeVs. An ele- 
gajztly functional cubbyhole. Right, a recessed mirror in the wall Left, from 
the high partition pole, a curtain to the floor. The rear wall is a plain partition. 
Center, a swivel hairdressing chair. Above it from an aluminum tree, the 
hanging thicket of a permanent-wave machine. In the wall, gadgets for curl¬ 
ing irons, electric outlets which connect with wires to the drying machine, 

the hand drier, the manicurists table-light; stools for the pedicurist, the mani¬ 
curist, OLGA. 

As the curtain rises, the booth is, to put it mildly, full 
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MRS. WAGSTAFF, a fat, elderly wuman, is in the chan, undergoing the 
punishment of a permanent. Wires and clamps, Medusa-like, rise from her 
head to the cap of the machine. 

OLGA, at her right, is doing her nails. Her fat hare feet rest in the lap of the 
PEDICURIST. The FIRST HAIRDRESSER cools her Steaming locks with a hand- 
drier. The SECOND HAIRDRESSER, watcli in hand, fiddles uhth the wires, times 
the operation. Wheti the machine is working, a small, red light glows among 
the wires. 

MRS. WAGSTAFF, apparently inured to public execution, smokes, reads a 
magazine on her lap, occasionally rjibhlcs a sandxvich which the manicurist 
passes her from a tray near her instruments. The drier, whenever it is on, 
makes a loud noise, drowning out voices, which must be harshly raised above 
it. Now the drier is on, the voices loud. 


MRS. WAGSTAFF. It’s burning my 
neck! 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER, Be bravc! One 
minute morel 

MRS. WAGSTAFF (w pain). O-O-Oo! 
FIRST HAIRDRESSER. It’s gOing tO be 

SO worth it, Mrs. Wagstaff. 

MRS. WAGSTAFF. My Cats! 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER. Be biavc! 

MRS. WAGSTAFF. O-o-o-o! My ncH^es 

— Oo—my God! (To pedicurist) 
My sandwich— (olga hands her 
sandwich.) 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER. Ten scconds. 
We must suffer to be beautiful. 
(The ctirtain parts; a figure in flow¬ 
ing white half-enters. It is, judging 
by the voice, a woman, but its face 
is completely obliterated by a mud- 
mask.) 

MUD-MASK. Oh, pardon—I thought I 
was in here. Why, hello, Mrs. Wag¬ 
staff. QCoyly) Guess who I am? 

(A second face appears over this in¬ 
truders shoulder. At first, it looks 
like another mud-mask. It's not. It's 


the colored maid, euphie. She 
clutches the shoulder of the mud 
mask.) 

EUPHIE. Mustn’t talk, ma’am. You’ll 
crack vo’^elf. (Exit mud-mask fol¬ 
lowed by EUPHIE.) 

MRS. WAGSTAFF. Who waS it? 

FIRST HAIRDRESSER. MlS. PhippS— 

(^Switches off the drier. Now they 
all lower their voices to a normal 
pitch) There, dear, the agony’s over. 
(They take the permanent clamps 
off MRS. wagstaff’s hair. A drier is 
on in the next booth. A voice is heard 
offstage, screaming above it.) 

VOICE. —SO I feel awful. I ate a lob¬ 
ster at the opening of the Ritz— 

(The drier goes off.) 

OLGA (to MRS. wagstaff). Mrs. 
Mordie Barnes. She’s been in the 
hospital. It wasn’t ptomaine at all. It 
was a mis— 

SECOND hairdresser. Olga! She’ll 
hear you— 

MRS. wagstaff (thoughtfully). ] 
think I’ll have a mud-mask. 
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SECOND HAIRDRESSER QcalUng OUt- 

side^. Euphie! Tell the desk Mrs. 
Wagstaff’s working in a mud! 

MRS. WAGSTAFF (envioMsly). Mrs. 
Phipps has such a lovely skin. 

FIRST HAIRDRESSER. Not loVclicr 

than yours, Mrs. WagstafF. 

CHORUS (second HAIRDRESSER, OL¬ 
GA, pedicurist). Oh, yours is love¬ 
ly! Why, not nearly as lovely! Love¬ 
lier than yours? 

MRS. WAGSTAFF (coy/y). I do think 

it s rather good for a woman my age. 

FIRST HAIRDRESSER. You talk as if 
you were an old woman, dear. 

MRS. WAGSTAFF Qying), Fm 42. 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER, Mustn’t tell 

anyone. You don’t look a day over 35! 

CHORUS (second HAIRDRESSER, PED¬ 
ICURIST, olga). Why, no one would 
believe it! Why, not a day! Oh, you 
don’t look it! 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER. —nOW yOuVe 

gotten so much slimmer! 

MRS. WAGSTAFF. I have slimmcd 

down, haven’t I? 

CHORUS (pedicurist, OLGA, FIRST 
hairdresser). Oh, thin as a shad- 
o\v\ Why, terribly thin! Oh, just 
right, now! 

MRS. WAGSTAFF ^admiring her nail 
l>olisk^. That’s lovely. 

)LGA. Jungle Red. Everybody loves 
it. Do you know Mrs. Howard Fow¬ 
ler? 


pedicurist (.rising, gathering uf 
her things'). Don't put your stockings 
on yet, Mrs. WagstafF, you'll smear 
your beautiful big toe— (Exits.) 

OLGA. TTiey say Mr. Fowler made a 
fortune in some stock. But one of the 
ladies Mrs. Fowler sent in was telling 
me Mr. Fowler does like to drink! 
Only the other day— 

first hairdresser (sharply). We’re 
ready now, Mrs. WagstafF. (Gets 
MRS. WAGSTAFF up) We'll Unwind 
you in the shampoo. (Calling) 
Fuphie! 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER (taking MRS. 
WAGSTAFF to door). Tliis way, dear. 
How docs your permanent Feel? And 
it’s going to look lovely, too— (sec¬ 
ond HAIRDRESSER herds MRS. WAG¬ 
STAFF out of the booth, mrs. wag- 
staff walking on her heels, her toes 
still wadded with cotton. Enter 
EUPHIE, who, during the ensuing 
dialogue, cleans up the debris on the 
floor of the booth.) 

OLGA. That old gasoline truck! Fifty- 
two if she’s a day! 

FIRST hairdresser. One more per¬ 
manent and she won't have a hair 
left on her head. 

OLGA. There s plenty on her upper 
lip. 

euphie. She sho' does shed, don't 
she? 

OLGA. Any woman who's fool enough 
to marry a man ten years younger! 
Know what a client told me? Her 
husband’s a pansy! (hairdresser 
exits followed by olga.) 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER (enterinp). 
Ready? ^ 
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buphie. Yes, ma’am. 


(The SECOND HAIRDRESSER kolds 
back the curtain.} 

MARY (offstage). So I woke up this 
morning and decided for no reason at 
all to change the way— (She enters, 
followed hy nancy) I do my hair. 

{^Exit EUPHIE.) 

SECOND HAIRDRESSER. Mr. Michael 
will be ten minutes, ma’am. Anyone 
in particular for your manicure? 

MARY. Who does Mrs. Fowler s nails? 

hairdresser. Olga, I’ll see. (Exits.) 

NANCY. God, I’d love to do Mrs. 
Fowler’s nails, right down to the 
wrist, with a nice big buzz saw. 

MARY. Sylvia’s all right. She’s a good 
friend underneath. 

NANCY. Underneath what? 

MARY. Nancy, you don’t humor your 
friends enough. 

NANCY. So that’s the big idea coming 
here? You’re humoring Sylvia? 

MARY. Oh, you did hurt her. I had 
it all over again at lunch. (She 
catches a glim-pse of herself in the 
mirror) Nancy, am I getting old? 

NANCY. Who put that in your head? 
Sylvia? 

MARY. Tell me the truth. 

NANCY. Beauty is in the eye of the 
beholder, and twaddle to that efFect. 

MARY. But it's such a scary feeling 
when you see those little wrinkles 
creeping in. 
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NANCY. Time’s little mice. 

MARY. And that first gleam of white 
in your hair. It’s the way you d feef 
about autumn il you knew there d 
n?ver be another spring— 

NANCY (abruptly). There’s only one 
tragedy for a woman. 

MARY. Growing old? 

NANCY. Losing her man. 

MARY. That’s why we’re all so afraid 
of growing old. 

NANCY. Are you afraid? 

MARY. Well, I was very pretty when 
I was young. I never thought about 
it twice then. Now I know it’s whj 
Stephen loved me. 

NANCY. Smart girl. 

MARY. Now I think about it all th^ 
time. 

NANCY. Love is not love which alten 
when it alteration finds. Shakespeare. 

MARY. Well, he told me, on my birth 
day, I’d always look the same to him. 

NANCY. Nice present. No jewels? 

MARY. It rained that day. He brought 
me a bottle of perfume called “Sum' 
mer Rain.” 

NANCY. How many ounces? 

MARY. Nancy, you’ve never been in 
love. 

NANCY. Says who? 

MARY (surprised). Have you? 
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NANCY. Yes. 

MARY, You never told me. 
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NANCY. You never asked— (tVist- 
fnlly^ Neither did he. (olga enters 
with fresh howl of water) Here, in¬ 
nocent. (Gives a hook to mary) The 
book my readers everywhere have 
been waiting for with such marked 
apathy. 

MARY. "All the Dead Ladies'^? 

NANCY. Originally called, "From the 
Silence of the Womb.” My publisher 
thought that would make too much 
noise. 

MARY. What's it about? Colga be¬ 
gins to file mary's nails.) 

NANCY. Women I dislike: "Ladies”— 

MARY. Oh, Nancy! 

OLGA. Don’t soak it yet. (Taking 
Mary's hand out of the water.') 

NANCY. No good? Too bad. It's a 
* parting shot. I'm off. 

MARY. Off? 

NANCY. Africa. 

MARY. But not today? 

nancy. I knew if I told you you'd 
scurry around and do things. A party. 
Steamer baskets of sour fruit. Not 
nearly as sour as the witty cables 
your girl friends would send me— 
So don t move. No tears. For my sake 
—just soak it? Good-bye, Mary— 

MARY. Good-bye, Nancy. I’ll miss 
you. 


nancy. I doubt it. Practically no¬ 
body ever misses a clever woman. 

(Exits.) 

OLGA. Funny, isn't she? 

MARY. She's a darling. 

OLGA (fling Mary’s nails). She's a 
writer? How do those writers think 
up those plots? I guess the plot part’s 
not GO hard to think up as the end. 
I guess anybody's life'd make a inter¬ 
esting plot if it had a interesting end 
—Mrs. Fowler sent you in? (mary, 
absorbed in her hook, nods) She’s 
sent me three clients this week. 
Know Mrs. Herbert Parrish that was 
Mrs. Malcolm Leeds? Well, Mrs. 
Parrish was telling me herself about 
her divorce. Seems Mr. Parrish came 
home one night with lipstick on his 
undershirt. Said he always explained 
everything before. But that was some¬ 
thing he just wasn’t going to try to 
explain. Know Mrs. Potter? She's 
awful pregnant- 

MARY (she wants to read). I know. 

OLGA. Soak it, please. (Puts mary's 
hand in water. Begins on other hand) 
Know Mrs. Stephen Haines? 

MARY. What? Why, yes, I— 

OLGA. I guess Mrs. Fowler's told you 
about that! Mrs. Fowler feels awfully 
sorry for her. 


MARY (laughing). Oh, she does! 
Well, I don't. I— 


OLGA. You would if you knew this 
girl. 


MARY. What girl? 
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OLGA. This Crystal Allen. 

MARY. Crystal Allen> 

OLGA. Yes, you know. The girl who’s 
living with Mr. Haines, (mary starts 
viole7itl)0 Don’t you like the file? 
Mrs. Potter says it sets her unborn 
child’s teeth on edge. 

MARY Ondigi'uint'). Whoever told 
you such a thing? 

OLGA. Oh, I thought you knew. 
Didn’t Mrs. Fowler—? 

MARY. No— 

OLGA. Then you will be interested. 
You see. Crystal Allen is a friend of 
mine. She’s really a terrible man-trap. 
Soak it, please, (mary, dazed, puts 
her hand in the disk) She's behind 
the perfume counter at Saks’. So was 
I before I got fi—left. That’s how she 
met him. 


WOMEN ^^5 

crook of her arm for him to smell. 
So he got to smelling around and 1 
guess he liked it. Because we heard 
him tell her his name, which one of 
the girls recognized from Cholly 
Knickerbocker's column—Gee, you re 
nei^'ous—Well, it was after that I 
left. I wouldn’t of thought no more 
about it. But a couple of weeks ago 
I stopped by where Crystal li\'es to 
say he lo. And the landlady says she’d 
moved to the kind of house where 
she could entertain her gentleman 
friend—'What gentleman friend?” I 
says. “Why, that Mr. Haines that 
she’s had up in her room all hours of 
the night,” the landlady says—Did I 
hurt? (mary draws her hand away) 
One coat, or two? (Picks up a red 
bottle.) 

MARY. None. (Rises and goes to the 
chair, where she has left her purse.) 

OLGA. But I thought that's uhat you 
came for? All Mrs. Fowler’s friends- 


MARY. Stephen Haines? 

OLGA. Yeah. It was a couple a months 
ago. Us girls wasn’t busy. It was an 
awful rainy day, I remember. So this 
gentleman walks up to the counter. 
He was the serious type, nice-look¬ 
ing, but kind of thin on top. Well, 
Ciy'Stal nabs him. “I want some per¬ 
fume,” he says. “May I awsk what 
type of woman for?” Crystal says, 
very Ritzy. That didn’t mean a thing. 
She was going to sell him Summer 
Rain, our feature anyway. “Is she 
young?” Crystal says. “No,” he says, 
sort of embarrassed. “Is she the glam¬ 
orous U'pe?” Cr\'stal says. “No, thank 
God,” he says. “Thank God?” Crys- 
stal says and bats her eyes. She’s got 
those eyes which run up and down a 
man like a searchlight. Well, she 
puts perfume on her palm and in the 


MARY. I think I’ve gotten what all 
Mrs. Fowler's friends came for. (Puts 
coin on the table.) 

OLGA (picks Up coin). Oh, thanks— 
Well, good-bye. I’ll tell her you were 
in, Mrs. -? 

MARY. Mrs. Stephen Haines. 

OLGA. Mrs. —? Oh, gee, gee! Gee. 
Mrs. Haines—I'm sorry! Oh, isn’t 
there something I can do? 

MARY. Stop telling that story! 

OLGA. Oh, sure, sure, I will! 

MARY. And please, don’t tell any¬ 
one— (Her voice breaks) that you 
told it to twe— 
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OLGA. Oh, I won’t, gee, I promise! 
Gee, that would be kind of humiliat-’ 
ing for you! (Defensivelyj But in a 
way, Mrs. Haines, Tm kinda glad you 
know. Crystal's a terrible girl—I 
meaii, she’; terribly clever. And she’s 
terribly pretty, Mrs. Haines—I mean, 
if I w as you I wouldn’t waste no time 
getting Mr. Haines away from her— 
(mary turns abruptly away) I mean, 
Tiow you know, Mrs. Haines! 

V OLGA eyes the coin in her hand dis¬ 
tastefully, suddenly jntts it down on 


the table and exits, mary, alone, 
tares blankly in the mirror, then sud- 
deni foaising on her image, leans 
forward, searching her face between 
her trembling hands. A drier goes on 
in the next booth. A shrill voice rises 
above its drone.) 

VOICE. —Not too hot! My sinus! So 
she said: “I wouldn’t want anybody 
in the world to know,” and I said: 
“My dear, you know you can trust 
tnel' 


CURTAIN 


SCENE III 


An hour later, mart’s boudoir. Charming, of course. A door to bedroom, 
right. A doo. to the hall, left. A chaise-longue; next to it, a table with books, 
flowers, a telephone. A dressing table. 

As the curtain rises, mary is discovered on the chaise-longue, trying to read. 
|/iNE enters from the hall. She is upset about something. She keeps daubing 

her eyes, ° 


Tea, Jane" 

It?s (Mining, ma’am. 

MART, My mother will be here in a 
few minutes. A cup for her. 

Yes, ma’am. (Sniffling) Ma- 

V 

MART, And tell cook please, dinner 
on time. We’re going to the theatre. 
Mr. Haines likes to be there for the 
curtain. I’ll wear my old black, Jane. 

JANE (looking nervously at the door 
behind her). Yes, ma’am. 

MARY. No, I’ll wear my new blue, 
)ane. 


JANE. Ma’am, it’s cook. She wants 
to see you. (Defensively) It’s about 
me. She says I— 

MARY. Later, Jane. 

JANE. Don’t you believe a word she 
says, ma’am. It’s all his fault. 

MARY (aware of jane’s distress for 
the first time). Whose fault? 

JANE. Her husband’s. Ford’s. 

MARY (surprised). What’s the mat¬ 
ter with Ford? He's a very good bul- 

W. 
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jane. Oh, he does his work, ma’am. 
But you don’t know how he is in the 
pantn'. Always kidding around with 
US girls. He don’t mean any harm, 
but cook— 

(Enter cook abruptly with mary’s 
tea tray. She is a fat, kind woman, 
with a strong Scandinavian accent. 
At the moment she is very mad.') 

COOK. Afternoon, ma’am. (Glaring 
at jane) I’d like to talk to you alone, 

ma’am. 

JANE. I told you, it isn’t my fault. 

COOK. You led him on! 

JANE. I didn’t. (Bursting into tears) 
I’ve been with Mrs. Haines seven 
years. She knows I never make trou¬ 
ble downstairs. (E^ts to hall.) 

MARY. Yes, Ingrid? 

COOK. Ma’am, you’re the nicest I ever 
had. But I go. I got to get Ford away 
from that bad girl. 

MARY (very firmly). Jane is not a 
bad girl. 

COOK (hursts into tears). Oh, course 
she ain’t. He was always like that! 
Sometimes I could die, for the shame! 

MARY (kindly). I’ll send him away. 
You can stay. 

COOK (more soherly). No, I don’t do 
that, ma’am. 

MARY. I’ll give you a hundred dol¬ 
lars. That’s more than half of what 
you make together. 

COOK. Thank you, ma’am. We both 
go. 


MARY. Is that sensible? 

COOK. No. It’s plain dumb. 

MARY. Then why? 

COOK (she pauses, rocking from foot 
to foot). I guess nobody understand. 
Sure it was no good to marry him. 
My mother told me he’s a lady-killer. 
Don’t marry them, she said. His wife 
is the lady he kills. Oh, he’s terrible. 
But except for women he’s a good 
man. He always says, “Ingrid, you 
take the money. You manage good.' 
Oh, he don’t want nobody but me foi 
his wife! That’s an awful big thing, 
ma’am. 

MARY. Is that the thing that really 
matters? 

COOK. With women like us, yes 
ma’am— You give us references! 
(mary nods) And don’t say noth' 
ing about his ways? 

MARY. I won’t. 

COOK (wovmg to the door). Black 
bean soup, a fricassee, fried sweets 
and apple pie for dinner, ma’am— 
(She opens the door, jane has been 
eavesdropping.) 

COOK (in a low, fierce voice). Slut) 
(Exit COOK.) 

JANE (entering with extra cup on 
tray). Did you hear what she called 
me, Mrs. Haines? 

MARY. Please, Jane. 

JANE (cheerfidly). I’d rather be tliai 
any day than have some man make 
a fool of me! 

(Enter miss fordyce. She is a raw- 
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honed, capable English spinster of 

32) 

MISS FORDYCH. May I sec you, Mrs. 
Haines? 

MARY. Of course, Miss Fordycc. 

MISS FORDYCE. It's about little Mary 

—Really, Mrs. Haines, you’ll have to 
talk to your child. She’s just smacked 
her little brother, hard. Pure temper. 

MARY. What did little Stevie do to 
her, Miss Fordyce? 

MISS FORDYCE. Well, you see, it hap¬ 
pened while I was down getting my 
tea. When I came up, she’d had such 
a tantrum, she’d made herself ill. 
She positively refuses to discuss the 
incident with me. But I’m quite sure 
the dear boy hadn’t done a thing. 

MARY, You’re very apt to take the 
boy’s side, Miss Fordycc. 

MISS FORDYCE. Not at all. But in 
England, Mrs. Haines, our girls are 
not so wretchedly spoiled. After all, 
this is a man’s world. Tlie sooner our 
girls are taught to accept the fact 
graciously-' 

MARY (gently). Send her in to me. 
Miss Fordyce. (Exit miss fordyce) 
Oh, Jane, I don't understand it. Miss 
Fordyce really prefers Mary, but she 
insists we all make a little god of 
Stevie. (Exits to hedroom, leaving 
the door open.) 

JANE. Them English ones always 
hold out for the boys. But they say 
since the War, ma’am, there’s six 
women over there to every man. 
Competition is something fierce! Over 
here, you can treat the men way 
they deserv'c—Men aren't so scarce. 


(Enter little mary. She is a broad 
browed, thoughtful, healthy UttU 
girl, physically well developed for 
her age.) 

LITTLE MARY Whcfc’s Mother? 

JANE. You’re going to catch it. Smack¬ 
ing your little brother. (Mimicking 
MISS fordyce) Such a dear, sweet 
little lad—shame, (little mary does 
not answer) I’ll bet you wish you 
were Mother’s girl, instead of Dad¬ 
dy’s girl today, don’t you? (little 
MARY doesn’t answer) What’s the 
matter, the cat got vour tongue? 
(Enter mary, wearing a negligee.) 

MARY. Hello, darling—Aren’t you 

going to kiss me? (little mary 

doesn’t move) What red eves! 

# 

LITTLE MARY. I was mad. I threw up. 
When you throw up, doesn’t it make 
you CT}^? 

MARY (smiling). Stevie tease you? 
(little MARY, embarrassed, looks 
at JANE, jane snickers, takes the hint 
and goes out) Well, darling? 

LITTLE MARY. Mother, I don’t know 
how to begin. 

MARY (sitting on the chaise-longue, 
and putting out her hand). Come 
here, (little mary doesn’t budge) 
Would you rather wait until tonight 
and tell Dad? 

LITTLE MARY (horrified). Oh, 

Mother, I couldn’t tell him! (Fierce¬ 
ly) And I d be killed to death before 
I’d tell skinny old Miss Fordyce— 

^ary. That s not the way for my 
dear little girl to talk. 
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MTTLE MARY Qsetting her jaw"). I 
don't want to be a dear little girl. 
(She suddeulv rushes to her moth- 
er’s outstretched arms in tears') Oil, 
Mother dear, Mother dear! 

MAUY. Baby, what? 
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They fly aeroplanes across the ocean, 
they go into politics and business— 

LITTLE MARY. You don’t, Mother. 

MARY. Perhaps Tm happier doinp 
just what I do. 


LITTLE MARY. VVhat brother said! 

MARY. What did he say, the wretched 
boy? 

LITTLE MARY (disentangling her¬ 
self). He said I had bumps! 

MARY. Bumps? You don’t mean 
mumps? 

LITTLE MARY. No, bumps. He said 
I was covered with disgusting bumps! 

MARY (alarmed). Mary, where? 

LITTLE MARY (touching her hips and 
breasts with delicate, ashamed finger 
tips). Here and here! 


LITTLE MARY. What do you do, 

Mother? 

MARY. Take care of you and Stevie 
and Dad. 

LITTLE MARY. You don't, Mothct. 

Miss Fordyce and the servants do. 

MARY (teasing). I see. I’m not need 
ed around here. 

LITTLE MARY (hugging her). Oh, 
Mother, I don't mean that. It 
wouldn't be any fun at all without 
you. But, Mother, even when the 
ladies do do things, they stop it when 
they get the lovie-dovies. 


MARY. Oh— (Controlling her re¬ 
lieved laughter, and drawing her 
daughter to her side) Of course you 
have bumps, darling. Very pretty 
little bumps. And you have them be¬ 
cause—you're a little girl. 


MARY. The what? 


LITTLE MARY. Like in the movies, 
Mother. Ladies always end up so 
silly. (Disgusted) Lovey-dovey, 
lovey-dovey all the time! 


LITTLE MARY (waiting). But, Moth¬ 
er dear, I don't want to be a little girl. 
I hate girls! They’re so silly, and they 
tattle, tattle— 


MARY. Darling, you’re too young to 
understand— 


LITTLE MARY. But, Mother— 


MARY. Not really, Mary. 

LITTLE MARY. Ycs, Mother, I know. 
Oh, Mother, what fun is there to be 
a lady? What can a lady do? 

MARY (cheerfully). These days, dar¬ 
ling, ladies do all the things men do. 


MARY. “But Mother, but Mother!” 
There's one thing a woman can do, 
no man can do. 

LITTLE MARY (eagerly). What? 

MARY. Have a child. (Tenderly) 
Like you. 
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LITTLE MARY. Oh, that! Everybody 
knows that. But is that any fun, 
Mother dear? 

MARY. Fun? No. But it is—joy. 
(Hugging her) Of a very special 
kind. 

LITTLE MARY (squirmifig away'). 
Well, it s never sounded specially ex¬ 
citing to me—I love you, Mother. 
But I bet you anything you like, 
Daddy has more fun than youl (She 
slips away front mary. Then sees her 
mother's dispirited face, turns and 
kisses her warmly) Oh, I’m sorry. 
Mother. But you just don't under¬ 
stand! (A pause) Am I to be pun¬ 
ished, Mother? 

MARY (she is thinking about some¬ 
thing else). What do you think? 

LITTLE MARY. I smackcd him awful 
hard—Shall I punish myself? 

MARY. It will have to be pretty bad. 

LITTLE MARY (solemnly). Then I 
kvon’t go down to breakfast with 
Daddy tomorrow, or the next day— 
O. K., Mother? 

MARY. O. K. 

(little MARY walks, Crestfallen, to 
the door as jane enters, little 
MARY sticks out her tongue.) 

LITTLE MARY. Thercs my tongue! 
So what? (Exits skipping ) 

lANE (laughing). She never lets any¬ 
body get the best of her, does she, 
Mrs. Haines? 

MARY. My poor baby. She doesn't 
want to be a woman, Jane. 

lANE. Who does? 


MARY. Somehow, Fve never minded 
it, Jane. (Enter mrs. morehead. 
She is a bourgeois aristocrat of 55. 
MARY rises, kisses her.) 

MRS. morehead. Hello, child. After¬ 
noon, Jane. 

jane. Afternoon, Mrs. Morehead. 
(Exits to bedroom.) 

MARY. Mother, dear! (She walks 
slowly to the dressing table.) 

MRS. morehead (cheerfully). Well, 
what's wrong? (Sits.) 

MARY (turning). How did you know 
something’s wrong? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Your voicc On the 
phone. Is it Stephen? 

MARY, How did you know? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You Sent for 

Mother. So it must be he. (A pause.) 

MARY. I don't know how to begin, 
Mother. 

MRS. MOREHEAD (delighted to find 
that her instincts were correct). It's 
a woman! Who is she? 

MARY. Her name is Crystal Allen. 
She—she's a salesgirl at Saks'. (Her 
mothers cheerful and practical man¬ 
ner discourages tears, so she begins 
to cream and tonic her face instead.) 

MRS. MOREHEAD. She's young and 
pretty, I suppose. 

MARY. Well, yes. (Defensively) But 
common. 

MRS. MOREHEAD (sOOtkingly). Of 

course—Stephen told you? 



THE WOMEN 



MARY. No. I—I found out—this after- man. (Philosophically') That, unfor 
noon. tunately, was not one of them. 


MRS. MOREHEAD. I low far has it 
gone^ 

MARY. He’s known her about three 
months. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Docs Stephen 
know you know? 

MARY (shaking her head). I—I 
wanted to speak to you first. (The 
tears come anyway) Oh, Mother 
dear, what am I going to say to him? 

MRS. MOREHEAD, Nothing. 

MARY. Nothing? 

(Enter jane with the new dress.) 

JANE. I’ll give it a touch with the 
iron. 

MARY. Look, Schiaparelli— (jane 
holds dress up) It’s rather trying, 
though, one of those tight skirts with 
a .^ared tunic— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Personally, I al¬ 
ways thought you looked best in 
things not too extreme. 

(Exit JANE.) 

MARY. But, Mother, you don’t really 
mean I should say nothing? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. I do. 

MARY. Oh, but Mother— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. My dear, I felt the 
same way twenty years ago. 

MARY. Not Father? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Mary, in many 
ways your father was an exceptional 


MARY. Did you say nothing? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Nothing. I had ^ 
wise mother, too. Listen, dear, this ii 
not a new story. It comes to most 
wives. 

MARY. But Stephen— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Stephen is a man. 
I le’s been married twelve years— 

MARY. You mean, he’s tired of mel 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Stop Crying. You’ll 
make your nose red. 

MARY. I’m not ciydng. (Patting ion¬ 
ic on her face) This stuff stings. 

MRS. MOREHEAD (going to her). 

Stephen’s tired of himself. Tired of 
feeling the same things in himself 
year after year. Time comes when 
every man’s got to feel something 
new—when he’s got to feel young 
again, just because he’s growing old. 
Women are just the same. But when 
we get that way we change our hair 
dress. Or get a new cook. Or redeco¬ 
rate the house from stem to stem. 
But a man can’t do over his office, or 
fire his secretary. Not even change 
the style of his hair. And the urge 
usually hits him hardest just when 
he’s beginning to lose his hair. No. 
dear, a man has only one escape from 
his old self: to see a different self- 
in the mirror of some woman’s eyes. 

MARY. But, Mother— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. This girl probably 
means no more to him than that new 
dress means to you. 
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MARY. But, Mother— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. "But MothcT, but 

Mother!" He's not giving anything 
to her that belongs to you, or you 
would have felt that yourself long 

ago. 

MARY (bewildered'). Oh, I always 
thought I would. I love him so much. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. And he loves you, 
baby. (Drawing mary beside her on 
the chaise-longue) Now listen to me: 
Go au'ay somewhere for a month or 
two. There’s nothing like a good dose 
of another woman to make a man 
appreciate his wife. Mother knows! 

MARY. But, there’s never been a lie 
between us before. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You mean, there's 
never been a silence between you be¬ 
fore. Well, it’s about time. Keeping 
still, when you ache to talk, is about 
the only sacrifice spoiled women like 
us ever have to make. 

MARY. But, I’d forgive him— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Forgivc himi’ (Im¬ 
patiently') For what? For being a 
man? Accuse him, and you'll never 
get a chance to forgive him. He’d 
have to justify himself— 

MARY. How can he? 

MRS. MOREHEAD (sighing). He can't 
and he can. Don't make him try. 
Either way you’d lose him. And re¬ 
member, dear, it’s being together at 
the end that really matters. CRi'siwg) 


One more piece of motherly advice: 
Don’t confide in your girl friends! 

MARY. I think they all know. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. They think you 
don’t? (mary nods) Leave it that 
way. If you let them advise you, 
they’ll see to it, in the name of friend¬ 
ship, that you lose your husband and 
your home. I’m an old woman, dear, 
and I know my sex. (Moving to the 
door) I’m going right down this min¬ 
ute and get our tickets. 

MARY. Our—tickets? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You'rc taking me 
to Bermuda, dear. My throat’s oeen 
awfully bad. I haven’t wanted to 
worry you, but my doctor says— 

MARY. Oh, Mother darling! Thank 
you! 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Don’t thank me, 
dear. It’s rather—nice to have you 
need Mother again. (Exits. The tele¬ 
phone rings. MARY answers it.) 

MARY. Yes?—Oh, Stephen—Yes, 
dear?— (Distressed) Oh, Stephen! 
Oh, no—I’m not angry. It’s—it’s just 
that I wanted to see the play. Yes, I 
can get Mother. Stephen, will you 
be very—late? (It’s a hit of a strug¬ 
gle, hut she manages a cheerjul voice) 
Oh, it's—all right. Have a good time. 
Of course, I know it’s just business— 
No, dear—I won’t wait up—Stephen, 
I love— (A click. The other end has 
hung up. JANE enters, mary turns 
her hack. Her face would belie the 
calmness of her voice) Jane—The 
children and I will have dinner 
alone— 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE IV 


Two mouths later. A dressmaker’s shop. IVc see hvo fittiug booths, the same 
in avpoi}itmeut: triplex pier glasses, dress racks, smoking stands, fivo small 
chairs. They are divided by a mirrored partition. At the rear of each booth, 
a curtain and a door, off a corridor, which leads to "the floor.' 

As the ciirtain rises the booth on the left is empty. The other booth is clut¬ 
tered with dresses. Two salesgirls are loading them over their ar^ns. 


FIRST GIRL (iiJit/t rivid resentment 
against a customer who has just de¬ 
parted). Well, now we can put them 
all back again. Makes you drag out 
everything in the damn store, and 
doesn’t even buy a brassiere! 

SECOND GIRL. And that’s the kind 
who always needs one. 

FIRST GIRL. This isn’t her type. That 
isn’t her type. I’d like to tell her what 
her type is. 

SECOND GIRL. I’d like to know. 

FIRST GIRL. It’s the type that nobody 
gives a damn about! Gee, I’d like to 
work in a men’s shop once. What can 
a man try on? 

SECOND GIRL. Ever see a man try on 
hats? What they go through, you’d 
think a head was something peculiar. 

(Both GIRLS exit. FIRST SALESWOM¬ 
AN enters the booth on the left, 
hereafter called ^’Mary’s Booth. ) 

FIRST SALESWOMAN, Miss Myrtle, 
step in here a moment. 

(A handsome wench, in a slinky neg- 

ligee, enters.) 

MODEL, Yes, Miss Shapiro. 


FIRST SALESWOMAN. If I’vC told yOU 

once, I’ve told you a thousand 
times, when you’re modelling that 
dress, your stomach must lead. If you 
walk like this (Pantomimes) you 
take away all the seduction. T/iis is 
seduction! (Shows miss myrtle her 
rather unconvincing conception of a 
seductive walk.) 

MODEL. I’ll try, Miss Shapiro. ( fear- 
fully) But if you had my appendix! 

FIRS'! SALESWOMAN. Wcll, MiSS 

Myrtle, you can take your choice: 
You will either lose your job or lose 
your appendix! 

(Exit MODEL. In right booth, here¬ 
after called ‘’Crystal’s Booth,” enter 

SECOND SALESWOMAN.) 

SECOND SALESWOMAN (tO the FIRST 
and SECOND GIRLS who have returned 
for another load of dresses). Quick¬ 
ly, please. I have a client waiting. 
(second girl exits with last of 
clothes as enter crystal, followed by 

SALESWOMAN. THIRD SALESWOMAN 

is seen crossing corridor from right to 
left.) 

(Mary’s Booth) 

FIRST SALESWOMAN (giving little 

white slip to the saleswoman who 
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passes). Bring down Mrs. Haines* 
fittings. (Exits, leaving booth 

(CrystaVs Booth') 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. Will you Open 
a charge? 

CRYSTAL (taking off her gloves and 
hat). Please. 


BOOTHE 

CRYSTAL (lightly; she was fre-pared 
for this). Oh, of course. Mr. Stephen 
Haines, 40 Wall. He's an old friend 
of my family. 

SECOND SALESWOMAN (writing). 

That will do. Mrs. Haines is a very 
good client of ours. 

CRYSTAL (unprepared for that). Oh? 


SECOND SALESWOMAN. May I havc 
the name? 


SECOND SALESWOMAN. Will you try 

on now, or finish seeing the collec¬ 
tion? 


:3RYSTAL (she is quite self-assured). 
Allen. Miss Crystal Allen. The Ho¬ 
tel Waverly. 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. May I havc 
your other charges? Saks, Bergdorf, 
Cartier—? 

CRYSTAL (putting it on). Oh, I’ll be 
opening those, in the next few days— 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. Then may I 
have your bank? 

CRYSTAL. I’ve no checking account 
either, at the moment. 

(Enter mary in her booth, with fit¬ 
ter and first saleswoman, who 
carries her try-on gown. During the 
following scene mary undresses, gets 
into gay evening gown, fits.) 


CRYSTAL. By the way, I’ve never met 
Mrs. Haines. 

SECOND saleswoman. She's lovely. 

CRYSTAL. So—I’d rather you didn’t 
mention to her, that I gave her hus¬ 
band as reference. (Begttiling) Do 
you mind? 

SECOND SALESWOMAN (with a faint 

smile). Oh, of course not, Miss Al¬ 
len, (Indulgently) We understand. 

CRYSTAL (angrily). Do you! What 
do you understand? 

SECOND SALESWOMAN (flustered). I 
mean— 

CRYSTAL (very injured). Nevel 
mind. 


FIRST SALESWOMAN (tO MARY, OS 

they enter). Shall we show the thing: 
that came in while you were away! 

MARY. Please. But I’d like to see some 
younger things thar I usually wear. 

(Crysf^rs Booth) 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. I’m SOTTy, 

Miss Allen. But we must ask for one 
business reference— 


SECOND SALESWOMAN. Please, I hope 

you don’t think I meant— 

CRYSTAL (laughing and very charm' 
ing again). Of course not. Oh, its 
dreadful, living in a strange city 
alone. You have to be so careful not 
to do anything people can miscon¬ 
strue. You see, I don’t know Mrs. 
Haines yet. So I’d hate to get off on 
the wrong foot, before I’ve met her 
socially. 
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SECOND SALESWOMAN (sJlC SOlUlds 

convinced^ Naturally. Women are 
funny about little things like that. 

Booth—Entcr sylvia.) 
SYLVU. Yoo-hoo! May I come in'? 

MARY (not at all pleased to see her). 
Hello, Sylvia. 

(In Crystal's Booth.') 

SECOND SALESWOPIAN. What are you 
most interested in, Miss Allen, eve¬ 
ning gowns? 

CRYSTAL. Until I—I organize my so¬ 
cial life—I won't have much use for 
evening gowns. 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. I’ll shoW yOU 

some smart daytime things. (De¬ 
liberately toneless) And we have very 
exciting negligees— (They exit.) 

(Marys Booth.) 

(sYLViA circles around mary, ap¬ 
praising her fitting w'lth a critical 
eye.) 

mary. Oh, sit down, Sylvia. 

SYLVIA (to the fitter). I don't like 
that underslung line. (Demonstrat¬ 
ing on mary) It cuts her across the 
fanny. Makes her look positively 
duck-bottomed. 

MARY (pidling away). It’s so tight, 
Mrs. Fowler can’t sit down. 

FIRST SALESWOMAN. MrS. Fowlei, 

shall I see if your fittings are ready? 
SYLVU. They'll call me. 

MARY (pointing to dress first sales¬ 
woman has over her arm). Have you 
seen that? 


FIRST saleswoman (holding up 
dress). It’s a lovely shape on. It 
doesn’t look like a thing in the hand. 
(Hands dress to someone outside and 
calls) Show this model, girls. 

SYLVIA (settling in a chair and smoh 
ing a cigarette). So you had a mar¬ 
velous time in Bermuda. 

MARY. I had a good rest. 

SYLVIA (with xinconscious humor). 
Howard wants me to take a world 
cruise. By the way, dear, how is 
Stephen? 

MARY. Splendid. (Snn/ing, and very 
glad to he able to tell sylvia this) 
He’s not nearly so busy. He hasn't 
spent an evening—in the office, since 
I’ve come home. (Enter first model 
in an elaborate negligee, mary shakes 
her head, very practical) Pretty, but 
I never need a thing like that— 

SYLVIA. Of course you don’t. A hot 
little number, for intimate after¬ 
noons. (Exit first model) Howard 
says nobody’s seen Stephen in the 
Club, in the afternoon, for months— 

MARY (The thought flashes across 
her mind that Stephen could, of 
course, have revised his extramiarital 
schedtde, from an evening to an after¬ 
noon one, but she quickly dismisses 
it; STEPHEN has never let anything 
interfere with his hotirs downtown). 
Don’t worry so much about Stephen, 
Sylvia. He’s my concern. 

(Enter second model in a corset 
She is prettily fashioned from head 
to toe. She does a great deal for the 
wisp of lace she wears. It does noth- 
ing that nature didn't do better for 
her.) 
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SECOND MODEL. This is our new one- 
piece lace foundation garment. 
(Pirouettes') Zips up the back, and 
no bones. (She exits.) 

SYLVIA. Just that uplift, Mary, you 
need. I always said you’d regret nurs¬ 
ing. Look at me. I don’t think there’s 
another girl our age who has bazooms 
like mine. I’ve taken care of them. 
Ice water every morning, camphor 
at night. 

MARY. Doesn’t it smell like an old 
fur coat? (princess tamara passes 
in the corridor.) 

SYLVIA. Wlio cares? 

MARY. Howard? 

SYLVIA (laughing harshly). Howard! 

FIRST SALESWOMAN (calling OUt 
door). Princess Tamara, show here. 
(Enter princess tamara in a very 
extreme evening gown. She is Rus- 
sinn, regal, soignee.) 

MARY. Oh, Tamara, how lovely! 

tamara. You must have it. Stephen 
would be amazed. 

MARY. He certainly would. It’s too 
extreme for me. 

SYLVIA (rises) And you really 
ha\en’t the figure. (Yanks at gown) 
Tamara, you wear it wrong. I saw it 
in Vogue. (Jerks) Off here, and 
do\\’n there. 

TAMARA (slapping Sylvia’s hand 
down). Stop mauling me! 

FIRST SAi.EswoMAN. Princcss! 

TAMARA. What do you know how to 
wear clothes? 


SYLVIA. I am not a model, Tamara, 
but no one disputes how I wear 
clothes' 

TAMARA. No one has mistaken you 
for Mrs. Harrison Williams yet! 

FIRST SALESWOMAN. Princcss Ta¬ 
mara, you’d better apologize. 

MARY (to saleswoman). It’s just 
professional jealousy. They’re really 
good friends! 

SYLVIA (maliciottsly). You mean Ta¬ 
mara and Howard are friends. 

TAMARA (disgusted at the thought). 
Do you accuse me of flirting with 
your husband? 

SYLVIA (pleasantly). Gn as far as you 
can, Tamara! If I know Howard, 
you’re wasting valuable time. 

tamara (very angry). Perhaps I am. 
But perhaps somebody else is not! 

(The SALESWOMAN gives her an 
angry shove) You are riding for a 
fall-off, Sylvia dear! (Exit TAMARA 
angrily, follov'ed hy saleswoman.) 

SYLVIA. Did you get that innuendo? 
I'd like to see Howard Fowler put 
anything over on me. Oh, I’ve always 
hated that girl, exploiting her title 
the way she does! (crystal and 
SECOND saleswoman enter Crys- 
taVs Booth.) 

SECOND saleswoman (calling down 
the corridor). Princess Tamara, show 
in here, to Miss Allen, (mart’s 
SALESWOMAN enters Mary's Booth, 
pickmg up the call.) 

FIRST SALESWOMAN. Gills, show in 

Number 3 to Miss Allen. 
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SYLVIA (fl/ert). Did you say Miss 
Allen? 

FIRST SALESWOMAN. YcS. 

sYi.viA. Not—Crystal Allen? 

first saleswoman. WKy, yes—I 
just saw her on the floor. She’s so 
attractive I asked her name. 

SYLVU (watching mary closely'). 

Oh, so Crystal Allen gets her things 
here? (mary sits down suddenly.) 

first saleswoman. She’s a new 
client— Why, Mrs. Haines, are you 
ill? (mary has caught Sylvia’s eye 
in the minor, sylvia knows now that 
mary knows.) 

mary. No, no. I’m just tired, (ta- 
mara enters Crystals Booth.) 

fitter. We’ve kept you standing too 
long- 

FiRST saleswoman. I’ll gct you a 
alass of sherr)^ (Exit mary’s fitter 
and saleswoman, sylvia closes 
door.) 

(Crystals Booth.) 

crystal (admiring tamara’s ex' 
treme evening gown). I’m going to 
liave that, if I ha\-e to wear it for 
breakfast. 

SECOND saleswoman. Send it in 
here, Princess, (tamara exits.) 

(Marys Booth.) 

SYLVIA. Mar)', you do know! (Deeply 
sympathetic) "U^y didn’t you con¬ 
fide in me? 

MARY. Sylvia, go away. 


SYLVIA (fiercely). Stephen is a louse. 
Spending your money on a girl like 
that. 

MARY. Sylvia, please mind your own 
affairs. 

SYLVIA. She’s already made a fool of 
you before all your friends. And 
don’t you think the salesgirls know 
who gets the bills? 

MARY (distraught). I don’t care, I 
tell YOU. I don’t care! 

SYLVIA. Oh, yes, you do. (Pointing 
to mary’s stricken face in the minor) 
Don’t be an ostrich, Mary. (A pause) 
Go in there. 

MARY. Go in there? I’m going home. 
(She rises and begins to dress.) 

first SALESWOMAN (half enters) 
Mrs. Haines’ sherry— 

SYLVIA (taking it from her, and clos' 
ing the door in her face). All right. 

SYLVIA. You’ve caught her cold. It’s 
your chance to humiliate her. Just 
say a few quiet words. Tell her you’ il 
make Stephen’s life hell until hi 
gives her up. 

MARY. Stephen will give her up wher 
he’s tired of her. 

SYLVIA. When he’s tired of her? Look 
where she was six months ago. Look 
where she is now. 

MARY. Stephen’s not in love with 
that girl. 

SYLVIA. Maybe not. But you don’t 
know women like that when they get 
hold of a man. 
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MARY. Sylvia, please let me decide 
what is best for me, and my home. 
(crystal, in her booth, has been ttn- 
dressing, admiring herself as she does 
so in the mirror. Now she slips into 
a "really exciting" negligee.') 

SYLVIA. Well, she may be a per¬ 
fectly marvelous influence for 
Stephen, but she's not going to do 
your children any good. 

MARY (ttirning to her). What do you 
mean? 

SYLVIA (mysteriously). Never mind. 

MARY (going to her). Tell me! 

SYLVIA. Far be it from me to tell you 
things vou don’t care to hear. I've 
known this all along. (Nobly) Have 
I uttered? 

MARY (violently). What have my 
children to do with this? 

SYLVIA (after all, mart’s asking for 
it). It was while you were away. 
Edith saw them. Stephen, and that 
tramp, and your children—together, 
lunching in the Park. 

MARY. It’s not true! 

SYLVIA. Why would Edith lie? She 
said they were having a hilarious 
time. Little Stevie was eating his 
lunch sitting on that woman’s lap. 
She was kissing him between every 
bite. When I heard that, I was posi¬ 
tively heart-sick, dear! (Sees she has 
scored. Celebrates by tossing down 
Mary’s sherry.) 

(Crystals Booth.) 

CRYSTAL. Oh, go get that evening 
gown. This thing bores me. 


BOOTHE 

SBCOND SALESWOMAN. Right away, 
Miss Allen. (E?cits.) 

(Mary's Booth.) 

SYLVIA. But, as you say, dear, it’s 
your affair, not mine. (Goes to the 
door, looking very hurt that mart 
has refused her good advice) No 
doubt that girl will make a perfectly 
good step-mamma for your children! 
(Exits. MARY, now dressed, is alone. 
She stares at the partition which sepa¬ 
rates her from that still unmeasured 
enemy to her well-ordered domes¬ 
ticity, *'the other woman." Her com¬ 
mon sense dictates she should go 
home, but now she violently experi¬ 
ences the ache to talk. She struggles 
against it, then goes, bitterly deter¬ 
mined, to the door. Exits. A second 
later, there is a knock on crystal’s 
door, crystal is alone.) 

crystal. Come in! (Enter mary. She 
closes door) I beg your pardon? 

MARY. I am—Mrs. Stephen Haines. 

crystal (her poise is admirable). 
Sony'—I don’t think I know you! 

MARY. Please don’t pretend. 

crystal. So Stephen finally told 
you? 

MARY. No. I found out. 

(second saleswoman half enters.) 

CRYSTAL. Stay out of here! (Exit 
saleswoman.) 

MARY. I’ve known about you from 
the beginning. 

CRYSTAL. Well, that’s news. 

MARY. I kept still. 
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CRYSTAL. Very smart of you. 
(second saleswoman pantomimes 
down the corridor, to another girl to 
ioin her. Enters mary’s booth. One 
by one, during the rest of this scene, 
the fitters, saleswomen and 
models tiptoe into mart’s booth 
and plaster their ears against the 
partition.^ 

MARY. No, not smart. I wanted 
to spare Stephen. But you’ve gone a 
little too far— You’ve been seeing my 
children. I won't have you touching 
my children! 

CRYSTAL. For God’s sake, don’t get 
hysterical. What do I care about your 
children? I’m sick of hearing about 
them. 
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CRYSTAL. I can he soft—on the right 
occasions. What do you expect me 
to do? Burst into tears and beg you 
to forgive me? 


MARY. 

pected! 


I found exactly what I ex- 


CRYSTAL. That goes double! 


MARY (turning to the door). You 11 
have to make other plans, Miss Allen' 


CRYSTAL (going to her). Listen, Im 
taking my marching orders from 


Stephen. 


MARY. Stephen doesn’t love you. 

crystal. He’s doing the best he can 
in the circumstances. 


MARY. You won’t have to hear about 
them any more. When Stephen real¬ 
izes how humiliating all this has been 
to me, he’ll give you up instantly. 

crystal. Says who? The dog in the 
manger? 

MARY. That’s all I have to say. 


MARY. He couldn’t love a girl like 
you. 

CRYSTAL. What do you think we’ve 
been doing for the past six months? 
Crossword puzzles? What have you 
got to kick about? You’ve got every¬ 
thing that matters. The name, the 
position, the money— 


CRYSTAL. That’s plenty. 

MARY (more calmly). Stephen would 
have grown tired of you anyway. 

CRYSTAL (nastily). Speaking from 
vour oxon experience? Well, he’s not 
tired of me yet, Mrs. Haines. 

MARY (contemptuous). Stephen is 
just amusing himself with you. 

CRYSTAL. And he’s amusing him¬ 
self plenty. 

MARY. You’re very hard. 


MARY (losing control of herself 
again). Nothing matters to me but 
Stephen—! 

CRYSTAL. Oh, can the sob-stuff, Mrs. 
Haines. You don’t think this is the 
first time Stephen’s ever cheated? 
Listen, I’d break up your smug little 
roost if I could. I have just as much 
right as you have to sit in a tub of 
butter. But I don’t stand a chance! 

MARY. I’m glad you know it. 

CRYSTAL. Well, don’t think it’s juSi» 
because he’s fond of you— 
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MARY. Fond? 

CRYSTAL. You’re not what’s stopping 
him— You’re just an old habit with 
him. It’s just those brats he's afraid 
of losing. If he weren't such a senti¬ 
mental fool about those bids, he'd 
have walked out on you years ago. 

MARY (fiercely'). That’s not true! 

CRYSTAL. Oh, yes, it is. I’m telling 
you a few plain truths you won’t get 
from Stephen. 

MARY. Stephen’s always told me the 
truth—! 

CRYSTAL (maliciously). Well, look 
at the record. (A ^cnise) Listen, 
Stephen’s satisfied with this arrange¬ 
ment. So don’t force any issues, un¬ 
less you want plenty of trouble. 

MARY. You’ve made it impossible for 
me to do anything else—! 

CRYSTAL (rather pleased). Have I? 

MARY. You haven’t played fair—! 

CRYSTAL. U^ere would any of us 
get if we played fair? 

MARY. Where do you hope to get? 

CRYSTAL. Right where yon are, Mrs. 
Haines! 

MARY. You’re ver)' confident. 

CRYSTAL. The longer you stay in 
here, the more confident I get. 
Saint or no saint, Mrs. Haines, you 
are a hell of a dull womanl 
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MARY (stares at crystal wide- 
eyed at the horrid thought that this 
may he the truth. She refuses to meet 
the challenge. She ecfuivocates). By 
your standards, I probably am. I— 
(Siiddejtly ashamed that she has al¬ 
lowed herself to he 'put so pathetically 
on the defensive) Oh, why am I 
standing here talking to you? This is 
something for Stephen and me to 
settle! (&ts.) 

CRYSTAL (slamming the door after 

her). Oh, what the hell! 

(Mary's Booth.) 

SECOND SALESWOMAN. So that’s 

what she calls meeting Mrs. Haines 
socially. 

riRST SALESGIRL. Gec, I feel sori)' 

for Mrs. Haines. She’s so nice. 

NEGLIGEE MODEL. She should have 

kept her mouth shut. Now she's in 
the soup. 

FIRST SALESWOMAN. It’s a tenihle 

mistake to lay down ultimatums to a 
man. 

FIRST MODEL. Allcn’s Smart. She’s 
fixed it so anything Mr. Haines says 
is going to sound wrong. 

FrasT SALESGIRL. She'll get him sure. 

FIRST FITTER. Look at that body. 
She’s got him now. 

SECOND SALESGIRL. YoU Can’t tTUSf 

any man. That’s all they want. 

CORSET MODEL (plaintively, her 
hands on her lovely hips). What else 
have we got to give? 


CURTAIN 
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ACT TWO 

SCENE I 


Two weeks later. A small exercise room in Elizabeth Arden s beauty salon. 
Right, a mirrored wall. Rear, a door. Left, a cabinet victrola beneath an open 
window. On the floor, a wadded pink satin mat. As the curtain rises, sylvia, 
in a pair of shorts, is prone on the mat, describing lackadaisical arcs with 
her legs, to the serisiious rhythm of a tango rccor^i. The instructress, a 
bright, pretty girl, in a pink silk bathing suit, stands above her, drilling her 
in a carefully ctiltured x'oice. Until the cue '^stretch,*' the instructress 
lines are spoken through Sylvia's prattle, which she is detennined, for the 
honor of the salon, to ignore, and, if possible, to discotirage. From the word 
"up," this is a hopeless task. 


instructress. Up — over — up — 
down. Up—stretch—up—together. 
Up—stretch—up— 

SYLVIA. Of course, my sympathies are 
for Mrs. Haines. They always are 
for a woman against a man— 


SYLVIA. They do things they regret 
all their lives— 

instructress (grrths sylvia's lam 
guid limb and gives it a corrective 
yank). Ster-retchl 

SYLVIA. Ouch, my scars! 


instructress (louder). Up—over 
—up—down. Up—stretch—up—to- 

. Up- 

SYLVIA. But she did behave like an 
awful idiot— 

instructress. Stretch — up — to¬ 
gether. Please don't try to talk, Mrs. 
Fowler. 



instructress (callously). This is 
very good for adliesions. Up— 

SYLVIA (resolutely inert). Its got me 
down. 

instructress. Rest, (sylvia groan; 
her relief) And relax your diaphragm 
muscles, Mrs. Fowler, (Bitterly) if 
you can. (Goes to the victrola, 
changes the record for a fox trot.) 


SYLVIA. But you know how some 
women are when they lose their 
heads— 

instructress (grimlf). Stretch- 
up—together—up— 


SYLVIA. Of course, I do wish Mrs. 
Haines would make up her mind if 
she's going to get a divorce. It’s ter¬ 
rible on all her friends, not knowing. 
Naturally, you can't ask them any¬ 
where— 
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£NSTRUCTRESS. Of coursc not. Now, 
on your side, (sylvia rolls to her 
side, reclining on her elbow') Ready? 
Up—down—up—down— (Snaps her 
fingers, sylvia flaps a limp leg up, 
down—') Don’t bend the knee— 

SYLVIA (thoughtfully'). Of course, 
for the children's sake, I think Mrs. 
Haines ought to stay. (Piously) I 
know I would. (Her knees look bent, 
not to say broken.) 

INSTRUCTRESS (imploring). Don't 
crook it, please. 

SYLVIA. And she ought not to have 
faced Mr. Haines with the issue. 
When a man's got himself in that 
deep he has to have time to taper it 
ofF- 

INSTRUCTRESS (straightening out 
Sylvia's offending member with 
considerable force). Thigh in, not 

Out. 

SYLVIA (pained, but undaunted). 
But Mrs. Haines never listens to any 
of her friends. She is a very peculiar 
woman. 

INSTRUCTRESS. Slic must bc- Now, 
please—up—do\vn -^up—clown— 

5YLVIA (redoubling her efforts, and 
her error.,). Oh, I tell everybody 
whatever she wants to do is the right 
ihing. I’ve got to be loyal to Mrs. 
Haines, you know ... Oh, I'm simply 
exhausted. (Flops over, flat on her 
stomach, panting.) 

INSTRUCTRESS. Then suppose you 
try something simple—like crawling 
up the wall? (sylvia lifts a martyred 
^ace. The instructress changes 
the record for a waltz.) 


sYLvu (scrambling to her feet). 
What I go through tc keep my figure! 
Lord, it infuriates me at dinner par¬ 
ties when some fat lazy man asks, 
“What do you do with yourself all 
day, Mrs. Fowler?" (Sits alongside 
the rear wall.) 

INSTRUCTRESS. You rotate on your 
buttocks, (sylvia rotates, then Ves 
hack, her knees drawn up to her 
chin, the soles of her feet against the 
wall) Arms flat. Now you crawl 
slowly up the wall. 

SYLVIA (crawling). I wish you 
wouldn’t say that. It makes me reel 
like vermin— 

INSTRUCTRESS (kneeling beside her). 

Don't talk. 

SYLVIA. There's a couple of people 
I’d like to exterminate, too— 

INSTRUCTRESS. Lct's levetse the ac¬ 
tion. (sylvia crawls down, as peggv 
enters in an exercise suit. The in¬ 
structress brightens.) 

instructress. How do you do, Mrs. 
Day? (To sylvia) Down slcwly— 

PEGGY (gaily). How do you do? 
Hello, Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. You’re late again, Peggy, 

PEGGY (crestfallen). I’m sorry. 

SYLVIA (^sitting up). After all, dear, I 
am paying for this course. 

PEGGY. You know I'm grateful, 
Sylvia— 

SYLVIA. Well, don't cry about it. It's 
only fifty dollars. 



pbggy. That*s a lot to me— 
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SYLVIA you, or just 

to your husband, dear"? 

instructress. Please, ladies. Let us 
begin with 
lady always enters a room erect. 

SYLVIA. Lots of my friends exit hori¬ 
zontally. (PEGGY and SYLVIA go to 
the mirrored wall, stand with their 
hacks to it.) 

instructress. Now— knees apart. 
Sit on the wall. (They sit on imagin¬ 
ary seats) Relax. (They bend for¬ 
ward from the waist, finger-tips hriish- 
Cng the floor) Now, roll slowly up 
the wall... pressing each little verte¬ 
bra against the wall as hard as you 
can . . . shoulders back, and where 
they belong. Heads back. Mrs. 
Fowler, lift yourself behind the ears. 
Pretend you’re just a silly little pup¬ 
pet dangling on a string. Chin up. 
(Ske places her hand at the level of 
Peggy’s straining chin) No, Mrs. 
Dav, your chin is resting comfort¬ 
ably on a little table. Elbows bent- 
up on your toes—arms out—shove 
with the small of your back—you’re 
off! (sYLViA and peggy, side hy side, 
mince across the room.) 


posture, (sylvia rises) A 


PEGGY (whispering). Oh, Sylvia, 
why do you always insinuate that 
John is practically a—miser? 

INSTRUCTRESS (sliB refers to peggy’s 
swaying hips). Tuck under! 

SYLVIA. You have your own little 
income, Peggy. And what do you do 
with it? You give it to John— 

INSTRUCTRESS. Now, back, please! 
(They mince backwards across the 

room.) 
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PEGGY (staunchly). John makes so 
little— 

INSTRUCTRESS (she refers to sylvia ? 
relaxed tummy). Steady center con- 
troll 

SYLVIA. Peggy, you’re robbing John 
of his manly sense of responsibility. 
You’re turning him into a gigolo. A 
little money of her own she lets no 
man touch is the only protection a 
woman has. (They are against the 
mirror again.) 

INSTRUCTRESS. Now, aic you both 
the way you were when you left the 
wall? 

SYLVIA (brightly). Well, I am. 

INSTRUCTRESS. No, Mrs. Fowler, 
you're not. (She imitates sylvia's 
posture, showing how sylvia’s pos¬ 
terior protrudes, against the dictates 
of fashion, if not of nature) Not this, 
Mrs. Fowler—("Bnmps”) That! 
(She leads sylvia forward). Try it, 
please. (Facing one another, they do 
an elegant pair of “humps”) Now, 
relax on the mat. 

(This piece of business defies de¬ 
scription, hut to do the best one can: 
the GIRLS stand side by side, arms 
straight above their heads. At the in¬ 
structress’ cotint of “one,” each 
drops a hand, limp, from the wrist. 
At “two,” the other hand drops, then 
their heads fall upon their breasts, 
their arms flap to their sides, their 
waists cave in, their knees buckle 
under, and they swoon, or crumble 
like boneless things, to the mat.) 

instructress (she has changed the 
record) Now, ready? Bend—stretch, 
you know. Begin— (They do another 
leg exercise on the mat) Bend— 
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strctch-bend-down-plenty of pull edith. I’ve done the most ghastly 

on the hamstrings, please! Bend- thing. Move over, (peggy and sylvu 
strctch-bend-down— edith plumbs between 

(Enter edith. S/ie is draped in a fheni o« the nmO But it wasn t until 
ivhite sheet. Her head is hound in a I got here, in the middle of my facial, 

white towel. Her face is undergoing that I realized it—I could bite my 

a "tie-up/' that is, she wears broad tongue off when I think of it— 
white straps under her chin and 

across her forehead. She appears very sylvia. Well, what is it, Edith? 
distressed.') 

EDITH. I was lunching with Frances 
EDITH. Oh, Sylvia! Hello, Peggy— Jones, and— 

SYLVIA (sitting up-). Why, Edith, Sylvia. Edith Potter, I know exactly 
what are you doing up here? what you re going to say. 


EDITH. Having a facial, downstairs. 
Oh, Sylvia. I’m so glad you’re here. 
I’ve done the most awful thing, I— 

INSTRUCTRESS. We're right in the 
middle of of our exercises, Mrs. 
Potter— 


EDITH. I forgot she— 

SYLvu. You forgot she's Dolly de 
Peyster. 

EDITH. But I never read her awful 
column— 


SYLVIA (to instructress). Will you 
tell them outside—I want my paraf¬ 
fine bath now? There’s a dear. 

instructress. But, Mrs, Fowler— 

SYLVIA (cajoling). I’m simply ex¬ 
hausted. 

INSTRUCTRESS. You’ve hardly moved 
a muscle. 

SYLVIA (with elaborate patience). 
Look, whose carcass is this? Yours or 
mine? 


SYLVIA (fiercely). You told her some¬ 
thing about me? What did you tell 
her? 

EDITH. Oh, darling, you know I never 
give you away. (Remorsefully) I— 
I—told her all about Stephen and 
Mary— 

SYLVIA (relieved). Oh! That! 

EDITH. It wasn’t until the middle of 
my facial— 

PEGGY. Oh, Edith! It will be in all 
those dreadful tabloids! 


INSTRUCTRESS. It's yOUIS, MrS, 

Fowler, but I’m paid to exercise it. 
SYLVIA. You talk like a horse-trainer. 


EDITH. I know—I’ve been racking 
my brains to recall what I said—I 
think I told her that when Mary 
walked into the fitting room, she 
yanked the ermine coat o£F the Allen 



INSTRUCTRESS. Well, Mrs. Fowler, 
you’re getting warm. (Exits.) 


SYLVIA. You didn't! 
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EDITH. Well, I don’t know whether 
I said ermine or sflhle—but I know 
1 told her that Mary smacked the 
Allen girl! 

PEGGY. Edith! 

EDITH. Well, that’s what Sylvia told 
me! 

svLViA. I didn’t! 

EDITH. You did, too! 


has any woman got to gain by a di¬ 
vorce? No matter how much he gives 
her, she won't have what they have 
together. And you know as well as I 
do, he’d marry that girl. Wiat he s 
spent on her, he’d have to, to pro¬ 
tect his investment. (Sorrowfully) 
But, I have as much influence on 
Mary as I have on you, Peggy. (The 

INSTRUCTRESS rC’Cnters.) 
INSTRUCTRESS. The paraffine bath is 

ready, Mrs. Fowler. 


SYLVIA (ntfrt). Anyway, I didn’t ex¬ 
pect you to tell it to a cheap re¬ 
porter— 

EDITH. Well, it doesn’t really make 
much difference. The divorce is prac¬ 
tically settled— 

SYLVIA (eagerly). Who says so? 
EDITH. You did! 

SYLVIA ('patiently). I said, Mary 
couldn’t broadcast her domestic diffi¬ 
culties, and not expect them to wind 
up in a scandal. 

PEGGY. Mary didn’t broadcast them! 

SYLVIA. Who did? 

PEGGY. You did. You—you’re all mak¬ 
ing it impossible for her to do any¬ 
thing now but get a divorce! 

SYLVIA. You flatter us. We didn’t 
realize how much influence we had 
on our friends’ lives! 

PEGGY. Everybody calling her up, 
telling her how badly she’s been 
treated— 

SYLVIA. As a matter of fact, I told 
her she’d make a great mistake. What 


SYLVIA (rises). Well, don’t worry, 
Edith, I’ll give de Peyster a ring. I 
can fix it. 

EDITH. How? 

SYLVIA (graciously). Oh, I’ll tell hei 
you were lying. 

EDITH. You’ll do no such thing! 

SYLVIA (shrtigging). Then let the 
story ride. It will be forgotten to¬ 
morrow. You know the awful things 
they printed about—what’s her name? 
—before she jumped out the window? 
Why, I can’t even remember hei 
name, so who cares, Edith? (Exits.) 

INSTRUCTRESS. Mrs. Potter, you 
come right back where you belong. 

EDITH. Why, you’d think this was a 
boarding school! 

INSTRUCTRESS. But, MtS. PottCt, it’s 
such a foolish waste of money— 

EDITH. Listen, relaxing is part of 
my facial. 

INSTRUCTRESS (coolly). Then you 
should relax completely. Mrs. Potter, 
from the chin up. (Exits.) 



636 CLARE 

EDITH. Honestly, the class feeling 
you run into these days! (Struggles to 
her feet) I’m so tired of paying crea¬ 
tures like that to insult me— 

PEGGY (going to her). Edith! Let*s 
call Mary up and warn her! 


BOOTHE 

EDITH. Oh, she can't help it, Peggy. 
It’s just her tough luck she wasn’t 
born deaf and dumb. But what can 
we do about it? She's always gotten 
away with murder. Why, she’s been 
having an affair for a year with that 
young customers’ man in Howard’s 
ofBce. 


EDITH. About what? 

PEGGY. The newspapers! 

EDITH. My dear, how could we do 
that, without involving Sylvia— 

PEGGY. But it’s her fault— Oh, she’s 
such a dreadful woman! 


PEGGY C^hocked), Edith! 

EDITH. Right under Howard's nose! 
But Howard doesn’t care! So what 
business is it of yours or mine? (Earn¬ 
estly) Peggy, take a tip from me— 
keep out of other women’s troubles. 
I’ve never had a fight with a girl 
friend in all my life. Why? I hear no 
evil, I see no evil, I speat no evil! 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 11 


A few days later, 

Mary’s gantry, midnight. Left, a svnnging door, to the kitchen. Rear, a 
sink under a curtained window. A small, built-in refrigerator. Center, a table, 
two chairs. 

As the curtain rises, jane, the maid, and maggip, the new cook, are hav¬ 
ing a midnight snack. MAGGIE, a buxom, middle-aged woman, wears a 
wra'p-per and felt bedroom slippers. 


JANE (folding a tabloid newspaper 
which she has been reading to Mag¬ 
gie). So he says, "All you can do 
■with a story like that, is live it down, 
Mary." 

MAGGIE. I told you they’d begin all 
over. Once a thing like that is out be¬ 
tween a married couple, they’ve got 
to fight it out. Depends which they 
get sick of first, each other, or the 
argument. 


JANE. It’s enough to make you lose 
your faith in marriage. 

MAGGIE. Whose faith in marriage? 

JANE. You don’t believe in marriage? 

MAGGIE. Sure I do. For women. 
(Sighs) But it’s the sons of Adam 
they got to marry. Go on. 

JANE. Well, finally he said to the 
madam, “I gave her up, didn’t I"? And 
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1 was a Gwine, about the way I did 
it.” How do you suppose he did it, 
Maggie? 

MAGGIE. Maybe he just said, “Scram, 
the wife is onto us.” 


JANE. He told the madam bed beer 
faithful for twelve years. 

MAGGIE. Well, that's something these 
days, that beats flying the Atlantic 
Did the madam believe h:m? 


jane. Well, the madam didn’t believe 
him. She says, “Stephen, you really 
ain’t seen her?” 

MAGGIE. He lied in his teeth— 

)ANE. Oh, the way he said it, I kind 
of believed him. But the madam says, 
“Oh, but can I ever trust you again?” 

MAGGIE You can't trust none of 'em 
no further than I can kick this lemon 
pie. 

JANE. Oh, it was terrible sad. He 
said, “Mary, dear Mary, Mary, dear 
Mary, Mary—” 

MAGGIE. Dear Mary. But it ain't ex¬ 
actly convincing. 

jane. Then, I guess he tried to kiss 
her. Because she says, “Please don't. 
I'll never be able to kiss you again, 

without thinking of her in your 

_ 

Arms* 


JANE. She said, “How do I knou 
you've been faithful?’ 

MAGGIE. She don’t. 

jane. But the way he said it— 

MAGGIE. Listen, if they lay off six 
months, they feel themselves busting 
out all over with haloes. 

jane. Anyway, he says this girl was 
really a nice girl. So sweet and in¬ 
terested in him and all. And how it 
happened one night, unexpected, in 
her room— 

MAGGIE. Did he think it was going 
to happen in Roxy’s? 

jane. He said she wouldn't take noth¬ 
ing from him for months— 

MAGGIE. Only her education. Oh, 
that one knew her onions. She cer¬ 
tainly played him for a sucker. 


MAGGIE (^a'p'preciatively'). Just like 
in the movies— Imagine him taking 
up with a girl like that. 

JANE. He was telling the madam; 
She’s a virgin. 

MAGGIE. She is? Then what’s all the 
rumpus about? 

JANE- Oh, she ain’t a virgin now. She 
was. 

MAGGIE, So was Mae West— once. 


JANE. That’s what the madam said 
She said, “Stephen, can’t you see 
that girl’s only interested in you foi 
vour monev?” 

MAGGIE. Tch, tch, tch. I’ll bet that 
made him sore. A man don’t like to 
be told no woman but his wife is 
fool enough to love him. It drives 
’em nutty. 

/ANE. Did it! “Mary, 1 told you what 
kind of girl she is,” he says. Yoi' 
know—T iust told vou— 
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MAGGIE. I had her number. You 
didn't convey no information. 

»ANE. Well, then they both get sore. 

MAGGIE (rises, goes OM( for coffee), 

I knew it. 

|ANE. So, he began to tell her all 
over, what a good husband he’d been. 
And how hard he’d worked for her 
and the kids. And she kept inter¬ 
rupting with what a good wife she’d 
l)ccn and how proud she was of him. 
Then they began to exaggerate them- 
sel ves— 

MAGGIE (enters tipith coffee pof). 
Listen, anybody that’s ever been mar¬ 
ried knows that line backwards and 
forwards. What happened? 

lANE. \Vell, somewhere in there the 
inadam says, “Stephen, you do want 
divorce. Only you ain’t got the 
courage to ask it.” And he says, “Oh, 
mv God, no I don’t, Mary. Haven’t 
F told you?” And she says, “But you 
don’t love me!” And he savs, “But 
oh, my God, Mary, I’m awful fond 
of you.” And she says, very icy, 
“Fond, fond? Is that all?” And he 
says, “No, Mary, there’s the chil¬ 
dren.” Maggie, that’s the thing I 
don’t understand. Why does she get 
so mad every time he says they’ve 
got to consider the children? If chil¬ 
dren ain’t the point of being married, 
what is? 

MAGCiE. A woman don’t want to be 
told she’s being kept on just to run 
a kindergarten. (Goes to the icehox 
for a bottle of cream.) 

/ANE. Well, the madam says, 
“Stephen, I want to keep the children 
out of this. I haven’t used the chil¬ 


dren. I ain't asked you to sacrifice 
yourself for the children.” Maggie, 
that's where he got so terrible mad 
Me says, “But why, in God's name, 
Mary? You knew about us all along. 
Why did you wait until now to make 
a fool of me?” 

MAGGIE. As if he needed her help. 

JANE. So then, suddenly she says, 
in a awful low voice, “Stephen, oh, 
Stephen, we can’t go on like this. 

It ain’t worthy of what we been to 
each other!” And he says, “Oh, no, 
it’s not, Mary!” 

MAGGIE. Quite a actress, ain’t you? 

JANE. My boy friend says I got eyes 
like Claudette Colbert’s. 

MAGGIE. Did he ever say anything 
about your legs? Have a cup of coffee 
(Pours coffee.) 

JANE. That's when the madam says 
what you could have knocked me 
down with a feather! The madam 
says, “Stephen, I want a divorce. Yes, 
Stephen, I want a divorce!” 

MAGGIE. Tch. Tch. Abdicating! 

JANE. Well, Maggie, you could have 
knocked him down with a feather! 

MAGGIE (waving coffee pot)- Td like 
to knock him down with this. 

JANE. “My God! Mary,” he says, “you 
don’t mean it!” So she says, in a funny 
voice, 'Tes, I do. You’ve killed my 
love for you, Stephen.” 

MAGGIE. He’s just simple-minded 
enough to believe that. 
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jane. So he says, “I don’t blame you. 
My God, how can 1 blame you?” 

MAGGIE. My God, he can’t! 

janh. So then she said it was all over, 
because it was only the children he 
minded losing. She said that made 
their marriage a mockery. 

MAGGIE. A mockery? 

JANE. Something funny. 


MAGGIE (inipnriewdy)* lesr' 

JANE. I didn’t hear his last words. 
Because naturally, when he said he 
was going, I scooted down the hall* 
But fhea°d her call, “Stephen?” And 
he stops on the landing and says, 
“Yes, Marv?” and she says, “Noth¬ 
ing. Just don’t slam the front door- 
The sen’ants will hear you! So 1 
came down here. Oh, Maggie, what s 
going to happen? 

MAGGIE. She’s going to get a divorce. 


MAGGIE. I ain’t going to die laugh¬ 
ing. 

JANE. He said she was talking non¬ 
sense. He said she was just upset on 
account of this story in the papers. 
He said what else could she expect 
if she was going to spill her troubles 
to a lot of gabby women? He said she 
should go to bed until sh^ could 
think things over. He was going out 
for a breath of fresh air. 

MAGGIE. The old hat trick. 

JANE. So the madam says, “You’re 
going to see that girl.” And he says, 
"Oh, for God’s sake, Mar)', one min¬ 
ute you never want to see me again, 
the next I can’t even go out for a 

• » iff 

airing! 


JANE. Oh, dear. I’m so sad for he/'. 

MAGGIE. I ain’t. 


JANE. What? 

MAGGIE. She's indulging a pride shfr 
ain’t entitled to. Marriage is a busi¬ 
ness of taking care of a man and 
rearing his children. It ain t meant 
to be no perpetual honeymoon. How 
long would any husband last if he 
was supposed to go on acting forever 
like a red-hot Clark Gable? Whats 

i-V»^ /^iffpkrpnrp if hc don’t loi'C hcT? 


JANE. How can you say that, M^'^ggi^' 

MAGGIE. Tliat don’t let her off he) 
obligation to keep bim from makin;^ 
a fool of himself, does it? 


MAGGIE. You oughtn’t to let none of 
’em out except on a leash. 

JANE. And she says, “Are you going 
to see her, or ain’t you?” And he says, 
"Well, what difference does it make, 
if you’re going to divorce me?” And 
she says, “It don’t make no difference 
to you, I guess. Please go, Stephen. 
And don’t come back ev*^r.” (iBegins 
to cry.) 


JANE. Do you think he’ll marry that 
girl? 

MAGGIE. When a man’s got the habit 
of supporting some woman, he jusf 
don’t feel natural unless he's doing 
it. 

JANE. But he told the madam marry¬ 
ing her was the furthest thing fron? 
his mind. 
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MAGGIE. It don't matter what he’s got 
in his mind. It’s what those two 
women got in theirs will settle the 
matter. 

JANE. But the madam says it’s up to 
him. She said, "You love her, or you 
love me, Stephen.” 

MAGGIE. So what did he say to that? 
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JANE. Nothing for a long time. ]ust 
walked up and down—up and down- 
up and— 

MAGGIE. He was thinking. Tch—tch. 
The first man who can think up a 
good explanation how he can be in 
love with his W'ife and another 
woman, is going to win that prize 
they’re always giving out in Swedenl 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 111 


.4 month later. 

Mary’s living room. The room is now denuded of 'pictures, hooks, vases, etc. 
Fhe ntg is rolled up. The curtains and chairs are covered with slips. 

As the curtain rises, mary, dressed for traveling, is pacing up and down. 
MRS. MOREHEAD, dressed for the street, watches her from the sofa. 


NtRS. ^^OREHEAD. What timc does mary. Stephen would hav^ gotten 
your train go? where he is, with or without me. 


MARY Clooking at her wrist watch'). 
An hour. His secretary ought to be 
here. I never knew there could be 
so many papers to sign. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You showcd every¬ 
thing to your lawj^ers— 

MARY. They always say the same 
thing! I’m getting a “raw deal”— 

MRS. MOREHEAD (alarmed). But, 
Mary— 


MARY, Oh, I know it’s not true. 
Stephen’s been very generous. 

MRS. MOREHEAD, Oh, I wouldn’t say 
that. If Stephen is a rich man now, 
he owes it largely to you. 


MRS. MOREHEAD. He didn’t have ? 
penny when you married him, 

MARY. Mother, are you trying to 
make me bitter, too? 


MRS. MOREHEAD (fielplessly). I’m 
sure I don’t know what to say. If I 
sympathize with Stephen, you accuse 
me of taking his side. And when I 
sympathize with you, I’m making 
you bitter. The thing for me to do is 
keep still. (There is a pause. Then, 
emphatically) You’re both making a 
terrible mistake! 


.MARY. Mother, please! 

MRS. MOREHEAD. But the children, 
Mary. The children— 
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MARY. What good will it do them to 
be brought up in a home full of quar¬ 
reling and suspicion? They’ll be bet- 
■^er off just with me. 

tR8. MOREHEAD. No, they won’t. A 
.hild needs both its parents in one 
home. 

MARY. A home without love? 

MRS. MOREHEAD He’s terribly fond 
of you— 

MARY. Mother, don’t use that word! 
Oh, Mother, please. Every argument 
goes round in circles. And, it’s too 
fate now— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. It’s never too late 
when you love. Mary, why don’t you 
call this thing off? J’m sure that’s 
what Stephen’s waiting tor. 

MARY (bitterly). Is it? He hasn’t 
made any sign of it to me. Isn’t he 
the one to come to me? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You’re the one, 

Mary, who insisted on the divorce. 

MARY. But don't you see; if he hadn’t 
wanted it, he'd have fought me— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Stephen’s not the 
fighting kind. 

MARY. Neither am I. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Damn these mod¬ 
em laws! 

MARY. Mother! 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Damn them, I say! 
Fifty years ago, when women 
couldn’t get divorces, they made the 
best of situations like this. And some¬ 
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times, out of situations like this they 
made very good things indeed! 
(Enter jane, right.') 

JANE. Mr. Haines’ secretary, ma’am. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Tell her to come in. 
(Exit jane) Now, go bathe your 
eyes. Don’t let that adding machine 
see you like this. And don t be long. 
Remember, you have one more un¬ 
pleasant task. 

MARY. Mary? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. The child must be 

told. 

MARY Cmtserahly, and a little 
guiltily). I have been putting it off. 
Because— 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Becausc you hope 
at the last minute a miracle will keep 
you from making a mess of your life. 
Have you thought: Stephen might 
marry that girl? 

MARY (very confident). He won’t do 
that. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. What makes you 
so sure? 

MARY. Because, deep down, Stephen 
does love me— But he won’t find it 
out, until I’ve—really gone away— 
(At the door) You’ll take good care 
of the children. Mother? And make 
them write to me to Reno, once a 
week? And please, Mother, don’t 
spoil them so. (Exits left.) 

MRS. MCREHEAD. Gracious! You’d 
think I’d never raised children or 
my ov\m! (Enter miss watts and 
MISS TRiMMERBACK, right They are 
very tailored, ylain girls, miss watts, 
the older and the plainer of the two- 
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carries a brief case') How do you do. 
Miss Watts? 

MISS WATTS. How do you do, Mrs. 
Morehead? This is Miss Trimmer- 
back from our office. 

AIISS TRIMMERBACK. HoW do yOU do? 

MISS WATTS. She’s a notary. We have 
some papers for Mrs. Haines to sign, 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Anything I can do? 

MISS WATTS. The children will be 
with you? (mrs. morehead nods) 
Any incidental bills, Mrs. Morehead, 
send to the office. But you under¬ 
stand, bills arriving after the divorce 
will he assumed by Mrs. Haines un¬ 
der the terms of the settlement. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Mts. Haines will 
be with you in a minute. Please don't 
bother her with unnecessary details. 
She s—she’s pressed for time. (Exits 
right.:) 

MISS TRIMMERBACK, Gce, don’t you 
feel sorr\' for Mrs. Haines? 

MISS WATTS (bitterly). I don’t feel 
sorn,^ for any woman who thinks the 
world owes her breakfast in bed. 

Aiiss TRIMMERBACK. You don’t like 
her. 

MISS WATTS. Oh, she never inter¬ 
fered at the office. 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Maybe that’s 

why he’s been a success. 

MISS WATTS. He’d have gotten 
further without her. Everything big 
that came up, he was too cautious, 
because of her and the kids. (Opens 
the brief case, takes out papers and 


pen, arranges the papers, for signing, 
on the table) Well, thank heavens irs 
almost over. He and I can go back to 
work. (Sits.) 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. What ahout 

Allen? 

MISS WATTS (guardedly). What 
about her? 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Is he going tO 
marry her? 

MISS WATTS. I don’t butt into his 
private affairs. Oh, I hold no brief 
for Allen. But I must say knowing 
her gave him a new interest in his 
work. Before her, he was certainly 
going stale. That had me worried. 

MISS TRIMMERBACK (sinking On the 

sofa). Well, she’s lucky, I’ll say. 

MISS WATTS. Oh? 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. I wish I COuld 

get a man to foot my bills. I’m sick 
and tired, cooking my own breakfast, 
sloshing through the rain at 8 a. m., 
working like a dog. For what? Inde¬ 
pendence? A lot of independence you 
have on a woman’s wages. Fd chuck 
it like that for a decent, or an in¬ 
decent, home. 

MISS watts. I’m sure you would. 
MISS TRIMMERBACK. Wouldn’t you? 
MISS watts. I have a home. 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. You mean 

Plattsburgh, where you were bom? 

miss watts. The office. That’s my 
home. 
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MISS trimmerback. Some home! 1 
see. The office-wife? 

MISS WATTS Cdepantly'). He could 

get along better without Mrs. Haines 
or Allen than he could without me. 

MISS TRIMMERBACK. Oh, you’re very 
efficient, dear. But what makes you 
think you’re indispensable? 

MISS WATTS. I relieve him of a thou¬ 
sand foolish details. 1 remind him of 
things he forgets, including, very 
often these days, his good opinion of 
himself. I never cry and I don’t nag. 
I guess I am the office-wife. And a lot 
better off than Mrs. Haines. He’ll 
never divorce me! 

MISS TRIMMERBACK (flStOwis/ied). 

Why, you’re in love with him! (They 
both rise, face each other angrily.) 

MISS WATTS. What if I am? I’d rather 
work for him than marry the kind of 
a dumb cluck I could get— (Abwost 
tearful) just because he’s a man— 
(Enter mary, left.) 

MARY. Yes, Miss Watts. 

MISS WATTS (collecting herself 
quickly). Here are the inventories of 
the furniture, Mrs. Haines. I had the 
golf cups, the books, etchings, and 
the ash stands sent to Mr. Haines’ 
club. (Pauses) Mr. Haines asked if 
he could also have the portrait of 
the two children. 

MARY (looking at the blank sipace 
over the mantel). Oh, but— 

MISS WATTS. He said it wouldn’t mat¬ 
ter, if you really didn’t care for him 
to have it. 

MARY. It’s in storage. 
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MISS WATTS (laying a papef on the 
table). This will get it out. Sign 
there. The cook’s letter of reference. 
Sign here, (mary sits, signs) The in¬ 
surance papers. Yoi* sign here, (miss 
TRIMMERBACK sigws coch paper after 
mary) The transfer papers on the 
car. What do you want done with it? 

MARY. Well, I— 

MISS WATTS. I’ll find a garage. Sign 
here. What do you want done if 
someone meets your price on this 
apartment? 

MARY. Well, I thought— 

MISS WATTS. This gives us power of 
attorney until you get back. Sign 
here. 

MARY. But—I— 

MISS WATTS. Oh, it’s quite in order, 

Mrs. Haines. Now, Mr. Haines took 
the liberty of drawing you a new will. 
(Places a blue, legablocking doew 
ment before mary.) 

MARY (indignantly)’ But— really— 

miss WATTS. If anything were to hap¬ 
pen to you in Reno, half your prop¬ 
erty would revert to him. A detail 
your lawyers overlooked. Mr. Haines 
drew up a codicil cutting himself 
out— 

MARY. But, I don’t understand legal 
language, Miss Watts. I T must have 
my law^'er— 

MISS WATTS. As you please. (Stiffly) 
Mr. Haines suggested this for your 
sake, not his. I’m sure you realize, 
he has nothing but your interests at 
heart. (A pause) Sign here. \^mapv 
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signs, MISS WATTS signs') We need 
three witnesser;. (Enter jane, right, 
with a box of ftoxi^ers) Your maid will 

Jo. 


MARY. Jane, please witness this. It's 
my will. 

JANE (in tears). Oh, Mrs. Haines! 

(Signs.) 


BOOTHE 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Brother and I ^viD 
wait for you downstairs. (Exit mrs. 
MOREHEAD.) 

MARY. Mary, sit down, dear, (little 

MARY skips to the sofa, sits down. A 
pause, mary discovers that it's going 
to be even more painful and difficult 
than she imagined) Mary— 

little MARY. Yes, Mother^ 


MISS watts (gathering all the 
papers). You can always make 
changes, in the event of your remar¬ 
riage. (mary rises) And don't hesi¬ 
tate to let me know at the office, if 
there is anything 1 can ever do for 
you. 

MARY (coldly). There will he noth¬ 
ing, Miss Watts. 

MISS WATTS (cheerfully). Oh, there 
are always tag ends to a divorce, Mrs. 
Haines. And you know how Mr. 
Haines hates to be bothered with in¬ 
consequential details. Good day, Mrs. 
Haines, and pleasant journey to you! 
(Exit MISS watts right, followed by 

MISS TRIMMERBACK.) 

JANE (sniveling as she places the box 
on the table). Mr. Haines said I was 
to give you these to wear on the train. 
(Exits abruptly, mary slowly opens 
the box, takes out a corsage of orchids 
and a card. Reads aloud: 'What can I 
say? Stephen.” Then throws them 
violently in the corner. Enter mrs. 

MOREHEAD, LITTLE MARY, drCSSed 

for street.) 

MRS. MOREHEAD. All sct, dear? 

MARY (grimly). All set— Mary, 
Mother wants to talk to you before 
she goes away. 


MARY. Mary— 

LITTLE MARY (petplexed by her 
mother's tone, which she feels bodes 
no good to her). Have I done some¬ 
thing wrong, Mother? 

MARY. Oh, no, darling, no. (She sits 
beside her daughter, and takes her 
two hands) Mary, you know Daddv'* 
been gone for some time. 

LITTLE MARY (sodly). A whole 
month. 

MARY. Shall I tell you why? 

LITTLE MARY (eagerly). Why? 

MARY (plunging in). You know, 
darling, when a man and woman fall 
in love what they do, don't you? 

LITTLE MARY. They kiss a lot— 

MARY. They get married— 

LITTLE MARY. OK, yes. And then 
they have those children. 

MARY. Well, sometimes, married peo¬ 
ple don’t stay in love. 

LITTLE MARY. What, Mother? 

MARY. The husband and the wife- 
fall out of love. 
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litti-B MARY. Why do they do that? little mary. Oh, Mother why? 


MARY. Well, they do, that’s all. And 
when they do, they get unmarried. 
You see? 

little MARY. No. 

MARY. Well, they do. They—they get 
what is called a divorce. 

little MARY (very matter-of-fact'). 

Oh, do they? 

MARY. You don’t know A'hat a divorce 
is, but— 

little MARY. Ycs, I do. I go to the 
movies, don’t 1? And lots of my 
friends have mummies and daddies 
who are divorced. 

MARY (relieved, kisses her). You 
know I love you very much, don’t 
you, Mary? 

little MAR-i (fl pause). Of course, 
Mother. 

MARY. Your father and I are going 
to get a divorce. That’s why I’m go¬ 
ing away. That’s why— Oh, darling, 
I can’t explain to you quite. But I 
promise you, when you are older you 
will understand. And you’ll forgive 
me. You really will! Look at me, baby, 
please! 

little MARY (her lips begin to trem¬ 
ble). I'm looking at you, Mother--' 
Doesn’t Daddy love you any more? 

MARY. No, he doesn’t. 

little MARY. Don’t you love him? 

MARY. I—I—no, Mary. 


MARY. I—I don’t know—But it isnt 
either Daddy’s or Mother s fault. 

LITTLE MARY. But, Mother, when 
you love somebody I thought you 
loved them until the day you die! 

MARY. With children, ves. But 
grown-u])s are diherent. TTey can 
fall out of love. 

LITTLE MARY. I WOn’t fall OUt of loVC 

with you and Daddy when I grow up- 
Will you fall out of love with me? 

MARY. Oh, no, darling, that’s differ¬ 
ent, too. 

LITTLE MARY (^miserable). I don’t 

see how. 

MARY. You’ll have to take my word 
for it, baby, it is. This divorce has 
nothing to do with our love for you 

LITTLE MARY. But if you and 

Daddy— 

MARY (rising and drawing her daugh¬ 
ter up to her). Darling, I'll explain 
it better to you in the taxi. We’ll go 
alone in the taxi, shall we? 

LiTTi.E MARY. But, Mothcr, if you 
and Daddy are getting a divorce, 
which one won’t I see again? Daddy 
or you? 

MARY. You and Brother will live with 
me. That’s what happens when— 
when people get divorced. Children 
must go with, their mothers. But 
you’ll see Daddy—sometimes. Now 
darling, come along. 
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LITTLE MARY. Plcasc, MotKcr, wait 
for me downstairs. 

MARY. Why? 

LITTLE MARY. I have to go to the 
hnthruom. 

MAKV. Tlien hurr\' along, dear— 
the orchids on the floor, and as 
she moves to the door stoops, picks 
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them up, goes out. lttti,e MAat 
stands looking after her, srricken. 
Suddenly she goes to the h'fck of the 
chair, hugs it, as if for comfort. Then 
she begins to cry and heat the back of 
the chair with her fists.') 

LITTLE MARY. Oh, plcasc, please, 

Mother dear— Oh! Daddy, Daddy 
darling! Oh, why don’t you do some¬ 
thing—do something—Mother dear! 
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SCENE IV 


A month later. 

A room in a lying-in hospital. Left, a door to the corridor. Right, a window 
hanked to the sill vAth expensive flowers. Center, a hospital bed, in which 
EDITH, propped up in a sea of lace pillows, lies v?ith a small bundle at her 
breast. A white-uniformed nurse sits by the window. The droop of her 
shoulders is eloquent: edith is a trying patient. As the curtain rises, edith 
reaches across the bundle to the bedside table for a cigarette. She can't 
make it. 


EDITH (whining). Nurse! 

NURSE (rising wearily). Yes, Mrs. 
Potter. 

EDITH. Throw me a cigarette. 

NURSE. Can't you wait, at least until 
you’re through nursing? 

EDITH. How many children have vou 
nursed? I’ve nursed four, (nurse 
lights her cigCirette; edith shifts the 
bundle slightly) Ouch! Damn it! 
It’s got jaws like a dinosaur. 

(Enter peggy with a box of flowers.) 

PEGGY. Hello, Edith. 


EDITH (in a faint voice). Hello, 

Peggy. 

PEGGY (putting fioivers on bed). 

Here— 

EDITH. How thoughtful! Nurse, will 
you ash this damn hospital if they’re 
equipped with a decent vase? 
(nurse takes the box, o^ens flowers 
and arranges them, witn others, in 
the window.) 

PEGGY (leans over baby). Oh, let me 
see. Oh, Edith, isn’t he divine! 

EDITH. I hate that milkv smell* 
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PEGGY C^larmed), What s that on his 
nose? 

EDITH. What nose? Oh, that’s an ash. 

(Blows away the ash. Hands peggy a 
letter from beside table,") 

PEGGY. Mary? 

EDITH O^odding). All about how 
healthy Reno is. Not a word about 
how she feels. I thought she cared 
more about Stephen than that. She 
sends her love to you and John. 
(peggy reads. The wail of a new¬ 
born is heard outside.) 

EDITH. Nurse, close that door. (The 
nurse closes the door) I can’t tell you 
what that new-born vodel does to my 
nerves. (To peggy) What’re vou so 
down in the mouth about? I feel as 
badly about it as you do, but it was 
the thing Mary wanted to do, or she 
wouldn’t have done it. Judging by 
that, she’s reconciled to the whole 
idea. 

PEGGY. She’s just being brave! 

EDITH. Brave? Why should she 
Dother to be brave with her friends? 
Here, Nurse, he’s through. (The 
NURSE takes the bundle from her) 
I told Phelps to be sure to tell Stephen 
that Mary’s perfectly happy. It will 
cheer Stephen up. He’s been going 
around like a whipped dog. 

PEGGY. Oh, Edith, please let me hold 
him! (The nurse gives peggy the 
babv.) 

NURSE (smiling). Careful of his 
back, Mrs, Day. 
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EDITH. You wouldn’t like it so much 
if you’d just had it. (iVhimjjering) 
I had a terrible time, didn’t I, Nurse? 

NURSE. Oh, no, Mrs. Potter. You had 
a very' easy time. (S/ie is suddenly 
angry) Why, women like you don t 
know what a terrible time is. 1 ry 
bearing a baby and scrubbing floors. 
Try having one in a cold filthy 
kitchen, without ether, without a 
change of linen, without decent food, 
without a cent to bring it up—and try 
getting up the next day with your in¬ 
sides falling out, to cook vour hus¬ 
band’s—! (Controls herself) No. Mrs. 
Potter, vou didn’t have a terrible time 
at all—I’ll take the baby, please. (Sees 
the reluctant expression on peggy’s 
face) I hope some day you’ll have one 
of vour own, Mrs. Day. (The nurse 
exits with the baby, peggy breaks 
into tears.) 

EDITH. Well, for God's sake, Peggy, 
that old battle-axe didn’t hurt my feel¬ 
ings a bit! Thcv’re all the same. If 
you don’t get peritonitis or have quin 
tuplets, they think you’ve had a pic¬ 
nic— (peggy sits beside the bed, cry- 
ing) What’s the matter? 

peggy. Oh, Edith—John and I are 
getting a divorce! 

EDITH (patting her hand). Well, 
darling, that’s what I heard! 

peggy (surprised). But—but wa 
didn’t decide to until last night. 

EDITH (cheerfully). Oh, darling, 
everybody could see it was in the 
cards. Money, I suppose? 


PEGGY (goes to the window, hugging peggy (nodding). Oh, dear! 1 wish 
the hundle"). Oh, I like the feeling so! Mary were here— 


648 CLARE 

?.Drm. Well, she’ll be there, 
(Laughs) Oh, forgive me, dear. I do 
fee! sorry for you. But it is funny. 

PEGGY, What^s funny? 



ing of the clan. (Sitting up in hed, 
fidl of energy to break the news') 
Howard Fowler*s bounced Sylvia out 
right on her ear! He’s threatened to 
divorce her right here in New York 
if she doesn’t go to Reno. And name 
her young customers’ man— 

PEGGY. But—Howard’s always 
known— 
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EDITH. Certainly. He hired him, so 
he'd have plenty of time for his own 
affairs. Howard’s got some girl he 
wants to marry. But nobody, not even 
Winchell, knows who she is! 
Howard’s a coony cuss. (Laughing) 
I do think it’s screaming. When you 
remember how Sylvia always thought 
she was putting something over on us 
girls! (She laughs so hard, she gives 
herself a stitch. She falls hack among 
her pillows, limp and martyred.) 

PEGGY (bitterly). Life’s awfully un¬ 
attractive, isn’t it? 

ED7TH (yawning). Oh, I wouldn i 
complain if that damned stork would 
take the Indian sign off me. 


CURTAIN 


SCENE V 

A few weeks later, mart’s living room in a Reno hotel. In the rear wall, 
a hay window showing a view of Reno's squat rooftops and distant Nevada 
ranges. Left, doors to the kitchenette, the bedroom. Right, a door to the 
corridor. A plush armchair, a sofa. In the corner, mart’s half-packed trunks 
and hags. It is all very drab and ugly. As the curtain rises, Lucy, a slatternly, 
middle-aged, husky woman in a house-dress, is packing the clothes that are 
strewn on the armchair and the table. She is singing in a nosed falsetto. 


LUCY. 

Down on ole Smokey, all covered 
with snow, 

1 lost my true lov-ver, from courtin’ 
too slow. 

Courtin’ is puHeasure, partin’ is grief, 
Anna false-hearted lov-ver is worse 
thanna thief — 

(pEGGY enters, right. She wears a 
polo coat and a wool tarn. She on 
the verge of tears,) 


PEGGY. Lucy, where’s Mrs. Haines? 

LUCY. Down waiting for the mail. 
You’ll miss her a lot when she goe^ 
tomorrow? (peggy nods, sinks, de¬ 
jected, on the sofa) Mrs. Haines is 
about the nicest ever came here. 

PEGGY- I hate Reno. 

LUCY. You didn’t come for fun. (Goes 
on with her packing and singing,) 
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The grave’ll de-cay you, an’ change 
you tuh dust, 

Ain’t one boy outta twenty, a poor gal 
kin trust— 

PEGGY, You’ve seen lots of divorcees, 
haven’t you, Lucy? 

LUCY. Been cookin’ for ’em for ten 
vears. 

0 

PEGGY. You feel sorry for us? 

LUCY. Well, ma’am, I don’t. You feel 
plenty sorry enough for yourselves. 
(Kindly') Lord, you ain’t got much 

else to do. 

PEGGY Cresentfully). You’ve never 
been married, Lncy. 

LUCY (indignant). I’ve had three— 
PEGGY. Husbands? 


PEGGY. But you live in Reno. You 
could get a divorce overnight. 

LUCY. Lord, a woman can’t get her* 
self worked up to a thing like that 
overnight. I had a mind to do it once. 
1 had the money, too. But I had tc 
call it off, 

PEGGY. Why? 

LUCY. I found out I was in a family 
way. (There is a rap on the door.) 

PEGGY (going to her). Lucy, tell Mrs 
Haines I must talk to her—alone— be 
fore supper— 

(Enter countess de lage, left. She 

is a silly, amiahle, middle-aged woman, 
with carefully waved, bleached hair. 
She wears a gaudily-checked riding 
habit, carries an enormous new som¬ 
brero and a jug of corn liquor.) 


LUCY. Kids! COUNTESS. Ah, Peggy, how are you 

. dear child? 

PEGGY. Oh, then you’re probably very 

happy— PEGGY. All right, Countess de Lagc. 


LUCY. Lord, ma’am, I stopped think¬ 
ing about being happy years ago. 

PEGGY. You don’t think about being 
happy? 

LUCY. Ain't had the time. With the 
kids and all. And the old man such a 
demon when he’s drinking— Them 
big, strong, red-headed men. They’re 
Serce, 

PEGGY. Oh, Lucy, he beats you? How 
lerrible! 

i.ucY. Ain’t it.' When you think what 
a lot of women in this hotel need a 
beating worse than me. 


COUNTESS. I’ve been galloping madly 
o^’e^ the desert all day- Lucy, here’s a 
wee juggie. We must celebrate Mrs. 
Haines’ divOiCe. 

PEGGY. Oh, Countess de Lage, I don’t 
think a divorce is anything to cele 
brate. 

COUNTESS. Wait till you’ve lost as 
many husbands as I have, Peggy 
(Wistfttlly) Married, diwreed, mar¬ 
ried, divorced! But where Love leads 1 
always follow. So here I am, in Reno- 

PEGGY. Oh, I wish I were anywhere 
else on earth. 
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COUNTESS. My dear, you’ve got the 
Reno juntpy-w'umpies. Did you go to 
die doctor? What did he say? 

PEGGY. He said it was—the altitude. 

COUNTESS. Well, la, you'll get 
used to that. Mv third husband was a 
Siviss. Tf one lives in Swit'/crland, 
Pcgg\’, one has simply got to accept 
the Alps. As I used to say to myself, 
Flora, there those damn Alps are, and 
tliorc’s verv little even you can do 
about it, 

PEGGY. Yes, Countess de Lage. 
(Exits, hnrriedlv, left.) 

COUNTESS. Oh, I wish she hadn’t 
brought up the Alps, Lucy. It always 
reminds me of that nasty moment I 
had the dav Gustav made me climb to 
the top of one of them. (Sits iii nnn* 
cJtnir) Lucy, pull off my boots. 
Teucy kneels, Uigs at her hoots') 
Anvhow, there we were. And sud¬ 
denly it struck me that Gustav had 
pushed me. (Tragically) I slid half- 
uav down the mountain before I 
realized that Gustav didn’t love me 
any more. (Gaily) Put Love takes 
care of its own, Lucy. I shd right into 
the anns of my fourth husband, the 
Count. 

LUCY (rises, with hoots). Ain’t that 
the one ^^ou'ie divorcing now? 

COUNTESS. But, of course, Lucy. 
(Plaintively) What could I do when 
i found out he was putting arsenic in 
mv headache powders. Ah! L’amourl 
L’amour! Lucy, were you ever in 
love? 

LUCY, Yes, ma’am. 

COUNTESS. Tell me about it, Lucy. 


LUCY. Well, ma'am, ain't much to 
tell. I was kinda enjoyin’ the courtin' 
time. It was as purty a sight as you 
ever saw, to see him come lopin' 
across them hills. The sky so big and 
blue and that hair of his, blazing like 
the be-jesuss in the sun. Then we’d 
sit on my back fence and spark. But, 
ma’am, you know how them big, 
strong, red-headed men are. They just 
got to get to the point. So we got mar¬ 
ried, ma’am. And natcheraly, I ain’t 
had no chanct to think about love 
since— 

COUNTESS (she has not been listen¬ 
ing). Tlie trouble with me, Lucy, is 
I’ve been marrying too many for¬ 
eigners. I think I'll go back to marry¬ 
ing Americans. 

(Enter miriam, right. She is a 
breezy, flashy redhead, about iS 
years old. She is wearing a theatrical 
pair of lounging pajamas.) 

MIRIAM. Hya, Lucy? 

LUCY. Evening, Mrs. Aarons. (Exits. 
right.) 

MIRIAM. Hya, Countess, how’s 
rhythm on the range? (Sees the jug 
on the table, pours the countess and 
herself drinks.) 

COUNTESS. Gallop, gallop, gallop, 
madly over the sagebrush! But now, 
Miriam, I’m having an emotional re¬ 
lapse. In two weeks I'll be free, free 
as a bird from that little French bas¬ 
tard. But whither, oh. whither shall 
I fly? 

MIRIAM. To the arms of that cowboy 
up at the dude ranch? 

COUNTESS (wodestly), Miiiam 
Aarons! 
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MIRIAM. Why, he’s nuts for you, sylvia Cpours a drnk'). Doing the 

Countess. He likes you better than town with a boy friend, 

his horse, and it’s such a damn big 

I^orse. MIRIAM. Where’d you pick him upr 

COUNTESS (rises, and pmis in her sylvia. The Silver State Bar. I m not 

stocking feet to soffl). Well, Buck ^oing to sit around, moping, like 
Winston is nice. So young. So strong. Maiy. 

Have you noticed the play of his 

muscles? (Reclining) Musical Musi- countess. Poor Mary. If her hus- 
£. 3 ]^ band gave her the flimsiest excuse, 

she’d take him back. 

MIRIAM. He could crack a coconut 

with those knees. If he could get them sylvia. She has no pride. Id roast 
together. Say, Countess, that guy lioll before I d take Howard Fowler 
hasn’t been arousing your honorable back. Kicking me out like that! After 
intentions, has he? all I sacrificed! 


COUNTESS. Yes, Miriam, but I’m dif¬ 
ferent from the rest of you. I’ve 
vvays put my faith in love. Still, I’ve 
had four divorces. Dare I risk a fifth? 

MIRIAM. What are you risking. 
Countess, or maybe I shouldn’t ask? 


MIRIAM. Such as what? 

SYLVIA, I gave him my youth! 

COUNTESS ^dreamily'). Helas, what 
else can a woman do with her youth, 
but give it to a man? 


COUNTESS. I mean, Miriam, I could 
never make a success of Buck at New¬ 
port. 

MIRIAM. Even Mrs. Astor would have 
to admit Buck’s handsome. If I had 
your dough. I’d take him to Holly¬ 
wood first, then Newport. 

COUNTESS. Hollywood? Why not? I 
might turn him into a picture star. 
After all, my second husband was a 
gondolier, and a month after I mar¬ 
ried him, a Duchess eloped with him. 
Ah! L’amour! 

(Enter sylvia, right. She is wearing 
a smart dinner dress. Her tri-p to Reno 
has embittered her, hut it has not 
subdued her.") 


MIRIAM. Helas, she can’t prescr\'e it 
in alcohol. 

COUNTESS (practical). But, Sylvia, 
how could your husband kick you out. 
if you were a femme fidele? 

SYLVIA. Of course, I was a faithful 
wife, (miriam snorts) What are you 
laughing at? 

MIRIAM. Two kinds of women, Syl¬ 
via, owls and ostriches. (Raises her 
glass) To the feathered sisterhood! 
To the girls who get paid and paid. 

(Parenthetically) And you got paid 
/ 

SYLVIA. You bet I got plenty! The 
skunk! 



MIRIAM. Hya, Sylvia? Going to a countess. 1 never got a sou from an) 
ball? of my husbands, except my first hus- 
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band. Mr. Straus. He said the most 
touching thing in his will. I remem¬ 
ber every word of it. “To my be¬ 
loved wife, Flora, I leave all my estate 
in trust to be administered by execu¬ 
tors, because she is an A No. i 
jchlemeil/' (Touched aneiv^ Wasn’t 
that sweet? 

(Enter MARY, right. She is subdued. 
She is carrying some letters.') 

MIRIAM. Hya, queen? 

MARY. Fine. 

MIRIAM. Ya lie. 

COUNTESS. Mary, Fm starved. 

(lucy enters, left, takes mart's hat.) 

MARY. Supper’s nearly ready. As my 
last official act in Reno, I cooked the 
whole thing with my hands, didn’t I, 
Lucy? 

LUCY. All but the steak and tomatoes 
and dessert, Mrs. Haines. (Exits, 
left.) 

MARY (gives a letter to sylvu, glanc¬ 
ing, as she does so, at the inscrip¬ 
tion), For you, Sylvia. From Edith? 

SYLVIA. You couldn’t miss that in¬ 
fantile handwriting. (Pointedly) You 
didn’t hear from anyone? 

m.ary. No. 

<!YLViA. Well, darling, Stephen’s 
hardly \vorth a broken heart. 

MARY, The less you have to say about 
me and Stephen the better I like it! 

SYLVIA. Fm only trying to cheer you 
up. That’s more than vou do for me. 


BOOTHE 

MARY. Fm doing enough, just being 
pleasant to you. 

SYLVIA. My, you have got the jitters, 
dear. 

MIRIAM. Hey, Sylvia, we're all out 
here in the same boat. Mary’s laid off 
you. Why don’t you lay off her? 

SYLVIA. Oh, Fm just trying to make 
her see life isn’t over just because 
Stephen let her down. (Opens her 
letter. A hatch of press clippings falls 
out. The COUNTESS picks them up, 
reads them idly, as sylvia goes on 
with the letter.) 

COUNTESS. You see, Miriam? What 
else is there for a woman but I’amour? 

MIRIAM. There's a little corn whiskey 
left. (She pours another drink.) 

COUNTESS. Cynic, you don’t believe 
in Cupid. 

MIRIAM. That double-crossing little 
squirt! Give me Donald Duck. (To 
mary) Have a drink? (mary shakes 
her head) Listen, Babe, why not— 
give out? You'd feel better— 

MARY (laughing). Miriam, you’re not 
very chatty about your own affairs. 

COUNTESS (suddenly engrossed by 
the clippings from Sylvia’s letter). 
Miriam, you sly puss, you never told 
us you even knew Sylvia's husband. 

SYLVIA (looking up from her letter\ 

What? 

COUNTESS (rises). Sylvia, listen to 
this: “Miriam Vanities Aarons is be¬ 
ing Reno\'ated. Three guesses, Mrs. 
Fowler, for whose Ostermoor?” 
(sylvia snatches the clippings from 
her.) 
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MIRIAM. Why can*t those lousy rags 
leave a successful divorce alone? 

COUNTESS (reading another clip¬ 
ping'). “Prominent stockbroker and 
cx-chorine to marry.” 

SYLVIA (to miriam). Why, you lit¬ 
tle hypocrite! (Durmg this, peggy 
lifis entered and goes hack of the sofa. 
She listens hrit does not join the 
group.) 

MARY (going to her). Now, Sylvia— 

SYLVIA. Did you know this? 

MARY. Oh, Sylvia, why do you care? 
You don’t love Howard— 

SYLVIA (brushing her aside). That 
has nothing to do with it. (To 
MIRIAM, fiercely) How much did he 
settle on you? 

MIRIAM. I made Howard pay for 
what he wants; you made him pay 
for what he doesn’t want. 

SYLVIA. You want him for his money. 

MIRIAM. So what do you want him 
for? I’ll stay bought. That’s more than 
you did, Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. Why, you dirty little trollop! 

MIRIAM. Don’t start calling names, 
you Park Avenue push-over! (sylvia 
gives MIRIAM a terrific smack. In the 
twinkling of an eye, they are pulling 
hair, mary seizes Sylvia’s arm; syl¬ 
via breaks loose. The countess tuQs 
at Miriam’s belt, as lucy comes in, 
looks at the fight with a rather pro¬ 
fessional eye, and exits for the smell¬ 
ing salts.) 
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countess. Tiens! ?v1iriam. Don’t be 
vulgar. (Her interference enables 
SYLVIA to slap MIRIAM unimpeded.) 

MIRIAM (shoving the countess on 
the sofa). Out of the way, you fat 
old—! (sylvia grabs miriam’s /mir) 
Ouch, let go! (sylvia is abotit to use 
her nails, mary takes a hand.) 

MARY. I won’t have this, you hear! 
(mary’s interference allows miriam 
to give sylvia a terrific kick in the 
shins.) 

SYLVIA (rotited, in sobs). Oh, you 
hurt me, you bitch, you! (As she 
turns away, miriam gives her an¬ 
other weU-placed kick, which straight¬ 
ens SYLVIA up.) 

MIRIAM. Take that! (sylvia, shriek¬ 
ing with rage and humiliation, grabs 
MIRIAM again, sinks her white teeth 
into miriam’s arm. At this mayhem. 
MARY seizes her, shakes her violently, 
pushes her sobbing into the arm¬ 
chair.) 

MARY (to miriam). That’s enough. 

MIRIAM. Where's the iodine? (mary 
points to bedroom) Gotta be careful 
of hydrophobia, you know. (Exits, 
light.) 

SYLVIA (blubbering, nursing her 
wounds). Oh, Mar\^ how could you 
let her do that to me! 

MARY (coldly). I’m terribly sorry, 
Sylvia. 

SYLVIA. The humiliation! You’re on 
her side. After all I’ve done for you! 

MARY. What have you done for me? 

SYLVIA. I warned you! 
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MARY (hitterly'). I'm not exactly 
grateful for that. 

SYLVIA Otysterical'). Oh, aren’t you? 
Listen to me, you ball of conceit. 
You’re not the object of pity you 
suppose. Plenty of the girls are tick¬ 
led to death you got what was com¬ 
ing to you. You deserved to lose Ste¬ 
phen, the stupid way you act. But I 
always stood up for you, like a loyal 
friend. What thanks do I get? You 
knew about that woman, and you 
ftood by, gloating, while she— 

MARY. Get out of here! (lucy enters 
from the bedroom, with a bottle of 
spirits of ammonia, as sylvia gives 
way completely to hysteria, and, 
screaming with rage, picks up ash 
trays, glasses, and cigarette boxes, 
and hurls them violently against the 
wall.') 

SYLVIA (at the top of her lungs). I 
hate you! I hate you! I hate every¬ 
body— 

IUCY (takes SYLVIA firmly by the 
shoulders, forces the bottle under her 
nose). Listen, Mrs. Fowler! You got 
the hy-strikes! (Riishes her gasping, 
sobbing, to the door.) 

SYLVIA. You wait. Some day you’ll 
need a woman friend. Then you’ll 
think of me— (Exit lucy and Syl¬ 
via, struggling helplessly, right.) 

COUNTESS (rising from the sofa). 
Poor creatures. They’ve lost their 
equilibrium because they’ve lost their 
faith in love. (Philosophically) 
L’amour. Remember the song Buck 
made up, just for me? (Pours herself 
a drink, sings) “Oh, a man can ride 
a horse to the range above, But a 
W'oman's got to ride on the wings of 
love, Coma a ti-yi-yippi.” (Throws 


the jug over her shoulder, and C3rft5 
right, still singing, as miriam enters, 
the ravages of her fight repaired,) 

MIRIAM. The coast clear? 

PEGGY. Oh, that was the most diS" 
gusting thing I ever saw 

MIRIAM. Right, kid, we're a pair of 

allev cats— 

✓ 

MARY. You should not be here, Peg¬ 
gy, to see it ct all, (She picks up the 
ash trays, etc.) 

MIRIAM. What the hell are you do¬ 
ing here? 

MARY. Peggy wanted to buy a car. 

PEGGY. With my own money! 

MARY. John said they couldn’t afford 
a car. 

PEGGY. He couldn’t. I could. 

MARY. What was his—is yours. What 
is yours—is your own. Very fair. 

PEGGY. A woman’s best protection is 
a little money of her own. 

MARY. A woman’s best protection is 
—the right man. (With gentle sar¬ 
casm) Obviously, John isn’t the right 
man and Peggy will forget all about 
him in another month. 

PEGGY. No, I won’t. I can’t. Because 
—because— (Bursts into tears) Oh, 
Mary, I’m going to have a baby. Oh, 
Mary, what shall I do? 

MARY. Peggy, what’s his telephone 
number? 

PEGGY (quickly). Eldorado 5-2075. 
(miriam goes at once to the phone. 
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Gets the operatory gives the nunther) 
But, oh, Mary, I can’t tell him! 

MIRIAM. Why'} Isn’t it his? 

PEGGY. Oh, of course! 

MIRIAM. And make it snappy, oper¬ 
ator. 

PEGGY. I alu'ays wanted it. But what 
can I do with it now? 

MIRIAM. Land it ivith the Marines— 

MARY. Peggy, you’^'e shared your 
love with him. Your baby will share 
your blood, your eyes, your hair, your 
virtues—and your faults— But your 
little pin-money, that, of course, you 
could not share. 

PEGGY. Oh, Mary, I know I’m wrong. 
But, it’s no use—you don’t know the 
things he said to me. I have my pride. 

MARY (bitterly'), Reno’s full of wom¬ 
en who all have their pride. 

PEGGY. You think I’m like them. 

MIRIAM. You’ve got the makings, 
dear. 

MARY. Love has pride in nothing— 
but its own humility. 

MIRIAM (at tcleplioue). Mr. Day, 
please. Reno calling—Mr. Day? My 
God, he must live by the phone. Just 

hold the— 

(pEGGY leaps to the phone.) 

PEGGY. Hello, John. (Clears her 
throat of a sob) No, I’m not sick! 
That is, I am sick! That is. I’m sick 
to my stomach. Oh, John! Im going 
to have a baby— Oh, darling, are 
vou?— Oh, darling, do you?— Oh, 


darling, so am I! So do I! Course, 1 
forgive you.— Yes, precious. Yes, 
lamb. On the very next train! John? 
(A kiss into the phone. It is returned) 
Oh, Johnny, when I get back, things 
are wing to be so different ! John, 
do you mind if I reverse the charges.^' 
(Hflugs up) I can’t stay for supper. 
I’ve got to pack. 

MARY. When you get back—don t see 
too much of the girls. 

PEGGY. Oh, I won’t, Mary. It s all 
their fault we’re here. 

MARY. Not—entirely. 

PEGGY. Good-bye! Oh, I’m so happy, 
I could cry. (Exits, right.) 

MIRIAM. Getting wise, aren’t you? 

MARY. Know all the answers. 

MIRIAM. Then, why’re you here? 

MARY. I had plenty of advice, Miri¬ 
am. 

(The telephone rings, miriam goes 
to it.) 

MIRIAM. Hello. No, we completed 
that call, operator. (Hangs up.) 

MARY. Cigarette? 

MIRIAM (suddenly). Listen. 

MARY. There’s nothing you can say 
I haven’t heard. 

MIRIAM. Sure? I come from a world 
where a woman’s got to come out on 
top—or it’s just too damned bad. 
Maybe I got a new slant. 

MARY (wearily). All right, Miriam. 
Talk to me about my—lawful hus' 
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band. Talk to me about security— 
What does it all come to? Q)mpro- 
niise. 

MIRIAM. What the hell? A woman’s 
compromised the day she’s born. 

MARY. You can’t compromise with 
utter defeat. He doesn’t want me. 

MIRIAM. How do you know? 

MARY. How do I know—why else am 
I here? 

MIRIAM (a faiise. Then, mock-tragi- 
cally^. Because you’ve got no guts, 
Mary Haines. It happened to me— 
I lost my man, too. 

MARY (smilingX You? 

MIRIAM. Oh, it only happened once. 
Got wise to myself after that. Look, 
how did I lose him? We didn't have 
enough dough to get married. I 
wouldn’t sleep with him until we did. 
I had ideals—God knows where I got 
’em. I held out on him— (Sighs) 
Can you beat it? I liked him a lot 
better than I’ve ever liked anybody 
since. I never held out again— 
What’d my Romeo do? Got himself 
another girl. I made a terrible stink. 
Why shouldn’t I? I should. But what 
I ought not to \\ 3 ve done was say- 
good-bye. I was like you. 

MARY. I don’t understand. 

MIRIAM. TTien get a load of this. I 
should of licked that girl where she 
licked me—in the hay. 

MARY. Miriam! 

MIRIAM. That’s where you win in 
the first round. And if I know men, 
that’s still Custer's Last Stand, (mary 
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walks away from her) Shocked you? 
You’re too modest. You’re ashamed. 
O.K., sister. But my idea of love is 
that love isn’t ashamed of nothing. 

MARY (turning to her), A good argu¬ 
ment, Miriam. So modem. So sim- 
pie. Sex the cause, sex the cure. It’s 
too simple, Miriam. Your love battles 
are for — lovers — or professionals. 
(Gently) Not for a man and woman 
who’ve been married twelve quiet 
years! Oh, I don’t mean I wouldn’t 
love Stephen's arms around me 
again. But I wouldn’t recapture, if I 
could, our—young passion. That was 
the wonderful young thing we had. 
That was part of our youth, like the 
—babies. But not the thing that made 
him my husband, that made me his 
wife—Stephen needed me! He need¬ 
ed me for twelve years. Stephen 
doesn’t need me any more. 

MIRIAM. I get it. (Phone rings) 
That’s why I’m marrying this guy 
Fowler. He needs me like hell. If I 
don't marry him he'll drink himself 
to death in a month, the poor dope. 

MARY (at the telephone). Yes? No, 
operator, we completed—you say, 
New York is calling Mrs. Haines? 
I’ll take that call— (To miriam) 
Stephen! 

MIRIAM. Listen, make him that 
speech you just made me! 

MARY (radiant). I knew he’d call. I 
knew when the last moment came, 
he’d realize he needed me. 

MIRIAM. For God’s sake, tell him 
that you need him! 

MARY. Hello—hello? Stephen? Mary. 
Yes. I’m very cheerful. It’s so good 
to hear your voice, Stephen. I—why, 
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yes, it’s scheduled for tomorrow at 
iz^but, Stephen, I can- (Fright- 
evccD but, Stephen! No-of course- 
1 haven’t seen the papers. How could 
I, out here? (There is a long pause) 
Yes, rd ratlrer you told me. Of course 
I understand the position you're both 
in. No, I’m not bitter, not bitter at all 
-i-I hope you'll both be ver)' happy. 
No, I have no plans, no plans at all- 
Stephen, do you mind if I hang up? 
Good-bye, Stephen— Good-bye- 

MimAM. He s marrying her? 


MARY. Oh, God, why did I et this 
happen? We were married, ^ e wwe 
one person. We had a good life. Oh, 
God, I’ve been a fool! 

MIRIAM. Sure you have. Haven t we 
all, sister? 

MARY. But she doesn’t love him. 1 
do. That’s the way it is. (S/ie goes 
to the window, and looks out. There 
is a pause. Then, viole 7 itfy) But its 
not ended if your heart doesn’t say 
so. It’s not ended! 
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ACT THREE 


SCENE I 


Enrlr evening, tu’P years later, crystal’s bathroom. Left, a Mack tnarMe- 
i-ed'tnb with frilled shower curtains. In a niche, haci of the tub a gilded 
French telephone. Right, a satin-skirted dressing table, covered with ght.er- 
ing toilet bottles and cosmetic jars. Towel racks piled with embroidered bath 
towels. Center, a door to crystal’s bedroom. As the curtain rises crystal 
is lolling in the bath, reading a magazine, smoking, as HELENE, a chic Fienc/i 

maid, enters. 


HELENE. Madame has been soaking 
an hour. 

CRYSTAL (nidcI)O- So what? 

HELENE. But, monsieur— 

CRYSTAL. Monsieur is going out with 
me and my friends, whether he likes 
it or not. Has that kid gone home yet? 

HELENE. Mademoiselle Mary has just 
finished the supper with her daddy. 


Madame, monsieur is so anxious that 
you say good night to her. 

CRYSTAL. Listen, that kid doesnt 
want to hid me beddy-bye any more 
than I do. He’s tried for two years to 
cram us down each others throat. 
Let her go home to her mommer. 
(Pflsses HELENE a brush) Here- 
scrub— Some dav Tm going to slap 
that kid down. She’s too— (As hel- 
ENE scrubs too hard) Ow! You re 
taking my skin off— Oh, I’m so bored 
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I could— (Httfls the soap across the crystal. My, you're in a huny to 
room) Helene, never marr^' a man tell Daddy about it. 
who's deserted a “good woman.” He s 

as cheerful as a man who’s murdered little mary. About what^ 


his poor old mother, (Tclcphotie 
fj'^gs) Get out! And, Helene, when 
Mrs. Fowler comes, keep her down¬ 
stairs, if you have to sit on her. (Exit 
HELENE. CRYSTAL picks itp tlic tele¬ 
phone. Her voice melts') Hello, dar¬ 
ling, I’m in the tub. I’m shrivelled to 
a peanut waiting for this call. No, 
I'm not afraid of a shock. You ought 
to know— Oh, Buck, I’m going to 
miss you like nobody’s business. I 
can’t tell you what it did to me, lock¬ 
ing the door on our little apartment— 
I’ll say w'e had fun! Coma ti-yi-yippy, 
what? Oh, no, say anything you like. 
This is the one place where I have 
some privacy— (crystal’s hack is to 
the door. She does not hear a brief 
rap) Listen, baby, must vou reallv go 
to the coast? Oh, the hell with Mr. 
Goldwyn. (Eirter little mary. She 
stands hesitantly against the door) 
Listen, you don’t have to tell me 
w'hat you sacrificed to have a movie 
career. r\'e seen that cartoon you 
married. If Flora was ever a Countess, 
I’m the Duchess of Windsor. Well, 
Buck, maybe she’s not such a half¬ 
wit, but— (Sees little mary) Oh— 
call me back in two minutes. I’ve had 
a small interruption. (Hflwgs up) 
MTo told you to come in here? 


CRYSTAL. My talk on the telephone, 

LITTLE MARY. I don’t Understand 
grown-ups on the telephone. They 
all sound silly. Good night. 

CRYSTAL. Good night, who? (A 
pause) You’ve been told to call me 
Aunty Crystal. (A pause) Why don’t 
you ao it? 

LITTLE MARY (still edging to the 

door). Yes. 

CRYSTAL. Yes, what? 

LITTLE MARY Qatnely). Yes, good 
night. 

CRYSTAL (angry). You sit down! 

LITTLE MARY. Oh, it’s EwfuUy hot 
in here. I’ve got my coat on. 

CRYSTAL. You heard me! (little 
MARY sits on the stool before the 
dressing table, squirms) We’re going 
to have this out. I’ve done my damn 
—my level best to be friends with 
you, but you refuse to co-operate. 

little MARY. What? 


LITTLE MARY (politely). Daddy. 
Good night. (Turns to go.) 

CRYSTAL (s^veetly). Oh, don’t go, 
darling. Hand me that brush. 

LITTLE MARY (gently). Please? 

CRYSTAL. Please, (little mary 
ghes her the brush.) 

r.iTTLE MARY. Good night. (Goes to 
the door.) 


CRYSTAL. G)-operate. 

LITTLE MARY (noddtng mechanical" 
ly). Co-operate. 

CRYSTAL (exasperated). Answer mv 
question. You don’t like me. Why? 

LITTLE MARY (rising). Well, good 
night, Crystal— 

CRYSTAL. I said, why? 
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little maey (very fatiently'). Lis¬ 
ten, Crystal, my mother told me I 
wasn’t to be rude to you. 

cnYSTAL. For the last time, young 
lady, you gi\'e me one good reason 
why you don’t like me. 

little MARY. I ncvcr said I didn’t 
like you, Crystal. 

CRYSTAL. But you don’t like me, do 
you? 

LITTLE MARY. No, but I never said 

so. I've been very polite, Crystal, 
considering you’re something awful! 

CRYSTAL. Wait till your father hears 
this! 

LITTLE MARY (^suddejily defiantX 

Listen— Daddy doesn’t think you’re 
so wonderful any morel 

CRYSTAL. Did he tell you that? 

LITTLE MARY. No. Daddy always 
pretends you’re all right, but he’s just 
ashamed to have Mother know what 
a mean, silly wife he’s got. And 1 
don’t tell Mother what we think, be¬ 
cause you’ve made her cry enough, 
Ciy’stal. So I’m not going to co-oper¬ 
ate, everl 

CRYSTAL. Get out! 

LITTLE MARY (goes to the door, then 
turns, rather superior'). And another 
thing, I think this bathroom is per¬ 
fectly ridiculous! Good night, Crys- 
tal! (Exits. The telephone rings. 

CRYSTAL grabs it, irritable.) 

CRYSTAL. Yes, darling— That Haines 
brat. God, she gets under my skin!— 
No, she didn’t hear anything. What 
good would it do her, anyhow? You’re 


off in the morning, and Lord knows 
we’ve been discreet— What? You 
are? (Giggling) Dining with the first 
Mrs. Haines- Well, darling, lay off 
the gin. It makes you talk too much— 
Well, just be careful, darling. 

(Enter svLviA, without knocking. 
She wears an elaborate evening gown, 
and carries a cocktail. These two 
years have had no appreciable effect 
on SYLVIA. She is her old Act One 
self again.) 

SYLVIA. Yoohoo! May I come in? 

CRYSTAL (in the telephone). No, 
this is not the Aquarium. It’s Grand 
Central Station. (Hangs up.) 

SYLVIA. Who was that? 

CRYSTAL. A wrong number. 

SYLVIA. You were talking to a man. 

CRYSTAL. Pass mc that sponge.- 
Please. 

S'LviA (waiting on crystal). Oh, 
Crystal, you know you can trust me. 

CP ystal. And that eye cup. 

SYi-viA. There must be someone. 
After all, I’ve known Stephen for 
years. He’s really not your type. I 
often wonder how you two got to¬ 
gether I was telling my psychoan¬ 
alyst about it. You know, I've got to 
tell him everything. 

CRYSTAL. That must be an awful 
effort. 

SYLVIA. I don’t mind discussing my¬ 
self. But ta‘king about my friends 
does make me feel disloyal. He says 
Stephen has a Guilt Complex. 
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CRYSTAL. What? 

SYLVIA (cheerfully). He says men of 
Stephen’s generation were brought 
up to believe that infidelity is a sin. 
Tliat’s why he allowed Mary to di¬ 
vorce him, and that’s why he married 
you, Crystal. He had to marry you 
just to con\ ince himself he was not 
a sexual monster. 

CRYSTAL. Yes? Well, if Stephen is a 
sexual monster, psychoanalysis is 
through. 

SYLVIA. And he says you’ve got a 
Cinderella Complex. He says most 
American women have. They’re all 
brought up to believe that marriage 
to a rich man should be their aim in 
life. He says we neither please the 
men nor function as child-bearing 
animals— 

CRYSTAL (hored and angry). Will 
you function yourself into the bed¬ 
room? 

SYLVIA (hurt). I don’t think that’s 
the way to talk to me, after all I’ve 
done for you. When you married 
Stephen you didn’t know a soul. It 
u'asn’t easy to put you over. Every¬ 
body was on Mary’s side. 

CRYSTAL. The'”^ still are. They never 
miss a chance to remind me what a 
noble, useful woman Mar)^ has be¬ 
come since she left Stephen, 

SYLVIA (comforting). My dear, she’s 
miserable! WTiy, she never sees a 
soul. 

CRYSTAL. She’s having a dinner party 
toniaht. 

SYLVIA. Edith told me. She’s going. 
And Flora. 
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CRYSTAL. Flora? 

SYLVU. The Countess de Lage. Mrs. 
Buck Winston? My God, I have to 
laugh when I think of Flora actually 
turning that cowboy into a movie 
star. Of course he’s not my type, but 
he's positively the Chambermaid’s 
Delight— 

CRYSTAL (fiercely). Will you shut 
up? 

SYLVIA. But, Crystal- 

CRYSTAL. I said shut up— (Calling) 
Helene! 

SYLVIA. Well, I think you’re very un¬ 
grateful! 

CRYSTAL. Well, take it up with your 
psychoanalyst, (helene enfera) 
Helene, draw the curtains. I want 
to take a shower, (sylvia goes to the 
door as helene draws the curtains) 
That’s right, Sylvia—wait in the bed¬ 
room. 

SYLVIA (sees the scales, decides to 
weigh herself). Oh, dear, I’ve lost 
another pound. I must remember to 
tell my analyst. You know, every¬ 
thing means something. (The shower 
goes on. HELENE exits, sylvla gets 
off the scales. During the foUoivmg 
monologue, she goes to crystal's 
dressing table, where she examines 
all the bottles and jars) But even my 
analyst says no woman should try to 
do as much as I do. He says I attach 
too much value to my feminine 
friendships. He says I have a Damon 
and Pythias Complex. I guess I have 
given too much of myself to other 
women. He says women are natural 
enemies— (Picks up bottle) Why, 
Crystal, I thought you didn’t touch 
up your hair— (Sniffing peifuine) 
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My dear, I wouldn’t use this. You 
smell it on every tart in New York. 
That reminds me— (Goiwg to the 
shower ctirtaiiis') if you do have an 
affair, Cr\'stal, for heaven s sake, be 
discreet. Remember what Howard 
did to me, the skunk. (Peeking in) 
My, you’re putting on weight. (Go- 
mg hack to dressing table, she sits 
down, and begins to 'pry in all the 
drawers) But men are so mercenary. 
They think they own you body and 
soul, just because they pay the bills— 
I tried this cream. It brought out pim¬ 
ples— Of course, Cr^'stal, if you were 
smart, you’d have a baby. It’s the only 
real hold a woman has— 

(helene enters.) 

HELENE. Monsieur says will madame 
be long? 

SYLVIA. Can’t you see she’s rush¬ 
ing?— (helene exits. The shower 
goes off) Men are so selfish! VVlien 
you’re only making yourself beauti¬ 
ful for them. (Opens another draw¬ 
er) I w'ish I could find a man who 
would understand my need for a com¬ 
panion— (Finds a key, eocamines it) 
Why, Cr^'stal, what are yoit doing 
with a key to the Gothic Apartments? 
(crystal’s head pops from behind 
the curtain.) 

CRYSTAL. What?— Oh— (Nervous¬ 
ly) Oh, that! (Playing for time) 
Throw me a towel, Sylvia! 


mailer! (crystal has wrapped her¬ 
self in a big towel, now steps from 
behind the shower curtains and sifs 
on the rim of the tub to dry her legs) 
I asked my psychoanalyst about him, 
and he said blackmailers are really 
per\'erts who can’t think of a good 
pen'ersion. So they blackmail people 
instead. 

crystal (going to the dressing- 
table). Really? Well, he can’t black¬ 
mail me now. (As she passes sylvia, 
she lightly snatches the key from her) 
The Gothic Apartments are where 
Stephen and I had to go before the 
divorce. I keep it for sentimental rea¬ 
sons. (Smiling, she drops the key 
hack in the drawer, locks it.) 

SYLVIA. Poor Stephen! My dear, 1 
thought tonight how tired he looked, 
and old. Cr\'stnl, I’ve told you c\eiy- 
thing. Tell me: how long do you 
think you can be faithful to Stephen- 

CRYSTAL (making up her face). 
Well, life pla'*s funnv tricks, Th:- 
urge might hit me tomorrow. 

SYLVIA. I doubt it, pet. You're a typi 
cal blonde. 

CRYSTAL. So what? 

SYLVIA (loftily). Most blondes are 


SYLVIA (bringing her towel). That’s 
where Howard had me followed. The 
doorman there is a professional black¬ 


CRYSTAL. Really? Well, maybe that’s 
just a dirty piece of brunette propa¬ 
ganda! 


CURTAIN 
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SCENE 11 


Eleven o'clock the same night, mary’s bedroom. A charming, simple room, 
Left, a door to the dressing-room. Right, a door to the hall. As the curtain 
rises, jane is arranging a number of evening wraps on the bed. miriam, mary 
and nancy are entering. 


MIRIAM. Thanks, baby, a lot! I never 
was at a wetter dinner. 

MARY. It was a success. I left Reno 
two years ago today. This was a me¬ 
morial dinner for you old Renoites, 
and your new husbands. 

MIRIAM. I get it. Listen, there^s no 
soap eating out your heart, sister! 

NANCY. Mar}% if I had a heroine in 
one of my books who behaved the 
way you do, my two readers would 
never believe it. No one man is worth 
it. 

MIRIAM. Say, the whole Racquet 
Club’s not worth it— Speaking of 
my dear husband Howard—the 
skunk—can I have a whiskey and 
soda? 

NANCY. Make it two. 

Cjane eodts, right.) 

MIRIAM. I lay off when Howard’s 
around. I’m weaning him from the 
bottle by easy stages. He’s in the sec¬ 
ondary stage now. 

NANCY. What stage is that? 

MIRIAM. He puts ice in. 

MARY. How’s matrimony, Miriam? 
Making a go of it? 


MiRUM. I’m doing a reconstruction 

job that makes Boulder Dam look 
like an egg-cup. 

(Enter peggy, right.) 

PEGGY. Oh, Mary, can’t we get off to 
the party? I have to get home early. 
Little John always wakes up. Little 
John said the cutest thing the other 
day. (A dramatic pause) He said 
da-da—! 

NANCY. When does he enter Colum¬ 
bia? 

(Enter jane with tray and high¬ 
balls.) 

MARY. Jane, tell Mrs. Winston the 
ladies are ready to go. 

JANE. Mrs. Winston, ma’am, is drink¬ 
ing with the gentlemen. 

MARY. Well, tell her to come up. 
(Exit JANE.) 

MIRIAM. What’s the hurry? Two 
more snootfuls, and Flora will float 
up on her own breath. 

(Enter edith, right) 

EDITH (petulantly). Mary, 1 wish 
you had an elevator in this house. 
It s so difficult to walk upstairs in mt 
condition. 
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MARY. Edith, ar^ you Catholic or 
iust careless? 

£dith. Mary, isn’t this your old fur¬ 
niture? 

MARY. Yes. 


MARY. As if any woman needed fo 
to a psychoanalyst to find out she 
can’t trust women. 

EDITH. Mary, you’ve grown a.vfully 
hard since you deserted your old 
friends. 


EDITH. I think you should get rid of 
It. There’s nothing that keeps a wom¬ 
an so in the dumps as sleeping in a 
bed with old associations. Mary, 
you’re carrying this nunnery busi¬ 
ness too far. How do you expect to 
find anyone else, if you don’t make 
an effort? 

MARY. I don’t want anyone, Edith. 
(Mock cynical^ I hate men! Men are 
awful— 

EDITH. Oh, they’re not all like Ste¬ 
phen, dear. 

MARY. I saw plenty of men when I 
came back from Reno. They’re all 
alike. They never leave you at your 
own front door without a wrestling- 
match. 

EDITH. You know I asked Phelps 
about that once. I said, “Why does a 
man always act like a Don Juan in a 
taxi?” And he said it was a hang-over 
from their bachelor days when a 
man’s sex life was conditioned by the 
click of the meter. 

MIRIAM. It beats me how in a taxi, 
the nicest guy turns into Harpo 
Marx. 

EDITH. Mary, want to hear some¬ 
thing about Sylvia? (mary, miriam, 
NANCY and PEGGY; chorus, “No/”) 
Well, Sylvia’s going to a psychoan¬ 
alyst. She says you destroyed all her 
faith in friendship. 

k 


MARY. Isn’t “wise” the word? I’m be¬ 
ginning to understand women. 

NANCY. Too bad! It’s the beginning 
of woman’s inhumanity to woman. 

EDITH (woving fo door, left'). Oh, 
they’re going to talk philosophy, 
Pegg)'. Come on in here while I pow¬ 
der my nose. 

PEGGY. Edith, did I tell you how lit¬ 
tle John said da-da? 

EDITH. Listen, I wouldn’t care if this 
one stood up and sang the Star Span¬ 
gled Banner! (They exit, as enter 
MRS. MOREHEAD, in Street clothes, 

right.) 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Oh, hcllo, gills' 
Hello, dear. Party over? 

MARY. Enjoy the movies. Mother? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. I wish I could make 
up my mind whether or not I like 
Shirley Temple. 

(Enter the countess de lage, right 
She is a tangle of tulle and jewels. 
She has a slight ‘‘edge’’ on.) 

countess. Such a lovely dinner! It’s 
so wonderful to see all our lives tem¬ 
porarily settled! 

MARY. Mv mother, Mrs. Morehead, 
Mrs. Winston. Mrs. Buck Winston. 

MRS. MOREHEAD (trying to 'place the 
name). Buck Winston? 
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MIRIAM. I wish rd had my marriage 
license drawn up by Mr. Goldwyn. 


MRS. MOREHEAD. Ah, Ves! (PZtfflS- 
autlyO My granddaughter adores 
your son on the screen. 

COUNTESS Cgood-naturedly'). I dare¬ 
say the public does see Buck as just 
a boy. And it is a trifle absurd me 
being married to a movie star. But, 
Mrs. Morehead, you wouldn’t believe 
how many of my Newport friends 
who ridiculed Buck when I married 
him positively claw for invitations to 
Hollywood. IVIais U, East is East and 
West is West, but I always say Le 
Cinema is the Great Leveller! 

MRS. MOREHEAD. You don’t say! 

(Edges to the hall door.') 

COUNTESS. Mrs. Morehead, do whip 
into something, and come along with 
Mar)' to my party. The Casino Roof. 
Everyone’s clamored to come. I have 
no idea who’s going to be there. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Well, you’rc sure 
to know somebody. (To mary) Later, 
dear? (mary nods, mrs. morehead 
esca-pes, ^ight.) 

COUNTESS (gathering her vn^ap), 
Mary, you’re not coming? 

MARY. I'm very tired, Flora. 

COUNTESS. Oh, you’re cross because 
Buck’s had a wee droppie. 

MIRIAM. Don’t be modest, Flora, 
Your ducky is stinko. 

COUNTESS. I do wish he wouldn’t 
drink straight gin. You know, he’s 
not allowed to. Mr. Goldwyn put 
that in the new contract. 


COUNTESS. Mary, do come. This is 
really our farewell party* Tm never 
coming back to New York. 

MARY. What’s wrong with New 
York, Flora? 

COUNTESS. Well, when Buck isn't 
working we’re not going to live any¬ 
where. (Whispering) Mary, can I 
trust you? 

MARY. Of course, Flora! 

COUNTESS (to the others). You will 
keep this just between the four of us? 

MIRIAM. Shoot, Flora, it’s a nation¬ 
wide hookup! 

COUNTESS (settling herself beside 
MARY on the foot of the bed). Well, 
you know how Buck was? (Wistful) 
So-so impassione? 

MiRUM. The boy had something. 

COUNTESS (tartly). Well, he hasn’t 
got it any more, Miriam! First, I 
thought it was just gin, interfering 
with his libido— (Tearfully) But 
now I think Buck is deceiving me— 

NANCY. How incredible! 

COUNTESS. Well, I have no proof. 
Except he comes home every after¬ 
noon smelling of a strange perfume. 

MARY. Where does he say he’s been? 

COUNTESS. Visiting his horse. But 
Trixie was shipped to Hollywood last 
week. You remember, I was photo¬ 
graphed with, her in the baggage-car? 
Now he says he’s been going to th* 
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Grand Central G)Tnnasium. But I countess. W^here would you expect 
telephoned today. Some great oaf an- him to go? Central Park? Why, its 
swered. I said: “Is Buck Winston winter, 
there?” he said: “Who? No.” So I 

said: “My dear good man, he comes peggy. Oh, IVe always heard pco- 
evcrs' day.” So he said: “My mistake, pic went to hotels, 
lady, he's inside now boxing with 

Rudolph Valentino.” countess. But, cherie, Buck couldn’t 

go to a hotel. You know what 
MARY. Poor Flora! would happen. At the most inoppor¬ 

tune moment someone would say: 
COUNTESS (practical'). That’s why I “Mr. Winston, may I have your au 
think it’s safer just to keep floating tograph?” It happened to us on our 
around. wedding night. I would have sent for 

the manager, but it was the manager 
MARY. ! understand—I’amour, asking for the autograph. Ah, well, 

off to Holh'wood in the morning! 
COUNTESS. L’amour, yes, but jamais, That’s safe! (Moving to door) Dea; 
(She Ims her lucid moments) jamais Mr. Mays will protect me from Diet 
lopsided amour! rich and Harlow. (Exits, right.) 

MARY (Uiughing). Lopsided amour edith (^cttijjg her w*ap). Darling, 

is better than no amour at all. Flora, you really won’t come to Flora';! 

let him make a fool of you. Let him party? 

do anything he wants, as long as he 

stays. He’s taking the trouble to de- mary. No, Edith! 

ceive you. (Half to herself) And if 

he took the trouble, he really must edith. Then I ':an tell you. Of 
have cared— course, I know how you feel about 

your Ex—and his New Deal—though 
NANCY. The Voice of Experience. I think you’d be glad he’s so happy. 

MIRIAM (to countess). Come on, mary. I am. 
chin up. 

EDITH. Sylvia ♦:elephoned tonight. 
nancy. That’s right. Both of them! She and Crystal and Stephen are go- 
(Enter peggy and edith.) ing on to the Roof with a theatre 

party. Well, darling, I don’t feel 
COUNTESS (rising). Oh, cheries, you much like going myself. I loathe this 

missed it! I was just saying—now will dress. My husband says I look as 

you keep this just among the six of though I were going to sing in it. 

us?—I suspect Buck of being unfaitb- (Exits, right.) 
tub Of course, it’s my own fault. I 

should have had him watched. Tlie nancy. Think I’ll go, too, Mary! It’s 
way I did all the others. I wish I’d a good chance to study Park Avenue's 

found out where he’s had that apart- flora and fauna. And I’m writing a 

ment! new book. It’s called “Gone with the 

Ice-man,” or “Sex Has No Place in 
^r.GG7. An apartment—? the Home.” (Exits with peggy.) 
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MiniA?.! (to mary). Listen, Queen, 
change your mind! Let's go on to the 
party! 

MARY. No, Miriam. 

MIRIAM. Well, Lm gf^ing. Wish you 
could sec the cooing-fest Moward 
and I put on for Sylvia— Shall I spit 
in Cn-stal’s eve for you? (mary 
shakes her head') You’re passing up 
a swell chance, sister! Where I spit 
no grass grows ever! C^xits. janh en¬ 
ters, right. MARY begins to unfasten 
her dress, takes off her jeivels, lays 
them on the dresser.) 

MARY. Jane, turn down my bed. 

JANE. Yes, ma’am. 

(mary goes into the 'boudoir, left.) 

MARY (offstage). Did Mary have a 
nice time with her father? 

JANE (turning down the hed). Well, 
ma’am, you know how she is when 
she comes home. 

MARY (offstage). Fm afraid she’s 
never going to get used to it. 

JANE. She takes after you, ma’am, if 
you’ll pardon me. Always brooding. 
Sometimes, ma’am, I think it would 
be better if she didn’t see her father. 
Or maybe, ma’am—though it’s none 
of my business—if you could find 
some nice man— 

(Enter mrs. morehead, right, in a 
wrapper ajid slippers.) 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Going to bed, dar- 
ling? 

MARY (offstage). Yes, Mother, 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Shall we chat for 
a moment? Jane, Fll have a cigarette. 


JANE (surprised). Mrs. Moreheadl 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Thosc dreadful 
women made me nervous. Why Mrs, 
Haines tolerates them even once a 
year is beyond me! 

MARY (entering, in a nightgown). 
An object lesson. Smoking, Mother? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Oh, yOU, tOO? 
MARY. Me too? 

MRS. MOREHEAD. I juSt felt that 

spooky pinch. You’d think after ten 
years your father’s ghost might have 
grown more tolerant. 

JANE. Good night, ma’am. (Switches 
off side-lights.) 

MARY AND MRS. MOREHEAD. Good 
night, Jane. (Exit jane, mary gets 
into hed, opens a hook, flips through 
it) 

MRS. MOREHEAD (sitHng On the hed). 
Ck)od book? 

MARY. Don’t know. Nancy just gave 
it to me. It's about—love. Poetry. All 
about love. (Reads) “When love 
beckons to you, follow him, though 
his ways are hard and steep. And 
when his wings enfold you, yield to 
him— Though his voice may shatter 
your dreams as the North Wind lays 
waste the garden.” 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Well, all I Can say 
is, that’s very tactless of Nancy. 
(Suddenly) (Dh, Mary, I vidsh you 
could find— 

MARY (slams hook shut). Some nice 
man. We’ve been all over that be¬ 
fore, Mother. I had the onlv one 1 
ever wanted, I lost him— 
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MRS. MOREHEAD. It wasn’t cntirclj^ 
vour fault. 

j 

MARY. If I hadn’t listened to every¬ 
one, ever)'thing but my own heart! 

MRS. MOREHEAD. He lovcd her. 

MARY, He still does. Tiiough you 
know, Mother, Fra just beginning to 
doubt it. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Why? 

MARY. Because so many people, like 
Edith, make a point of telling me 
how much he loves her. Oh, Mother, 
Fra terribly tired. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Well, do chcei up, 
darling. Living alone has its compen¬ 
sations. You can go where you please, 
wear what you please and eat what 
you please. I had to wait twenty years 
to order the kind of meal I liked! Your 
father called it bird-food— And, 
heaven knows, it’s marvelous to be 
able to sprawl out in bed, like a swas¬ 
tika. Good night, darling. 

MARY. Good night, Mother. 

MRS. MOREHEAD. Don’t read bv that 
light. You’ll hurt your eyes. (Exits. 
MARY props herself against the pil- 
lotvs, begins to read.) 

MARY. “But if in your fear you would 
seek only love’s peace and love’s 
pleasure, then it is better for you to 
pass out of love’s threshing-floor, into 
the seasonless world; where you shall 
laugh, but not all of your laughter, 
and weep, but not all of your tears.” 
(Enter little mary, in a night- 
gowHf harefooted, and very sleepy.) 

LITTLE MARY. Mother? 


LITTLE MARY (gocs to the hed). 1 
had a bad dream! 

MARY, Darling, what was it? 

LITTLE MARY. I forgct. Let mc crawl 
in with you. Mother. 

MARY (helping her in). Fm so rest- 
less. 

LITTLE MARY. I don’t mind if you 
kick me. You know, that’s the only 
good thing about divorce; you get to 
sleep with your mother. (She kisses 
her. A pause) I taste lipstick. 

MARY. I haven’t washed yet. Good 
night, darling. 

LITTLE MARY. You know, you’rc a 
very sympathetic mother. 

MARY. Am I? 

LITTLE MARY. Oh, ycs. So would you 
just tickle my back? 

MARY. All right. But go to sleep— 
(A pause.) 

LITTLE MARY. Shc’s SO silly! 

MARY. Who? 

LITTLE MARY. Crystal. 

MARY. Ssh— 

LITTLE MARY. I told Daddy so te 
night. 

MARY. Oh, you mustn’t hurt Daddy’ 
feelings. 
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MARY. Sssh! 

•LITTLE MARY. I think Daddy doesn’t 
(ove her as much as you any more. 

MARY. What makes you think so, 

Mary? 

LITTLE MARY. Hc told mc SO after 
I saw Crystal. 

MARY. What? 

LITTLE MARY. But he said I mustn’t 
tell you because, naturally, why do 
vou care how he feels. QA 'pause') Oh, 
don’t stop tickling, Mother. (A 
Mother? 

MARY. Yes? 

LITTLE MARY. What’s anyone want 
A ith a telephone in the bathroom? 

MARY. I don’t know. Sssh! 

LITTLE MARY. Cr)’stal has one. She 
*.\as awful mad when I walked in on 
her while she was talking. 

MAKV. Sleep, Mary! 

LITTLE MARY. Mother, who’s the 
Duchess of Windsor? 

MARY. What a question! 

LITTLE MARY. Well, Crystal said on 
the telephone if somebody else was 
a Countess, she was the Duchess of 
Windsor! 

MARY. Really! 


MARY. Good night, bahy. (A pause,) 

LITTLE MARY. I wonder if it was the 
same man you had for dinner. 

MARY. Maybe, ssh! 

LITTLE MARY. I thought SO. 

MARY (curiously). If who was the 
same man? 

LITTLE MARY. Crystal was talking to, 
so lovey-dovey. 

MARY (protestingly). Oh, Mary! 

LITTLE MARY. Well, the front part 
was the same. Mother. 

MARY (a pause). The front part of 
what? 

LITTLE MARY. His name, Mother! 

MARY (taking her hy the shoulders). 
What are you talking about? 

LITTLE MARY. That man Crystal was 
talking to in the bathtub. 

MARY (half shaking her). Mary, 
what do you mean? 

LITTLE MARY. I mean his front name 
was Buck, Mother! (mary gets 
qtiickly out of bed, rings hell on 
table) Oh, Mother, what ate you do- 
ing? 

MARY. Go to sleep, darling. (Begins 
to pull on her stockings.) 

LITTLE MARY. Grown-ups are so siid 
den. Are you dressing? 


LITTLE MARY. Good night, Mother, mary. Yes, Mary. 
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little MARY. You foigot you were 
invited to a party? 

MARY. Almost, Mary. 

little MARY. are you going to 

do when you get there. Mother? 

MARY. I don't know yet. But I’ve got 
to do something. 

little MARY, Well, have a good 
time! (RoHs over. Then suddenly 
sits up) Mother! 

MARY. Yes? 
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LITTLE MARY, I remcmher now I had 
something to tell you! 

MARY (eagerly). Yes? 

LITTLE MARY (doleful/j). I was aW' 
fully rude to Crystal. 

MARY, ril forgive you this time. 
(Enter jane.) 

JANE. You rang, ma’am? 

MARY. Yes. My evening dress, Jane, 
and a taxi-and don'" stand there gap¬ 
ing! Hurry! Hurry! 


SCENE III 


Later, the same night. The Powder Room at the Casino Roof. The decora¬ 
tion is rich, tawdry and modernistic. Right, a swinging door from the lobby. 
Left, another to the washrooms. The rest of the wall space, left and right, is 
taken up hy counter-like dressing tables and mirrors. The rear wall is a great 
window overlooking the glitter of midnight Manhattan. An overstuffed sofa 
and an armchair upholstered in modernistic fabric. Near the door, right, a 
screen hides the coat-rack. By this, a chair for sadie, a little old woman in a 
black maid's uniform and apron. As the curtain rises, sadie is reading a tab¬ 
loid, which she puts down when two flashily-dressed girls enter from the 
lobby. They check their wraps. 


FIRST GIRL. It's jammed. 

SECOND GIRL. Oh, my boy friend’ll 
get a table. (Enter txvo society 
WOMEN. They move directly across 
the stage to the washroom.') 

FIRST WOMAN. My dear, won't he let 
you? 

SECOND WOMAN. No.. he won't.^ 


FIRST WOMAN. How incredibly foul! 

SECOND WOMAN. I'm heartbroken. 
But I have to be philosophical; after 
all missing one wdnter in Palm Beach 
really won’t kill me. (Enter ciga¬ 
rettes,” a pretty girl in a white satin 
blouse and short black skirt. She car¬ 
ries a tray of cigarettes.) 

FIRST GIRL fmoving left). Thought 
you and the boy friend had a row? 
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SECOND GIRL. We did. 

FIRST GIRL. What about? 

SECOND GIRL. His Wife. 

FIRST GIRL. His wife? What right 
has she got to butt in? 

SECOND GIRL. Hc’s got somc cock- 
?yed idea that after twenty years he 
:an’t kick her out. (They exit, left) 

piGARETTES. Jccpcrs, why don’t they 
get sick of this joint night after night! 
Same music, same act, same faces. 

SADIE. They like familiarity. It gives 
them confidence. 

CIGARETTES. I’ll say they like famili¬ 
arity. Most of them shoving around 
that floor would be more comfortable 
with each other in bed. 

SADIE. In bed? If they was to get that 
over, what would they use for con¬ 
versation? (Enter a dowager and a 
DEBUTANTE, Tight. They move di- 
sectly across stage.) 
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CIGARETTES (sinking, very tired, on 
the arm of a chair). As soon as Mike 
gets a job. It ain’t fair! Why, we 
could get married and have a family 
on that coat— Sadie, wh’d’ya say if 
I was to tell you I’m a Commyanist? 

SADIE. I’d say ya was bats. I was a 
Townscndite. Whcrc’d it get me? 
(Enter the countess, piloted by 
NANCY and MIRIAM. SJic is tight and 
tearfid. miriam and nancy get her, 
with some difficidty, to the sofa.) 

COUNTESS (tacking). How could 
Buck do such a thing to me! Oh, the 
Dr. Jekyll! The Mr. Hyde! Which 
was which? 

MIRIAM. Pipe down or you’ll put 
an awful dent in his career, Flora. 

COUNTESS. What of my career? I’ve 
had five husbands. Buck’s the first 
one who ever told me what he really 
thought of me—in public. 

nancy. It takes all kinds of husbands 
to round out a career like yours, 
Flora. 


DOWAGER. —Dancing like that! What 
can those boys think of you? 

DEBUTANTE (wearily). Oh, Mother. 


COUNTESS. He told me he’d been de¬ 
ceiving me for months. Right in the 
middle of the Organ-Grinder. (Kicks 
off shoes) Oh, I feel so—superfluous! 


DOWAGER. Guzzling champagne like 
that! After all I spent on your edu¬ 
cation! 

DEBUTANTE. Oh, Mother. 

DOWAGER. It’s one thing to come out. 
It’s quite another to go under the 
table! (They exit, left^ 

SADIE. Getting married, dearie? 


MIRIAM (to Sadie). A bromo-seltzer. 

COUNTESS. Bromo-seltzer? Qu'-est- 
que c'est que ca? 

NANCY. It will settle your—super¬ 
fluity. Flora, did he tell you the 
lady’s name? 

COUNTESS (indignant). Certainly 
not, Nancy. He’s not that drunk. 
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MIRIAM (rts SADIE exits, Tight). And 
another drink for Mrs. Winston! 

COUNTESS. No, Miriam. He wouldn't 
tell me her name, because she’s a 
married woman. Buck is very’ prole¬ 
tarian, but he’s not a bounder. He 
just said s/ie was a natural blonde. 

NANCY. That ought to narrow down 
the field considerably. 

COUNTESS. He said she was pretty as 
a painted wagon. 

MIRIAM. Oh, you’re not such a bad 
calliope. Snap out of it, Flora. You 
know, you’re going to forgive him. 

COUNTESS (firmly). I’d forgive un¬ 
faithfulness, but not base ingrati¬ 
tude. I rescued him from those 
prairies. I married him. What thanks 
do 1 get? (Wailing) He says he’ll be 
a cockeyed coyote if he’ll herd an 
old beef like me back to the coast! 

nancy. Let this be your lesson. Don't 
let your next husband become finan¬ 
cially independent of you. 
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ivyn. (Exits, left, with nancy, as 

SADIE, ii’Jt/i a hromo'seltzer, enters:, 
right, followed hy cigarettes.) 

CIGARETTES. \\^iat’s it all about? 

SADIE (picks up COUNTESS sfioCS, 

as she crosses, left). Some man. 

CIGARETTES. Bet he isn’t worth it. 

SADIE. You can aUvays collect on that 
one. (Exits, left, as re-enter, left, the 
DOWAGER and the debutante.) 

DOWAGER. —Laughing and joking 
with those boys like that! 

DEBUTANTE. YcS, MotllCr. 

DOWAGER. What can they think of 
you? 

DEBUTANTE. Ycs, Mother. 

DOW'AGER. And don’t think I didn t 
overhear that Princeton boy call me 
an old drizzle-puss, either! (Exits 
right.) 


COUNTESS. Now, don’t lecture me, 
Nancy. Every time I marry I learn 
something. Tliis has taught me once 
and for all—you can't expect noblesse 
oblige from a cowboy— (Sitting up) 
Ohhh, my eyes! They’re full of mas¬ 
cara. 

NANCY (helping her off the couch. 
To miriam). We’ve got to get her 
home. Get Buck, and meet us in the 
lobby. 

MIRIAM (exits, right). We’re headin’ 
for the last round-up! 

COUNTESS. If there’s a telephone in 
here I’m going to call up Mr. Gold- 


SADIE (enters, left; to cigarettes) 
She wants gin in her bromo-seltzer. 
(Enter mary and miriam, rig/it.) 

MIRIAM (protesting). Crystal’s not 
in here. I don’t think she’s in the 
joint. 

MARY. She’s coming. I know it. 

MIRIAM. So what are you going to da 
when you find her? (sadie takes 
Mary’s wrap.) 

MARY. I don’t know. But I've got 
to find her tonight. Buck’s going to 
Hollyw'ood in ‘■h^ morning. 
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MIRIAM. Say, why don’t you settle 
this matter with Stephen? 

MARY. I have no proof, I tell you! 
But if Buck is as drunk as you say, 
he’ll give away something. 

MIRIAM. Listen, he’s been trying all 
night to give Flora away to the door¬ 
man. Got a twenty-dollar bill? 

MARY. Yes. 

MIRIAM. That’ll lock him in the 
men’s room till we need him. 

(Exits, right, with mary, as enter, 
left, the two society women. They 
cross the stage.') 

FIRST WOMAN. Not three pounds? 
SECOND WOMAN. Tlircc pounds! 

FIRST WOMAN. How divine! Aren’t 
you ecstatic? 

SECOND WOMAN. Yes, but it’s the 
moral satisfaction. Just bananas and 
milk for one whole week! TTiat called 
for enormous character! (They exit, 
right.) 

CIGARETTES (to sadie). Enoimous 
character! Well, she’ll need it, all 
right. Comes the Revolution, she’ll 
diet plenty. (Enter peggy and edith, 
right. They powder, at the mirror, 
right.) 

PEGGY. I wish I hadn’t come. 
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PEGGY. You never miss anything, 
(sadie gives EDITH and peggy their 
wraps.) 

EDITH. My dear, who could stand 
the life we lead without a sense of 
humor? But Flora is a fool. Always 
remember, Peggy, it’s matrimonial 
suicide to be jealous when you have a 
really good reason. 

PEGGY. Edith, don’t you ever get 
tired of giving advice? 

EDITH. Listen, Peggy, Fm the only 
happy woman you know. Why? I 
don’t ask Phelps or any man to under^ 
stand me. How could he? Fm a 
woman. (PwBs down her corset) And 
I don’t try to understand them. 
Tliey're just animals. Who am I to 
quarrel with the w'ay God made 
them? I’ve got security. So I put my 
faith in the law. And I say: “What 
the hell?" And let nature take its 
course—it’s going to, anyway. (They 
exit, right, as enter the two girls, 
left.) 

SECOND GIRL (powdering at the mir¬ 
ror, left). —So there we were on 
Sattiday night and it’s Atlantic City. 
And he says: “I gotta go home to¬ 
morrow, baby!” And I says: (PtJL 
lip her stockings) “Why dja got 
to?” And he says: “My wife always 
expects me home on Easter Sunday.” 
So I says: “What’s she expect ya to 
do? Lay an egg?” 


EDITH. Well, your husband didn’t 
want you to. 

PEGGY (goes for her wrap). Flora was 
sting! 

EDITH. But it was funny. Even the 
kettledrummer was laughing. 



FIRST GIRL. ITiey got no sentiment. 
(Enter, right, a girl, in distress. The 
shotilder strap of her very low decol- 
letage has broken.) 

GIRI. IN DISTRESS (tO SADIE). HaVC 

you got a safety pin? I was never so 
embarrassed! (sadie gets pin.) 
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SECOND GIRL (^crossing, righ-O. So I 
told him, "I had a great career until 
you made me give up the stage, you 
lunkhead. For what? A couple of 
cheesy diamond bracelets? A lousy 
car, which every time it breaks down 
you got to have the parts shipped 
over from Italy. (The girls exit.) 

GIRL IN DISTRESS. So he says, “Don't 
look now, you’ve just dropped some¬ 
thing!” (Enter crystal and sylvia, 
right. They move to check their wraps 

with SADIE.) 

SADIE. Just a minute, please. 

SYLVIA (they go to mirro:. wi/)* 
Stephen is in a mood. 

CRYSTAL. He can take it and like it. 

GIRL IN DISTRESS (tO SADIE). DoCS 
It show now? 

SADIE. Not what it did before, miss. 

GIRL IN DISTRESS. Thank you. (She 
exits, right, sadie takes crystal’s 
and Sylvia’s ai?rnps.) 

CRYSTAL. Is my mouth on straight? 

SYLVIA. Crystal, you didn’t come here 
to see somebody, did you? 

CRYSTAL. Oh, Sylvia, can’t you lay 
off that for a minute? (Enter mary 

and MIRIAM, left.') 

MARY (moving forward resolutely). 
Mrs. Haines, this is a great pleasure! 

crystal (turning). I beg your par¬ 
don? 

MARY. Such a lovely party! I was 
afraid you weren’t coming. (Intro- 
ducing crystal and miriam, Mir¬ 


iam and sylvia) Mrs. Fowler, Mrs. 
Haines, Mrs. Fowler, Mrs. Fowler. 

MIRIAM (graciously). Chawmed. 

SYLVIA (bridling). This is humili¬ 
ating. 

MARY. Modem life is complicated. 
When you came in I was just telling 
Miriam— 

CRYSTAL. Oh, come along, Sylvia 
The lady is tight. 

SYLVIA. Mar)% when did you begin 
drinking? 

MARY (to crystal). Early in the 
evening, with Mr. Winston. You 
know Mr. Winston, don’t you? 

crystal (at the door). I’m afraid 1 
don’t. 

SYLVIA. Of course you do. Crystal. I 
introduced you to him. Don’t you re¬ 
member? 

CRYSTAL. Oh, yes, a cocktail party. 

MARY. Well, he’s in the lobby now, 
waiting for someone, Mrs. Haines, 
and drunker than you can possibly 
imagine. You’d find him very diffi' 
cult to handle, in front of Stephen. 
(crystal suddenly changes her 
mind about going into the lobby, 
moves toward the washroom.) 

SYLVIA. Crystal, where are you go 
ing? 

CRYSTAL. I won’t Stand here and lis¬ 
ten to drivel! 

MARY. I wouldn’t go in there, either, 
Mrs. Haines. His wife’s in there now. 
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having hysterics. She's found out that mahy. Everything! (A pause, cryb* 
Buck has been deceiving her. tal laughs.^ 


CRYSTAL. Reallyl What has that to 
do with me? 

MARY. A good deal, I'm afraid. You 
seem to be the woman. 

SYLVIA (delighted'). Why, Cr)’stall 
—Are you? 


CRYSTAL. Then why are you stand* 
ing here talking to me. You ought to 
be outside spilling it to Stephen. 
You're bluffing. Come along, Sylvia! 

MARY (also ptoving to door, crystal 
stops). That's very good advice. I 
will tell Stephen. 


rnYSTAL. If he used my name, it’s a 
lie! kle’s just the cheap sort— I’ll tell 
my husband. 

MARY. You’ll have to. Tomorrow it 
will be common gossip. I don’t think 
Stephen will like it. 

SYLVIA. Oh, Cnstal, he's going to 
loathe it! But my psychoanalyst is 
going to adore it. 

CRYSTAL (going to her). What are 
you trying to do? Pin something on 
me, in front of witnesses? 

SYLVIA. Whatever she’s driving at, 
Cr\’stal— (Poiwriug to miriam) that 
little tramp put her up to it! 

CRYSTAL (to Sylvia). Keep out of 
this! 

MIRIAM. Yeah, check it, Svlvia, we're 
minor league this evening. 

CRYSTAL. All right, Mrs. Haines, 
you’ve been listening to the ravings 
of a conceited fool, \\ffiat did he tell 
you? 

MARY (playing for time, or inspira¬ 
tion). Really, Mrs Haines, this is 
very embarrassing. 

CRYSTAL (brazening it out). Yes, 
Mrs. Haines, isn’t it? Exactly what 
do vou think you kno'v about me? 


CRYSTAL. Oh, he wouldn’t believe 
you. 

SYLVIA. Oh, you can't tell. Crystal! 
He’s terribly fond of Mary. 

CRYSTAL. Now get this straight, Mrs. 
Haines. I like what I got, and I’m go¬ 
ing to keep it. You handed me your 
husband on a silver platter. (Enter 
NANCY, left) But I'm not returning 
the compliment. I can’t be stampeded 
by gossip. What you believe and what 
Stephen believes will cut no ice in a 
divorce court. You need proof and 
you haven't got it. When Mr. Win¬ 
ston comes to his senses, he’ll apolo¬ 
gize. And Stephen will have no 
choice, but to accept—mv e.vplana- 
tions. Now that's that! Good night! 

MARY (desperately). I hope Mrs. 
Winston will accept your explana¬ 
tions. 

CRYSTAL. What have I got to explain 
to her? 

MARY (with a conviction she does 
not feel). What about the apart¬ 
ment? 


CRYSTAL. What apartment? 
MARY. You know as well as I do. 


CRYSTAL. Oh, stop trying to put two 
and two together— 
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MARY. Oh, Mrs. Winston did that. 
She had yon watched—she s seen you 
both. 

CRYSTAL Qdepantly'), W^erc? 


NANCY. And ril explain the facts ot 
life to Stephen, (^nancy exits, right.) 

CRYSTAL C^o MARY, fercely)‘ You’tc 
trying to break up my marriage! 


MARY. Going in, and coming out! 

CRYSTAL. Going in and coming out 
where? (A pnuse) You’re lying! 

SYLVIA Cie^?rHii7gI}0- I wouldn’t be 
so sure, Crystal! 

MIRIAM. Sounds like the McCoy to 
me, Crystal. 


SYLVM. Y'he way you did hers, you 
floosie! 


CRYSTAi. (nasty). Well, maybe you're 
welcome to my—left-overs. 

MARY (calmly). I’ll take them, thanlt 
vou. 


SYLVIA. Why, Mary, haven’t you 
any 'pride? 


CRYSTAL. Shut up! 

SYLVIA. Oh, Crystal, why didn’t you 
confide in me? (crystal furus to the 
door again, triumphant.) 

MARY (dismayed). Sylvia, didn’t she? 

SYLVIA. Certainly notl (crystal 
smiles very pleased with herself) 
She’s the cat that walks alone. (Goes 
to crystal) W^y, Crystal, I could 
ha\’c told VOU some place much safer 
than the Gothic Apartments! 

crystal (exploding). W^y, you big, 
loud-mouthed idiot! 

SYLVIA. How dare you! 

CRYSTAL. I’d like to slap your stupid 
face. 

SYLVIA (hacking up). Oh, MaT\% how 
dare she? 

MIRIAM. Oh, I’ve got a job to do on 
Flora. (She pats sylvia affection¬ 
ately) Kiss you when I get back, 
Sylvia. (Exits, left.) 


MARY. That’s right. No, no pride, 
that’s a luxury a woman in love can’t 

afFord. 

(Enter countess and miriam, left. 
MIRIAM goes to SADIE, gets the 
countess’ and her own wraps.) 

countess (rushing for crystal). 
Oh, mon Dieu, mon Dieu! 

MARY (stopping her). Flora, it’s 
really too bad— 

COUNTESS (to crystal) You— you 
painted wagon! 

crystal. So you’re determined to 
have a scandal, Mrs. Haines. 

countess. I’m the one who’s going 
to have the scandal. Wliy, Mary, 
she’s no more a blonde naturelle than 
I am. What’s the creature’s name? 
Miriam forgot to tell me. 

MARY. Mrs, Stephen Haines, cur¬ 
rently. 

countess. Is that the thing Stephen 
left you for? Well, cherie, all I can 
say is, you’re an idiot! I hope I never 
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live to see the day when an obvious 
piece like that conquers me on the 
champs d’amour! (She exits, ri^t, 
followed hy miriam.) 

CRYSTAL (to mary). That damn fool 
didn't knov/. (sadie gives mary her 
wrap.') 

MARY. Fm afraid she didn't. (Enter 
NANCY, right.) 

NANCY. Tliere’s a gentleman called 
Mr. Haines. He savs he’s been wait¬ 
ing a long time for his wife— (crys- 
Ti-\L moves io get her wrav.) 
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MARY (stepping between her and 
SADIE). Tell him, 1 am coming. (Exit 
nancy quickly.) 

SYLVIA. Mary, what a dirty female 
trick! 

crystal. Yes! From the great, noble 
little w'oman! You’re just a cat, like 
all the rest of us! 

MARY. Well, Fve had tw’o years to 
shaqjcn my claws. (WrtX’es her hand 
gaily to Sylvia) Jungle-red, Sylvia! 
Good night, ladies! (Exits.) 
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SCENES 

Fhe action of the play takes place at Camp Kare-Freb, in the Berkshires, 

during August 


act one 

SCENE I 

Teddy's Bungalow. About noon 

SCENE II 

The Dining Hoom. Ten minutes later 


SCENE III 

Back Porch of the Social Hall. That night 


act two 

SCENE I 

Eagle Rock. Six days later 

SCENE II 

Teddy’s Bungalow. Eleven p.m. that night 


SCENE III 

Pinkie’s Bungalow. A short time later 


ACT THREE 
SCENE I 

Teddy’s Bungalow. The followdng morning 

SCENE II 

The Dining Room. A short time later 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE I 


M hriUiant grammarian/' reads the Camp Kare-Free brochure with ivhJch 
oxwner abe tobl\s ai^oos potential guests, “will try through picturesque verbi¬ 
age to glowingly paint a beautiful picture of camp life/' MR. Tobias then 
quickly sounds a note of xvarning. “One must remember, however, that there 
is an ancient adage xvhich goes, ‘Seeing is believing/ Because we are disciples 
of this motto, xve have prepared this little booklet, profusely illustrated with 
photographs, in the hopes that these pictures will tell you more than we can 
utter, no matter how ^wery our language. Perhaps, as you scan the pages, 
you xvill be inspired to visit Camp Kare-Free, where friendships are formed 
which endure a lifetime, where dull care and trouble quickly vanish 'neath 
Nature’s magic spell/' 

The photographs show the Kare-Free lake front with its many canoes and 
rowboats prominently banked in the foreground; it calls attention to the 
social hall facing the lake, and assures you that it has a staff of well-known 
artists and musicians captained by “that jovial personality, an expert techni¬ 
cian in the art of Thespis," “itchy” flexner; it emphasizes the Kare-Free 
sunset, “a glorious, colorful soxtvenir you will talk about for years.” 

Turn the pages and your eye will he met with camera studies of the 
championship tennis courts, the eighteen-hole tournament golf course, the 
dining hall showing a group of happy vacationists seated on the steps “after 
a wholesome meal prepared by a staff of expert cooks well versed in the 
cidinary art.” There are many more examples of happy campers as captured 
by the camera: on horseback (looking even more frightened than the horses), 
in hiking costume as they file along a mountain trail, on the divmg platform 
participating in aquatic sports, on romantic Eagle Rock dreamily ushering in 
that lifetime friendship, on the porch of the writing lodge in the throes of 
composition, and, finally, in front of one of the bungalows. 

“Beautiful landscaped roads lead to our semi-private bungalows,” MR. 
Tobias's minnesinger ecstatically chants. “Spaciousness and comfort are the 
keynotes of Kare-Free's comfy cabins. You will note that all our bunks are 
shaded by tall, towering pines, thxis assuring cool comfort by day and like' 
wise by night. Each bungalow is modern in every respect. It has its own 
private porch and is equipped with complete toilet facilities, including hot 
and cold running water and shower.” 

For some inexplicable reason there is no photograph of the interior of any 
of the bungalows. 

The first scene of the first act takes place in teddy's bungalow. 

It is a crude structure, slapped together with a lot of storm-beaten planks. 
It is one of several dozen cabins spattered over the camp grounds, and differs 
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tu-0 on either s . ^ flittowobile tufce, etc. 

rii Z tZlLT^rZcrs ^ith large mirrors attached, several vncker chain 
ITc e or tmo lamps. A pair of shoes, just mhitened rests on the ledge of 
Ze of the two screen mindotvs in the hackgrottnd A yellom satm eventng 
Zn is suspended from one of the hoolcs. (It is Saturday and prls «re 
Zeeted to he ’"strictly formal" that night.) A door, left, leads mto the bath- 
'roLi. The door opening into the bungalow is in the dead center of the room 
and leads to the porch which runs along the side o the shack, hags are 
visible under beds, several rackets and golf hags are placed m corners, books 

and magazines are strewn over dressers, chairs, etc, j , i j 

TEDDY STERN, Still wearing her city clothes, stands framed tn the doorway, 

her back toward the audience. It is a somewhat urset teddy rve shall soon 
meet Won by the captivating phrases of MR. Tobias s booklet, lured by the 
blandishments contained in the letters of her girl friend, fay eromkin, teddy 
has come to camp, a lost sotd with nobody on hand to meet her. of the 

campers, Rosalind, lois and sophie have taken her tn hand and have 
escorted her to her bunk teddy’s open suitcase rests on a cot m the fore¬ 
ground. The three girls-ROSALmo in overalls, a bandanna over her head, 
SOPHIE in linen culottes, her hair in curlers, and lois in « bright red bathing 
suit, are rummaging through teddy's effects. LOis picks up a bottle of per¬ 
fume, shakes it and applies the glass stopper to the hack of her ear. 


LOIS. Oh, don’t worry. Fay’ll be here 
in a minute. 

SOPHIE (finding a new camera and 
clicking She must’ve gone 

down to meet you at the awfice. 

ROSALIND (nwirveling at teddy’s set). 
This toilet set must’ve cost a pretty 
coupla dollan. (Siglits name on bag 
handle) Yr«r name’s Teddy Stem. 
(Calling to teddy) How come your 
first name’s Teddy? Teddy» that’s a 
fella’s name. 

TEDt Y i^shyl)', as she turns and comes 
into room). It’s only my nickname, 
Teddy. It stands for Tessie. 

ROSALIND (a trigger mind). Oh, I 
get it. 


LOIS (in alarm, to sophie). Put that 
down. You’ll break it. (To teddy) 
Was it very hot in the city when you 
left? 

teddy. Not so warm as it was sticky. 

SOPHIE. Oh, lots of humidity, ha? 
(ROSALIND has walked toward teddy 
and now stands at her right.) 

ROSALIND. Oh, there must be a load 
of humidity in the city. (Suddenly 
fascinated by teddy’s printed dress, 
she fingers the material) That's very 
nice material. 

TEDDY. Thank you. (sophie has un¬ 
earthed a stenographic notebook and 
holds it up.) 

SOPHIE, Look! A note-bookl 



“having VVONDERl'Iil, TIME“ 


LOIS (ojitraged, and 'prepared, if 
necessary, to picket). You're not go¬ 
ing to do any work while you’re on 
your vacation, are you? 

TEDDY. Oh, no. (Self'coitsciously) 1 
thought I’d make some notes for my¬ 
self— )’OU know, my impressions of 
camp life. Then some day I’ll have 
something to look back on. 

ROSALIND. Like a diary, huh? Say, 
that’s a very good idear. 

SOPHIE. I wonder why we din think 
of it. 

LOIS (eyeing her admiringly). Your 
friend, Fay, is right. You must have 
a very good head on your shoulders. 
(She looks at wrist watch and starts 
for door) Come on, if were going 
to be there. 

SOPHIE (following her out). See you 
in the dining room. (After a quick 
Siirrev of the room) Say, this bunk’s 
even bigger than ours. 

TEDDY (aware of the atnenities). 
ITianks for showing me the way. 

ROSALIND. Don’t worry about Fay, 
Teddy. She’s prolly looking all over 
camp for you. (Hurries after the 
others on porch. Their voices can he 
heard as they trail off) Dijja see that 
evening gown? It was beaudyful. 

LOIS. That must cost a good ninedy 
semny-five wholesale. 

(teddy crosses to bed, notices her 
effects which the girls have thrown 
into violent disorder, and starts to 
arrange them. The cloppety-clop of 
running feet is heard, the door is 
flung open and the breathless fay 
FROMKIN comes rushing in to hurl 
herself at teddy, fay is the complete 
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apotheosis of that snug and self- 
sufficient borough of New York, the 
Bronx. Her features, manners, ges¬ 
tures, the sing-song intonation of her 
voice are unmistakably identified 
with that struggling horde of workers 
who, during rush hour, squeeze 
themselves into the subway trains 
hearing the red and green lights.) 

FAY. Teddy, dolling! 

teddy. Hello, Fay. 

FAY. I din know till just this minute— 
(mac finkle appears in the doorway, 
in tennis costume. He is a pleasant, 
ineffectual young man who exudes 
considerable dental charm. He 
watches the girls in close embrace.) 

teddy (after they part). Well, I’m 
glad to see I’m in the right place after 
all. 

FAY. I din even know the bus was in 
yet, (Aware of mac’s presence) Come 
on in, Mac. I want you should meet 
my girl friend, Miss Teddy Stern, I 
told you so much about. (She places 
her hand on mac’s neck with a pro¬ 
prietary air) Teddy, this is Mac 
Finkle. 

TEDDY. Hoddeya do? 

mac. Pleased to make your acquaint' 
anceship. 

FAY. You got lipstick where I kissed 
you. (Erasing it with her handker¬ 
chief) Here, hold still. 

MAC. You remaining here fa long, 
Teddy? 

FAY (picks up teddy’s coat and walks 
to closet). Now we’ll put your coat 
in here. 
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TEDDY. Tm supposed to stay for two 
weeks, but now— CDuhiously as she 
looks around room) Oh, I don t know. 

FAY (^shocked). Teddy! 

TEDDY (^casting an apathetic eye on 
the cots). This isn’t at all what I ex¬ 
pected, Fay. Semi-private bunga¬ 
lows, they said in the little booklet. 
And look, four in a room! (To mac) 
Why, it’s like living at home with 
my mother and father and my 
brother, Charlie, and his wife. I pur¬ 
posely came here to get away from 
them. 

FAY. You’re gonna love it here. Won’t 
she, Mac? 

MAC. You just gotta get used to it. 
Now you take when I first came— 

FAY (sitting on cot). Say, what about 
the argument you had? 

MAC. Yes, we heard about it. Chick 
told us. 

TEDDY. Who’s Chick? 

MAC. The fella you had the argu¬ 
ment with. What happened? 

TEDDY (with a dismissive wave of 
the hand). Oh, that. Well, I'm not 
fcelinor so good lately. All I want 

T> C> ' 

is some peace and quiet. 

FAY (anxious to elaborate). Teddy’s 
had a little trouble with a certain 
young— 

TEDDY (cjuicklyf before all is dis- 
closed). That’s neither here nor 
there. Well, 1 was sitting in the bus, 
thinking over some personal matters, 
when this young man, this— 
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FAY. Chick. Go on. 

TEDDY. He speaks to me, a complete 
stranger—out of a clear sky! And on 
and on he goes, about the view and 
the mountains. Finally I had to say 
to him: “Look, I’m not interested in 
mountains. Do you mind, please?” 
Well, you should've heard his answer! 

MAC. He saw you was alone and was 
oncy trying to be sociable. 

TEDDY (appealing to the widely-trav¬ 
eled fay). But at the seashor^orters 
don’t act that way. Do they, Fay? 

FAY, Chick’s not a porter; he’s a 
waiter. 

MAC. And they’re like us. They pay 
for their jobs. 

FAY, They're not like hired help at 
all. 

TEDDY (spurred by a pang of 
conscience). Oh, then maybe I 
shouldn’t've been so annoyed. (As 
MAC moves away to inspect the room) 
But waiter or no waiter, he said some 
very fresh things to me. Do you know 
what he—? (Henrietta brill, a 
stout girl, comes out of bathroom 
dressed in a slip, skirt, stockings and 
high-heeled shoes. She has on severe- 
looking glasses which make her seem 
more formidable than ever. Henri¬ 
etta is a sectarian radical who has 
recently discovered The Cause. She 
is full of political rubber-stamps and 
platitudes and, like a new convert, 
makes tip for her ignorance by taking 
a dogmatic stand on all matters. She 
sights MAC, gosps, and takes refuge 
in the bathroom.) 

HENRIETTA. Oh! 
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them in there. I wrote you about 


mac. I better get outta here. 

fay. I din know Henrietta was in 
there. 

MAC (waving to teddy). Pleased 
to’ve made your acquaintanceship. 
(Significantly to fay) See you later. 

FAY. Surely. (He exits. She crosses 
toward center') Its aw right now, 
Henrietta. He’s gone. 

(HENRIETTA appea/s and spears fay 
with a withering glance. Her voice 
is coated with outraged indignation.) 

HENRIETTA. Fot heaven’s sakes, Fay 
Fromkin, why don’t you inform a per¬ 
son when you have mixed company 
in the bungalow^ 

FAY. I din even know you were in 
there. Oh, I want you should meet— 

HENRIETTA (without changing her 
tone). I had the pleasure already. 
(Walking toward closet) Honestly, 
it’s very embarrassing to have people 
intrude on your privacy, especially 
when you have nothing on. (She 
disappears into closet teddy sidles 
tip to FAY and speaks in a whisper.) 

TEDDY. Who is she? 

FAY. A floor lady in Newark. She’s a 
radical. Esweything is with her a 
speech. 

TEDDY (shrugging her shoulders). 
Beyond me. 

FAY. Well, waddeya think of Mac? 
TEDDY. Who? 

FAY. Mac. The boy who was just 
here. (Parenthetically, as teddy 
holds up slacks ard hhuse) You put 


him. 

teddy (on way to bathroom). Oh, 
so he's the one. (She pauses, sud¬ 
denly remembering the rhapsodic 
passages in fay’s letters to her) But 
he doesn’t look like Robert Taylor. 

fay (lamely). Oh, I think so—a little 
bit. 

TEDDY. Oh, Fay! Is he a college man? 

fay. No, he’s in business fa him¬ 
self. (feigning indifference) Any¬ 
way it’s nothing serious. He’s going 
back tomorra. He’s just a nice con¬ 
tact to know in the city doong the 
winter, that’s all. 

TEDDY (she has made a quick flight 
in and out of bathroom). Now 
you know you like him, and why 
shouldn’t you if he’s a nice boy? 
(Pflfs her gently on the back. Henri¬ 
etta cOMzes from closet in time to 
hear part of the conversation.) 

HENRIETTA. Farm me for interrupt¬ 
ing, but when it comes to the male sex 
this camp is I'ery' inferior. You’re go¬ 
ing to be disillusioned, Betty. 

TEDDY. Teddy. 

HENRIETTA. Teddy. They’re very 
common, I regret to say. Their con¬ 
versation is mostly physical, not in¬ 
tellectual. 

TEDDY (her eyes traveling front 
HENRIETTA to fay) Really? 

HENRIETTA. Oh, emphatically! The 
ad in the Nation says, “A summei 
camp for adults,” but it should be foj 
adulten^ judging how forward they 
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are. And such audacity youVe never 
seen! 

FAY (moved to salvage the camp s 
honor). Far be it fomm me to conter- 
diet vou, but I— 

jiENRiETTA (diving into her speech). 
Farm me for interrupting, but I’ve 
/>een coming here for four years 
steadily. (With complete finality) 

I know whereof I speak. (As teddy 
crosses to bathroom with towel) Oh, 
the hot water there doesn’t func¬ 
tion. 

TEDDY (vaguely). Doesn’t it? (Enters 
bathroom.) 

HENRIETTA (picks up a brush and 
pastes her hair). Even in camp they 
exploit us. You’d think for the price 
you pay the faucets would at least 
function. 

(/jrsf then a voice is heard coming 
over the Public Address System. The 
announcer cherishes the fond hope 
that some day a radio scout will hear 
and discover him. For this reason the 
local broadcasts are delivered in the 
sweet, oozy, Crisco-like tones em¬ 
ployed by professional announcers.) 

p. A. VOICE. Attention, please. All 
boats in. 

PAY (as TEDDY comes flying out of 
bathroom). That’s the announcer. 

p. A. VOICE. All boats in. Thaaanlc 


FAY. Gee, it’s nearly lunch time. 

HENRIETTA (now fully dresscd). If 
we presented a united front and de¬ 
manded better service, we’d get it all 
right. (Pauses at the door) But go 
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activize a bunch of petty bcnurgeoisl 
(She exits.) 

TEDDY. Who in the world let her 
loose? 

FAY. Dijja ever! 

TEDDY. What's the matter with her, 
anyway? 

FAY. Sour grapes. She believes in free 
love, but none of the fellas will give 
her a tumble. 

TEDDY. Aw, the poor girl. 

FAY. It’s no wonder. Just lookit her 
form—chunky—a regella Kate Smith 

TEDDY (examining her stained 
hands). Look at my hands! (Returns 
to bathroom.) 

FAY (removes teddy's evening gown 
from bed and holds it up). Lookit 
this! A new evening gown she’s got. 
Oh, it's simply stunning—a genu- 
wine knockout! (There is a knock at 
the door) Cbme! (chick kessler 
enters carrying a new and handsome 
bag with foreign travel labels pasted 
conspicuously on it. He is young, in¬ 
telligent, sensitive^but not in the 
shirt’Open-at-the-collar sort of way. 
He wears a gray sweatshirt with the 
camp's letters on it—C. K. F., white 
duck trousers and black shoes.) 

CHICK (smiles engagingly). Here’s 
your friend’s suitcase. (Places it at 
foot of teddy’s cot) Look. Give her 
some advice for me. Tell her to re¬ 
lax. (Starts for door.) 

FAY. Chick, I gotta bone to pick with 
you. 

CHICK. Yes? What’s the hone? 



“having wonderful time'* 687 


FAY. Dyou think Mr. Tobias would 
like to know you offended one of the 
guests here? 

CHICK. Waddeya mean—offended? 

FAY. You think it^s the right spirit 
to pass a remark to my girl friend, 
specially when she’s new to this 
camp? 


adjusting slacks into which she has 
changed,') 

TEDDY, ril show you where Miss 
High-and-Mighty gets off when I 
have you reported. Of all the impu¬ 
dent, fresh individuals I ever— 

’re oney ag¬ 
gravating yesself. 



CHICK (tolerantly). You think it’s teddy, I didn’t come to this camp to 
the right spirit for her to insult me? insulted. 


FAY. Perhaps she was justified. 

CHICK. Perhaps she wasn’t justified. 
I’m not a bellboy, and I’m not fresh, 
and she shouldn’t have provoked me 
by her attitude. 

FA\. What attitude? 

CHICK {pointing to labels on hag). 
Maybe your friend is very rich. May¬ 
be she travels a lot with servants who 
are constantly at her beck and call. 
That doesn’t necessarily mean that 
every person she meets should be 
treated like a menial. 


CHICK (coldly). Perhaps if you talked 
a little more civilly and with less 


temper you— 


teddy. Don’t you tell me how to talk. 
For the money I pay I can talk ex¬ 
actly as I please! 


CHICK (xvith heavy sarcasm). Oh, 
I beg your pardon. You’re a customer 
here, so naturally you’re right. You 
have the privilege of stepping on the 
help, and the help must meekly sub¬ 
mit. Why not? You’re a paying guest. 
So I beg your pardon. Excuse me for 
living! 


FAY. Wait a minute. She borrowed 
that bag! Why, Teddy’s never been 
away from home before. (Pnzzled) 
Say, wadde you talking about? 

CHICK (impatiently). I made some 
innocent comment to her about the 
scenery. I didn’t give a damn about 
the scenery. She seemed all alone, 
and I just wanted to be pleasant. 
(His voice rising as he recalls the 
scene) Well, the way she snapped 
at me you wouldn’t even snap at a 
dog! Where does she get off, this 
Miss High- and-Mighty—? 

(The bathroom door is flung open 
and the enraged teddy flounces out, 


FAY (stepping toward chick). Is 
that necessary, that sarcasm? 

TEDDY. I guess that’s what you get 
around here. 

FAY. Honestly, Chick, I’m surprised 
at you. A boy with your brain mat¬ 
ter. My girl friend is just here. 

chick, Wadde you want me to do? 

FAY. The lease you can do is to apolo¬ 
gize to her. 

TEDDY (almost crying). Please, Fay. 
I don’t want any favors. 
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FAY Cswcetly as she sidles up to himX 
Go on, Chick. Do like I say. 

CHICK (reluctantly to teddy). Look. 
Maybe I—I said something I should- 
n’a said— 

TEDDY. Huh! I like this maybe! 

CHICK. All right, 1 said something I 
shouldn'a said. Satisfied? So if I 
hurt you— 

TEDDY (tearfullyX Don’t worry. You 
didn’t have the satisfaction! 

CHICK. Aw, what’s the use! (He exits, 
slamming door.) 

TEDDY (sinks on cot, her hack to audi- 
enceX A fine camp you recom¬ 
mended! They certainly have some 
very polite people here, I must say! 

FAY. I’m so supprised at him. He’s a 
very polite fella ordinarily. 

TEDDY. Dope! 

FAY (rushing to chick’s defense: 
what's right is right). Oh, Chick’s a 
college grad. 

TEDDY. He must’ve studied how to be 
rude. I didn’t mean to'hurt his feel- 
ings. 

FAY (walking toward her). Come on. 
It’ll soon be dme for lunch. 

TEDDY (dully). You know some¬ 
thing? (Rising) I’ve got halfa mind to 
pack up and leave. Let them keep 
the deposit! 

FAY. Teddy, what’re you talking! 

TEDDY. Honestly, I mean it. (Her 
voice breaking) With all the troubles 
of the past few months— 


FAY (putting arm around her), 
Teddy! 

TEDDY. Fay, I’m so sick and disgusted 
you have no idea. 

FAY. That’s foolish, that kinda talk. 

TEDDY. Everything in the world 
seems to be happening to me. 

FAY (fixes her with a look of re- 
provalX Now who’s the girl who 
wasn’t gonna say one word about her 
engagement? Listen to her! (Sits on 
end of cot.) 

TEDDY. Oh, I’m not even thinking 
about it, and besides I don’t wanna 
be reminded. That’s all my family’s 
been talking about for weeks. Oh, 
God, it'll be a relief not to have 
mama nagging at me. “Tessie, you’re 
gonna be an old maid! Tessie, it’s 
gonna serve you right!” Tessie this, 
and Tessie that, till I could almost 
bust. 

FAY. Gee, you’d think Sam Rappa- 
port was the oney man left in the 
world! 

TEDDY (wearily). I don’t even wanna 
talk about it any more. 

FAY. How you could allow a man to 
make a nervous wretch outta you is 
beyond me. 

TEDDY. Sam’s a dead issue in my life. 
He could drop dead this minute, God 
forbid, and I wouldn’t care. I—I’d 
only feel sorry, that’s all. 

FAY. I wouldn’t waste a single drop 
of sympathy on him. (A note of cen¬ 
sure, now that the subject is up) 
If I was in your shoes I wouldn’t've 
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returned the ring either. Why, you 
never even had it appraised! 

teddy. Let’s not talk about it. He’s 
past and forgotten. 

FAY (her voice flaked with indigna¬ 
tion'). I can’t get over the lousy crust 
of a man! You’re formally engaged, 
with the furniture all picked out—a 
beaudvful bedroom suit— 

y 

TEDDY (testily). Please, Fay, I told 
you I don’t wish to revive Sam. 

FAY. Listen, if a person thinks more 
of setting up their brother in busi¬ 
ness insteada taking that money and 
making a nice home fa their intended, 
I say the hell with him! 

TEDDY (getting to her feet). O.K. 
O.K., already! (Bitterly after a slight 
■pause) Another whole year he 
wanted me to wait till he got his in¬ 
vestment back. Three years’ waiting 
wasn’t enough! 

FAY. You never really liked him. Old 
Man of the Mountains! 

TEDDY. He’s only forty-two. 

FAY. Forty-two! TTien let him find 
somebody his own age. A young girl 
like you! It’s like—like marrying your 
own father. (Guilty of a social lapse) 
Excuse the expression. 

TEDDY (musingly). My brother, 
Charlie, is married. My sisters are all 
married. Mama was so afraid I’d be 
the only single one. “A man in his 
forties is just right,” she’d say. ‘'He 
doesn’t run around. He’s settled al¬ 
ready.” Sam certainly was settled all 
right. He wouldn’t budge at night. 
He didn’t like concerts; he didn't like 
dances; he didn’t like this; he didn’t 
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like that. Only one thing he liked- 
the radio. God, how Sam adored the 
radio! (Picks up her hag, places it on 
cot and starts to snap it open) I tell 
you it’ll feel wonderful to ha\’e din¬ 
ner again without those tu’o extra 
guests— (Glances toward fay) Amos 
an’ Andy. 

FAY (su’mgiwg around to face 
teddy). Well, I wanted to tell you 
in the beginning it was a mistake, 
but I was afraid I’d hurtcha feelings. 

teddy. Oh, I guess I was sick and 
tired of my job and my family. I 
thought it’d be fun to ha\'c my own 
home. So every summer I took my 
vacation monev and bought dishes 
and flatware and blankets. What a 
fool I was! (Softly as she touches the 
Paris label on her hag) I —1 thought 
surely by this time I’d be honevmoon- 
ing in some place like Paris. My 
cousin, Sid, told me so much about 
Paris. “Paree,” he calls it. (Takes 
comb and brush from hag and 
crosses) Well, anyway, here I am- 
at Camp Kare-Free. My first vacation 
in three vears. 

FAY. Never mind, Teddy. (Rising) 
A girl with your brains and vour per¬ 
sonality will ha^'e no trouble. He’ll 
be a hundred times better than Sam 
Rappaport. Wait and see. 

teddy. Oh, Sam’s a dead issue with 
me. (Fingering a dress hanging on 
hook) I don’t even wanna discuss it 

FAY (pointing to dress). She copied it 
from Joan Crawford’s last pickcha. 

TEDDY. Who did? 

FAY. Miriam. She occupies this bed. 
Mmmm, is she raging mad! Her boy* 
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friend, Pinkie, stood her 
horseback date. 
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up on a MIRIAM. That married woman. You 

know, the heavy drinker with the 
antique jewlerry. 


TEDDY. Is she here with her boy- 

friendr 

FAY. Nah! She met him here at camp, 
and vou should see the way she chases 
him around. It’s a disgrace! (Srid- 
Say, there’s somebody you’d 
like—Pinkie Aaronson. He’s got two 
millinen' stores and he’s young— 


FAY. She’s in the canteen all the 
time? (Confidentially, to teddy) 
Whenever you look at her she’s got a 
glass of Scotch highball in her hand. 

MIRIAM. She's a married woman. 

FAY. With the cutest baby—Donald. 
A little boy. 


Miriam’s voice (from offstage, left). 
Go on, Reba. I’ll meetcha in the din¬ 
ing room. 


MIRIAM. She occupies a cottage in 
the married section. She’s here fa 
the whole season. 


FAY. Speak of the devil, she’s sure to 
appear. 

(The door opens and miriam rob- 
Rixs enters. She is pretty, feminine 
and a complete hird-hrain. Her vaca- 
t 'on is dedicated to the task of hagging 
the elusive pinkie aaronson. She is 
in her riding habit: black jodhpurs, 
green blouse, yellow scarf. Her hair is 
piled high, giving the curious impres' 
<ion of a nest balanced on her head. 
During the scene she changes her 
blouse and scarf.') 

FAY. Oh, Miriam, I want you should 
meet mv girl friend, Teddy. Teddy, 
this is Miriam. 

TEDDY. Pleased to meet you. 

MIRIAM, Likeunse. 

FAY. We were just complimenting 
5'Our evening dress. 


TEDDY. Her husband here wdth her? 

FAY. Nah! He oney comes down 
week-ends. 

MIRIAM. But this week-end he hadda 
be detained by business. 

FAY (knowingly). That’s what he 
said! 

MIRIAM. So what has she got to do 
hut go after the single boys? 

FAY. Some of the married women 
here are so common, you got no idear. 

MIRIAM. And the boys like the mar¬ 
ried women. One or two of them are 
positively wild! 

TEDDY (the smart conversationalist). 
If their husbands only knew! (She 
goes off to bathroom.) 


MIRIAM. It’s a Jo-an Craw-ford copy I 
designed fomm her last pitcha. (Alive 
with news) Oh, guess why Pinkie'din 
keep the date— Mrs. Sklar! 

FAY. Mrs. Skfer! 


MIRIAM CwJfh a sigh cf resignation). 
Well, that’s what we got to content 
with here at camp. Trouble enough 
finding a nice serious type boy wiui- 
out some flighty married woman 
snatching him away. (Primping her^ 
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self at dresser) Of course, if Pinkie 
w ishes to make a spectacle of hisself 
with Mrs. Sklar, far be it fomm me 
to stand in the way. 

p. A. VOICE. Attention, please. Lunch¬ 
eon is now being served. Luncheon 
is now being sen’cd. Tliaank you. 

TEDDY (commg from bathroom arid 
smoothing her slacks and blouse). 
Maybe we'd better hu^^^^ 

MIRIAM. Take it easy. Tliere’s plenty 
of time yet. 

TEDDY. I hope the food is good. Pm 
famished. 

FAY (after a careful scritfiiiy of 
teddy). What you need is earrings! 

TEDDY. Not with slacks, Fay. 

FAY (goes fo dresser and rummages 
through box). Here. I got an extra 
pair that’d go good with your blouse. 

TEDDY. But I don’t want them, Fav 

FAY (sadly, shaking her head). You 
haven’t really changed the lease bit. 
Have you, Teddy? 

TEDDY. Why should I wear earrings 
when I hate them? 

FAY. You oughta look your best. After 
all, even in a barrel of rotten apples 
there’s bound to be a good one. \Vho 
knows, there may be a fella here 
exactly your tj^e? 

TEDDY. Look, Fay. I came here not 
because I wanted to, but I didn’t 
know where else to go. I thought' 
maybe it would be nice to breathe 
some fresh air and get a sunburn. 


The way I feel people don’t inter 
est me one little bit. (Kindly, as she 
looks tip from a couple of Modern 
Library books she has taken from her 
bag) 1 mean with the exception of 
)Ourself. 

FAY. Aw right, Miss Crazy. It’s your 
life, not mine. Hurry up. (E.vifs to 
porch.) 

TEDDY (busily engaged in relaying 
her effects from hag to dresser). ;\11 
I wanna do is get a^vay from two 
things: my family and mv awflcc. I’m 
not even going to write any letters so 
I W'on’t see any envelopes—printed 
and plain, clasp and open, button 
and string, cellophane and glassine. 
It’ll be wonderful— (Looks around 
and notices that she is alone) Oh, 
she’s gone. (She closes her hag. 
MIRIAM comes out of bathroom 
brushing her hair. She turns, and her 
attention is immediately captured by 
the labels on teddy's suitcase.) 

MIRIAM. Are those foreign labels? 

TEDDY. Yes, 

MIRIAM. Oh, parly voo Fransay? 

TEDDY. No. That's my cousin’s bag. 
(Buries it under cot.) 

MIRIAM (admiringly). Some bag! 
(The impatient fay shouts to teddy 
through screen window.) 

FAY. Well, Teddy? Howz about it? 

TEDDY. I’m coming. (Then to 
mirum) Well, good-bye for a little 
w'hile—Miriam, (miriam starts for 
bathroom carrying a towel) Oh— 

(Points off) the hot water doesn’t 

function. 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE U 


The Dming Room. The stage represents a corner of a vast dining room. Ser- 
eral tables, set for two, are in the center right of stage. Two large tables, 
arranged for four, are placed prominently, left. A screened window along 
the hack wall affords a view of the tall pines in the distance. Backed against 
the rear wall is a long service table which holds bottles of ketchup, condiments, 
mustard, etc. There is a handstand, lower right, against which rests another 
service table. Tacked on the wall above the stand is an ornate banner in 
purple and gold. It hears the legend, ''Camp KareTree, igzi'* and a design 
representing a rising sun flanked by two pine trees. Nor is this the only 
decoration on the walls: there are several homemade murals nailed on the 
ell going off, left, into the wings. They represent the camp's romantic set¬ 
tings: Eagle Rock, Crystal Lake, Honeymoon Hollow. Two doors, upper 
fight, lead into and out of kitchen. Another door, upper left, takes one on 
to porch and the grounds. 

"A staff of well-trained waiters," the Kare-Free folder brags, "of whom 
we are forced to boast they are college grads, assist in bringing to our guests 
the fullest possible enjoyment from each and every dish in the hearty meals 
we serve." As a matter of fact, two of the waiters we meet have actually 
gone to college: chick, who has his law degree, and barnev, the camp 
Lothario, who is taking a post-graduate course in dentistry. Of the others, 
several years of intensive training at an evening high school haven't com¬ 
pletely erased eli’s accent, nor can schmutz conceal the fact that his East 
Side intonation represents an individual triumph over an institution of 
learning no higher than public school. 

At the rise of the curtain chick is seated at a table folding napkins, hi , 
another waiter, is finishing the setting of one of the smaller tables, schmutz, 
followed by another waiter, enters from kitchen carrying a large tray con¬ 
taining platters of chopped liver. ELI comes in from door, upper left. All the 
waiters are dressed in white shirts, black snap bow-ties, white duck trousers 
and black shoes, eli walks to chick and gives him an envelope. 


ELI. Janet told me to 
and to give you this. 

HI. It must be your tip. 

SCHMUTZ. Open it. (chick does so, 
extracting a single hill which he holds 

up-') 


say good-bye 


EH (in disgust). A one-dollar bill! 

HI. Why din she put it in an eye¬ 
dropper instead of an envelope? 

ELI. That’s the thanks you get fa 
Availing on her like a slave, and trot¬ 
ting your feet off at night. 
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CHICK (handing hill to schmutz). 
Here, give it to Tobias. 

SCHMUTZ. Don't worry about it. 

Chick. These disappointed dames al¬ 
ways take it out on us. 

CHICK. At this rate my share of the 
tips won’t even cover the sixty dol¬ 
lars I paid Tobias for the job. 

ELI. I heard he might give us our 
money back at the end of the sea¬ 
son. 

SCHMUTZ. A dreamer! 

(barney enters and hangs a -poster 
on the wall. It reads: Basket-Ball, 
This Friday Night at the Social Hall. 
Camp Kare-Free vs. Mount Top- 
more.') 

HI. Aha, the Magnificent Obsession! 

ELI. Guess he’s been examining the 
new arrivals. 

HI. Well, Casanova, dijja see what 
landed? 

BARNEY. Yeah. Not bad. 

HI. Not bad! 

SCHMUTZ. Dincha see their faces? 
At lease with a pretty dame— 

BARNEY. The pretty dames you can 
keep. With them you’ve got to argue 
—to debate. But with these dogs, you 
do ’em a favor when you show some 
attention. And they’re grateful. They 
come across with tips. 

ELI (snorts contemptuously'). Peeew! 
One buck! 

BARNEY. I saw One that came in—not 
so bad. (Turns to chick) You took 
her valise. 


CHICK, ni shenk her to you. 

BARNEY. What’s the matter? 

CHICK. Very refined! A little too rich 
for my blood. I told her off already! 

BARNEY. You’re gonna wind up be¬ 
hind the eight ball with the tips, 
Chick. 

HI. And he needs 'em. 

BARNEY. And how he needs ’em! 
Schmutz, at least, can go back to his 
old man’s shop. I have my P. G. 
course to take up. But with you— 
well. 

CHICK. With me there’s nothing! Go 
on, say it! 

SCHMUTZ. It pays to have a college 
degree! You hadda go and study law 
yet! 

(abe Tobias’s voice, heard from 
kitchen, spurs them into activity, hi 
and SCHMUTZ exit left, barney, 
CHICK and eli busy themselves at the 
large table center.) 

tobus’s VOICE. A check fa this, a 
check fa that! What’m I made of, 
fourteen-karat gold, fa heaven’s 
sakes? 

(tobus enters, followed by Charlie, 
the headwaiter. The former is a 
harassed little man obsessed with the 
idea he is constantly being taken ad' 
vantage of. charlie no longer take^, 
his employers complaints very seri 
ously. A moment or two later joe, 
the camp handyman, shuffles out of 
kitchen and stands meekly by wait- 
ing for attention. He is a tired-looking 
cadaver, and wears dirty shirt, trou¬ 
sers and hat.) 

TOBIAS (examining a handful of 
hills). Try to cut down! Reduce a 
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little the bills! No! Abe Tobias is pay¬ 


ing, so why worry? 

CHARLIE. But, Abe, the expenses are 
bound to be heavier— 

TOBus. Why? Answer me, why! 

CHARLIE, Because we’ve got twenty- 
four more guests than last week. Be¬ 
cause— 

TOBIAS. For evveything he’s awways 
got an answer. But awways! (He 
notices two -patties of butter on plate 
which he holds up. He glares at 
Charlie) Such big pieces! Who’s the 
Sandv Clause around here? 

CHARLIE. Regulation size. 

TOBIAS (to JOE who has been tug¬ 
ging at his sleeve'). What is it, Joe? 
What's the matter? 

JOE. I gotta get some supplies fomm 
the villaoe. 

O 

TOBIAS (reading paper joE gives 
hint). What is this—new washers, 
new plungers? 

JOE. A coupla terlets ain’t woikin’ on 
the goils’ side. 

Tobias. Let ’em wait a feu days. 

JOE. But they’re raisin’ holy hell wit’ 
me. Tliey want the hot water fixed 
and I— 

TOBIAS (waving him away). Wliat’re 
you bothering me with hot water for? 

JOE. But Mr. Tobias— 

TOBUs. O.K., Jv-ie. 


CHARLIE (to waiters who have beet, 
whispering at table). For God’s sakes, 
fellas, what is this—a coffee klotch? 
Come on, break it up! 

TOBUS. A gold mine you gotta have 
the way money pours out around 
here. (Excitedly, to waiters) Listen, 
boys, the next time— (His features 
break into a smile; several guests have 
come in) Hoddeya do? (He greets 
MR. and MRS. G., who are followed 
in by Henrietta, mr. g., a retired 
merchant, is at camp for his wife's 
health. He has long ago taken pos¬ 
session of her ailments as a subject 
for discussion, and in any argument 
concerning medicine, he is the final 
authority. MRS. G. is a small, roly- 
poly, motherly woman who accepts 
each of her httsband's statements as 
a personal challenge.) 

MR. G. Hoddeya do, Abe? Hoddeya 
do? 

(tobus exits, left, charlie enters 
kitchen.) 

HENRIETTA (loading her plate with 
celery and olives). I certainly could 
relish a nice piece of fried chicken 
despite my diet. 

MR. G. (counting set-ups at next 
table). Four places today. So who is 
the new persin? Must be a girl. 

MRS. G, And why is with you a “must 
be”? ^ 

MR. G. (spreading his napkin before 
him). Because is all the time more 
girls in camp than boyess. That’s why 
must be. (Henrietta has dug into 
the food before her, after carefully 
wiping the cutlery and dishes with 
her napkin. She now lowers fork 
'ivith a hang and turns to address 
CHICK who has come on.) 
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TEDDY C^oticing vlate before MR 


.iENRiETTA. Chick, would you kindly 
come here? QAs chick approaches) 
I simply must protest. 

CHICK. What’s the matter? 

HENRIETTA (holding up her plate). 

You call this chopped liver? (He 
eyes it apathetically) Just taste this 
if you wanna taste something dis¬ 
agreeable. Go on. 

CHICK. No, thanks. W^at would you 
like instead? 

HENRIETTA. Anything but that. That 

isn’t liver—it’s sabotage! (chick hur¬ 
ries into kitchen. Rosalind comes on 
with BIRDIE, another camper, and 
they take their chairs at the c.s’ table. 
REBA and TINY enter and go to table 
at right, center. The former s back 
and arms are burned a lobster-red. 
Throjighout scene waiters rush in 
and out of kitchen. A cloud of sound 
soon hangs over the room, a blend 
of voices, cutlery, dishes and conver¬ 
sation.) 

ROSALIND. Hearty appetite. 


G.) That looks very good. (She goes 
to table, center, and sits, fay has al¬ 
ready taken her place there.) 

HENRIETTA (through a mouthful of 
celery). Farm my full mouth, buf 
the food gets more atrocious every 
meal. I just hadda change my liver 

MR. G. (holding a forkful of liver). 
Meat, meat! Is all the time meat! Too 
much meat makes high the blood 
pressure, (chick has come in from 
kitchen with a fruit cup which he 
places before Henrietta. Rosalind 
notices this.) 

ROSALIND. That looks tasty. Canya 
change my forshspice, Chick? 

CHICK (to fay). Shall I change yours, 
Fay? 

FAY. Surely. 

CHICK (to teddy). What about you? 

HENRIETTA. Better change. The livei 
is unbearable. 


MR. G. Denk you. 

ROSALIND (stretching to reach for the 
bread). Believe me Fm always glad 
when it’s Sattiday. Excuse my board¬ 
ing-house reach. (She spills salt) 
Look what I did. That means a fight. 
(Throws some salt over her shoulder. 
teddy and fay come in.) 

FAY. . . . and that’s our table there. 
(Pausing near mr. g.) Folks, I want 
you should meet my girl friend, 
Teddy. Teddy, the folks. 


TEDDY (pointing to MRS. G. who is 
dumping oysterettes into her glass of 
tomato juice). Fll have some of that 
tomahto juice, please. 

CHICK. Tomato juice isn’t on the 
menu, but— 

TEDDY (bristling). If it’s not, then 
why has she—? 

CHICK (as he leaves for kitchen). But 
I dare say we can get some for a new 
guest. (Exits.) 


TEDDY. How do you do? 
MR. G. Please to meetchoo. 


FAY. Please don’t do her any favorsl 
(But he is gone. She turns to teddy) 
Ignore him. That’s the best way. 
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MR. G. Cseeing in teddy a new cus¬ 
tomer for his story), Mrs. G. gets spe¬ 
cial the temeteh juice. 

MRS. G. C'P^oudly as she rises). Fm 
suffering from diabetis. 

Mr. g. From a long time awready. 

MRS. G. Comes September will be 
two years. 

MR. G. We din even know about it. 
Alluva sudden I see she’s losing ten, 
maybe fiftin pounds. 

MRS. G. And a heavy water drinkeh. 
Ten glasses is by me a netting. 

MR. G. Alluva sudden! So I say to 
myself, '‘Mr. G., must be something 
the metteh with Mrs. G.—” 

MRS. G. Was like a blood condition. 
And the docteh says— 

MR. G. C'^vith exasperation). Let a 
persin tukk! (Cowrinumg to others) 
So we go to a specialist and he gives 
Mrs. G. a blood test, and this kine 
test, and that kine test— 

ROSALIND (looking off). The honey- 
mooners! (All turn as aaron and 
BESSIE BERLINER enter. They are shy 
and self-conscious.) 

AARON. Hello, eweybody. 

MR. G. Hoddeya do, Mr. and Mrs. 
Berlinerr* How eye you? (He rises 
and crosses to teddy.) 

BESSIE (as AARON assists her into 
chair at table down right). Hearty 
appetite. Enjoy your lunch. 

MR. G. Denk you. Denk you. 
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AARON. Ah, chopt liver! Just what 1 
like. 

BESSIE. Oh, I can make that. You just 
take liver and chop it up. 

MR. G. (to TEDDY tn loud whispcr) 
Lest year he was in the bend a fiddler. 
So she comes to camp and one-two- 
three they falling in love. Now look 
—honeymoonersl 

FAY. Isn’t that romantic, Teddy? 

MR. G. Now they here fa a vacation, 
and it don’t cust them a penny even. 

TEDDY. Don’t they pay anything? 

HENRIETTA. Couples whosc romance 
emerge from this camp get their 
honeymoon free, gratis and for noth¬ 
ing. 

(mr. g. spears her with a glance and 
returns to his table.) 

ROSALIND. It's like an inducement. 
(Sighs) But you gotta have luck. 
(bbssie sneezes, aaron, lost in his 
food, isn't aware of any contretemps.) 

BESSIE (glaring at him). Poopsy! 

AARON (uxoriouslp through a mouth¬ 
ful). Hello, you little weasel, you! 

BESSIE (a wounded pigeon). I just 
now sneezed. 

AARON. Oh, gesundheit, 

BESSIE. Thank you. (The martyr) 
Gee, a person could sneeze a thou¬ 
sand times before getting a gesund- 
heit outta you! 

AARON. But, baby, I just now said 
gesundheit. 


''having wonderful time'^ 


BESSIE. Sure, after I hadda beg you 
for it. (He Teaches across table for 
her hand hut she withdraws it petu¬ 
lantly) No, I'm mad. (She refutes 
this by bestowing a smile on him. 
Both return to their food.) 

AARON, You little weasel, you! 
(During later part of scene chick 
has come in from kitchen, and 
MIRIAM from door, left. Latter takes 
her place at teddy’s table.) 

CHICK. Good afternoon, or rather, 
good evening. 

MIRIAM. So I’m late fa the appetizer. 
Don’t be so sarcastical. (Turning to 
Rosalind) Rosalind, please pass the 
celiy. 

ROSALIND (passing plate which has 
only one piece of celery on it). To 
take the last piece means you’re 
gonna be an old maid. 

MIRIAM (tearing off stalk so that one 
piece is still left). See, I’m leaving 
some over. (Suddenly Miriam’s at- 
revtion is flrrcsfed by some one she 
secs offstage. She pushes chair back, 
rises and hurries off) There’s Pinkie! 

ROSALIND (staring after her). My 
goodne.ss, lookit her rush! 

KENRiETTA. No wonder there’s no 
sex equality in camp—with the girls 
constantly running after the fellas. 

ROSALIND (excitedly, pointing to¬ 
ward other end of dining room). 
Look. Here comes Itchy, our social 
director! 

FAY (chuckles, and turns to teddy). 
Some wonderful sense a yewma he’s 
got—a little risky, but comical. 
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ROSALIND. I consider him much bet¬ 
ter than Milton Berle. 

(itchy flexner enters followed by 
his assistant, sammy. That itchy is 
a comedian is known at once by his 
costtime: a bright blazer, bell-bottom 
sailor trousers and a sailor’s hat. 
SAMMY, hiding behind an accordion 
he carries, wears a pith helmet. Both 
mount the handstand.) 

teddy. TTiat’s a very funny get-up. 

OFFSTAGE VOICES (in a chcer as 
ITCHY mounts stand) Forty-seven, 
forty-eight, forty-nine, raaaazberries! 

ITCHY. Hoddeva like that? Tlie Mas¬ 
ter of Cemeteries gets the razzhcrr\’! 
(Whips out false heard which he 
puts on) Comes the revolution I’ll gel 
razzberries with crimm! (There is 
laughter from the diners.) 

FAY. What’d I tell you? Some sense a 
yewma! 

ITCHY (removing heard). Seriously, 
folks, I wanna extend in the name of 
Mr. Tobias a welcome to the new¬ 
comers who are new to this camp. To 
the old-timers I wanna say that Camp 
Kare-Free’s still got the old carefree 
spirit and—well, we wanna get your 
co-operation to keep the camp spirit 
as such. 

FAY. He talks a very nice grammar. 

ROSALIND He’s got a sister who’s a 
liberrian. 

ITCHY. I wanna tell the newcomers 
that we are informal at this camp. 
You can dress how you like. 

SAMMY. So long as you wear clothes. 

ITCHY. Fa my part you can even be a 
nudist. Remember, where there’s life, 
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buoy, there's soap. Ong, ong, ong! C is for thi;; camp with pleasures 

(Again there is laughter from the Its- many; 

teners. The loudest laugh, however, A means active, always on the go; 

cai7 he traced to ITCHY: he slays him- M is for the meals, and they are 

sclfj But seriously, folks, tonight is plenty; ^ 

dress-up night. We want the girls to P is for our plays a wond rous 

spruce yesselves up and show the fel- show; 

las what you really look like. I mean K is class, and that s the very high- 


with your clothes on. 


est; 

F is fun. That means you’re never 


FAY. What’d I tell you^ He’s very 
riskv. 


blue. 

Put them all together that spells 
Kare-Free. 


riENRiETTA. He’s coatse—but not of¬ 
fensive. 

ITCHY (looking around room'). And 
now folks, being as there’s lotsa new¬ 
comers here today— (fay’s hand 
shoots up and she points to teddy) 
Ah, there’s one— (Consults his list) 
Fay Fromkin’s girl friend, Miss 
Teddv Stern! (Applause from din¬ 
ers) Stand up, Teddy, and take a 
bo^v. 

FAY. Go on, Teddy. Stand up. 


(A cheer) 

Kare-Free, rah, rah, rah! Kare-Free, 
sis, boom bah! 

(Again the song) 

And sweetest memories for you. 

(As ITCHY comes to the concluding 
line of song he pauses to slap reba 
across her sunburned hack.) 

REBA. Geez! 

(itchy and sammy leave, left, as 
the diners applaud them, chick and 
ELI are on stage serving mr. g. and 
others.) 


teddy (lowering her head in em¬ 
barrassment). No, no! Lemme 
alone! 


fay. Gee whiz, what’s the harm in 
taking a little bow? If it was me— 


ITCHY. Ah, she’s a little bashful. 
Looks like Teddy can’t bear it. Ouch! 
Well, suppose we give her and the 
other newcomers here the good old 
Camp Kare-Free song. Now, all to¬ 
gether—eweybody sing! Hit it, Sam¬ 
my! 

(A steady procession of waiters come 
from kitchen carrying trays laden 
with soup, and exit left above the 
tables. During the song tbddy can be 
seen in whispered remonstration with 

FAY.) 


TEDDY. But it’s not you, and I’m not 
going to make an exhibition of mv* 
self. 

HENRIETTA. I know precisely how 
you feel. I remember one time— 
(miriam returns to her table, un¬ 
aware of the curious glances fixed on 
her.) 

MIRIAM. Listen, I gotta sit with 
Pinkie and hold his hand. He’s like 
a baby. 


rrcHY AND DINERS (to the tune of Henrietta. And what’s the matter 
'^Mother') with him? 
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MIRIAM. He’s sick. That’s why he 
wasn’t in a horseback mood. 

fay. He wasn’t too sick to keep a date 
in the canteen last night. 

RimiAM. You think I won’t tell him 
about iti^ He’s gonna get a mighty 
good piece of my mind in the canoe 
this afternoon. (She walks off up- 
stage as mac comes on from down, 
left.) 

MAC. Hearty appetite, folks. 

MR. G. Denk you. Denk you. 

MAC (to fay). I just came to remind 
you we got a date fa a canoe-ride 
later. 

FAY (hesitates and directs a glance 
toward teddy). I don’t think I can— 

TEDDY. Oh, don’t worry about me. 
There’s lotsa things I wanna do. 

HENRIETTA. If you wish canoe-com- 
pany, I’m not occupied. 

TEDDY. No, thanks. I haven’t finished 
unpacking. (To fay) But you two go 
ahead. 

FAY. No, Mac. Some other time. 

MAC. But there’s no other time. I’m 
leaving tomorrow. 

TEDDY. Go ahead. Fay—please. It’s 
silly to change your plans on my ac¬ 
count. Fay—please! 

FAY. O.K., Mac. See you later, (mac 
withdraws. For a moment or two 
there is silence broken only by the 
diners lost in their soup.) 


TEDDY (idly digging at her food). 
Eveiy'body suddenly seems to be go¬ 
ing canoe-riding. 

MR. G. (brightening). Look. She 
don’t know why! Iggie Rock, uv cuss! 

TEDDY. What? 

MR. G. Iggie Rock. Sure! The boyess 
and the girls, they go there in boats. 
In the night-time is the moon shin¬ 
ing and they holding hands— 

MRS. G. (beaming). And right away- 
(Smacks her lips) monkey business! 

MR. G. Wait! You’ll make monkey 
business, too. 

TEDDY. I beg your pardon. 

(chick comes on with several plates 
of food which he serves at mr. g.’s 
table.) 

MR. G. What’sa metteh, a nice girl 
like you won’t find a boy? Don’t 
worry. So if not a camper, he's a 
waiter. 

TEDDY (embarrassed, she turns to 
Rosalind). Could we have the bread, 
please? 

ROSALIND. Russian rye or plain, 
white? 

TEDDY. Any kind. 

MR. G. (refusing to drop the subject) 
Listen, the waiters, they the best. Col 
litch boyess. The finest from the finel 
(Takes chick’s arm) Lookit Chick. 
A lawyer. Smott like anything! 

CHICK, O.K., Mr. G., O.K.! 

MR. G. Look, look, how beshful he is. 



ARTHUR KOBER 


700 

TEDDY. I wish this man would stop it. 

MR. G. Listen! Maybe I can fix it op 
so you sliould be honeymooners next 
vear. Ha? 


TEDDY. I was only trying to— QGhres 
at him and then rushes off.) 

FAY. Teddy! (Rises and dashes after 

TEDDY.) 


FAY. Can'tcha see you're embarrass- 
ing iny girl friend? 

MR. G. But he’s such a nice boy, this 
Chick. Aw right, he don’t make a 
good living now, but— 


CHICK (furiously). You’d do me a 
great favor, Mr. G., if you’d keep 
that big mouth of yours shut. 


MRS. G. Say, hold the tongue, you 
fresh thing, you! 

(CHARLIE walks on from kitchen.) 


MR. G. WTio you tukking to like this? 
Respect show! 

CHICK. Please keep your two cents 
outta my affairs! 

CHARLIE. What’s this? What’s going 
on here? 


MRS. G. A refined boy should insult 
Mr. G. Such fresh woids he used- 
like a regelleh tremp. 


MR. G. (waving finger at chick). 
Tips I’ll give you? You should live so 
long! 

CHICK. You can take your tips and— 

CHARLIE. Shut up, Chick! Just for 
that you'll be fined fifty cents. Hear 
that? 

CHICK. Why fifty? Why not make it 
a dollar? 

CHARLIE (pushing CHICK toward 

kitchen). Maybe I will if you don’t 
shut up. 

(mr. g. is tearing a roll into shreds 
and throwing the pieces into his howl 
of soup.) 

CHICK. Go on, make it five dollars- 
ten dollars! Who cares? 

CHARLIE (os they exit into kitchen). 
Keep it up and I’ll report you to Mr. 
Tobias. I’m much too lenient around 
here, and that's no kidding. 


TEDDY (rising). I beg your pardon, 
but with all due respect to this gen¬ 
tleman here— (Nods toward mr. g.) 
it really wasn’t the waiter's fault. 

CHICK. Don’t bother about me— 
pleane. 


MRS. G. (to her husband who is eat¬ 
ing madly). Some noive from a col- 
litch boy! 

MR. G. (lowering spoon with a hang 
and pushing plate aside). Ehhh, who 
can eat now? 


CURTAIN 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE III 


The Rear Porch of the Social Hall. The left of porch is in complete darkness; 
the right is outlined by the moon’s rays which cast a shadow of leaves 
against the top of the porch. The door leading to this balcony is in the dead 
center of the stage and is decorated with streamers and lanterns. 

Although informality is the note stressed at camp, Saturday night finds 
the female guests arrayed in all their sartorial splendor. This is the night 
they seem more exotic than Garbo, more fashionable than Kay Francis. They 
are all glamour girls, all clothes-horses exhibiting the most fashionable in 
gowns. The boys, with the exception of a few rebels, wear flannels and 
sports coats. 

At the rise of the atrtain the concluding strains of a fox-trot are heard, 
there is offstage chatter and applause, and a number of couples come from 
the Social Hall to join their friends hidden in the shadows of the porch. 
There is ad lib conversation from the groups as they come on: “Were gonna 
get some of those green things with ice in them. Know what I mean?” ”Oh, 
croinm de mint. 1 had that tonight awready.” “Your Gary Cooper is nothing 
but a string bean. Go love a string bean!” “I suppose your Nelson Eddy is 
better?” “At least my Nelson Eddy can sing.” “Has anyone here seen Ger¬ 
trude?” “She’s on the front porch.” “Thaaank you.” 

BARNEY and SOPHIE come out of Social Hall and walk toward rail which 
runs along front of porch. 


BARNEY. You better go to your bunk 
and get a blanket. 

SOPHIE. A blanket? 

BARNEY. Ccrtainey. We’re going to 
Eagle Rock. 

SOPHIE. But why do we need a 
blanket? 

BARNEY. You wanna catch cold? 

SOPHIE (affectionately as she takes 
his arm). Oh, you want me to put it 
over mv back? 


BARNEY. Sure, dopey—over your 
back! Don’t you know the grass gets 
kinda wet this time of night? (They 
go off, left, as CHICK and schmlitz 
come on right.) 

scHMiiTZ. Once a head-waiter, 
aw^'avs a louse! I knew that Charlie 
would blab to Tobias. 

CHICK (wearily). So what? 

SCHMUTZ. So you hadda wash win 
dows all afternoon, that’s what! 
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CHICK. It was almost worth it. May- 
be Mr. G. will learn to keep his nose 
out of other people’s business. 

scHMUTZ. Not Mr. G.'s nose. 

CHICK. I don’t mind getting up at five 
in the morning, or waiting all day 
on these well-fed nature lovers, or 
trotting my feet ofF at night dancing 
with them. That’s my job. All right. 
Cut it’s not my job to be insulted by 
them and— 

SCHMUTZ. They’re the ones who give 
the tips. And after all, that’s why 
w e’re here. 


sky. The Berliners have come front 
right.) 

BESSIE. Jerry says it's O.K. with him, 
provided we can dig up a fourth. 

AARON. Ah, that’s the problem. 
Whom can we get for a fourth? (A 
sudden inspiration^ Sylvia Retnick! 

BESSIE. Bridge is with her a passion. 
Wait here a minute while I see if 
she’s in there. (She hurries into hall.') 

AARON. Hurry, sweets. (Looks off and 
observes chick leaning against a pil¬ 
lar) Hello, Chick. 


chick. One of the reasons I’m here 
was to play tennis every day, and 
swim in the lake every morning. 
That’s w'hat Tobias promised us. 
God, I haven’t been near that lake in 
weeks. And with four hours’ sleep a 

A 

night I’m just all in. (As music starts) 
Well, here we go again—picking 
fio^vers ofF the W'all. 


chick. Hello, Aaron. 

(A girl comes on from right, sights 
CHICK and hurries toward him. gus- 
siE, one of the ^^wallflowers,’* is 
short, undulating and unprepossess¬ 
ing.) 

GussiE. I thought that was you. 
What’sa matter you’re not dancing? 


SCHMUTZ (stopping him). You’re 
about ready to fold up like an ac¬ 
cordion. Give vesself a break, why 
don’tcha? Stay out here and give your 
dogs a rest. 


CHICK. How can I? If Tobias sees me 
it’s good-bye job. 


CHICK (affecting limp). It’s my toe. 
It’s all swollen. 


AARON. What happened, Chick? 

CHICK. I must’ve sprained it or some¬ 
thing. 

AARON. You oughta take care of it. 


SCHMUTZ. Don’t let him see you. And 
if I run into him, I’ll cover you up. 

CHICK (with a sigh). I am pretty 
pooped. (Dreamily studying the sky) 
And it certainly is one swell night. 

SCHMUTZ. I’m getting sick of this 
double life I’m leading—waiter by 
day, gigolo by night! (He goes into 
Social Hall, chick crosses fo left cen- 
ter, leans over the rail and scans the 


CHICK. That’s exactly what I’m go¬ 
ing to do. I hope Doc is still up. (He 
limps off.) 

GUSSIE (eyes aaron for a moment 
and then speaks). A good frienda 
mine suffered something terrible 
fomm her finger. She let a rusty pin 
get near it and it became infected 
and, mv goodness, she thought she 
was gonna lose it. (Holding up digit) 
It was the pinkie. 


''having wonderful time” 


AARON. With those things it’s best to 
take care of them right away. 

GUSSIB (drawing closer'). I never take 
a chance. Let something happen, a 
scratch even, I simply must put on 
iodeen. Or mercurichrome— (Takes 
another step toward him') That’s like 
iodeen—oney it’s red. to lis¬ 

ten to music) That's very nice music, 
isn’t it? (Looks at him hopefully.) 

AARON (patronizingly). It’s avv right. 

GussiE. Kinda makes you wanna 
dance. Doesn’t it? 

AARON (shedding the ash of his 
cigar). Ah, this band don’t compare 
to last year. I was in that one. 

GUSSIE. Is that so? 

AARON. I did a little fiddle-scratching, 

GUSSIE. Isn’t that funny? 1 noticed 
you before but I thought you were a 
newcomer. 

AARON. Nah! I was here fa a whole 
summer last year. 

GUSSIE (now at his side). Oh, fa 
goodness sake! 

(BESSIE comes out of Social Hall and 
walks directly to aaron.) 

BESSIE. In fifteen minutes— (Sud¬ 
denly freezes as she sees another girl 
at her husband's side, she says) Sup¬ 
pose we go in and have a dance. 

GUSSIE (snatching aaron’s arm). 
Wait a minute. I saw him first. 

BESSIE (with icy hauteur). I beg vour 
pardon, but you did not see him first. 
Aaron Berliner happens to be my 
husband. 
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GUSSIE. Oh, I—I din know. Excuse 
me. (She hurries off.) 

AARON. What nerve! She comes over 
to me and— 

BESSIE (returning to the Social Hall) 
You must’ve given her some encour' 
agement— 

AARON. Poopsyl May I drop dead this 
minute if I so much as looked at her! 

BESSIE (entering hall, followed hy 
aaron). Never mind—without fire 
there’s never any smoke! 

AARON. But Poopsy, I'm standing 
right here— 

(HENRIETTA and TEDDY have both 
come on during this. The former 
^vears a flaming-red gown. Her hil 
lowy bosom is a shelf of checy 
jewelry, teddy, attractively dressed 
in white, takes a position against the 
rail.) 

HENRIETTA. Your Miss Fay is a fine 
girl friend. 

TEDDY. She’s probably out with Mac 
somewheres. 

HENRIETTA. That’s what I mean. A 
real friend wouldn’t desert you when 
you just arrived. 

TEDDY. If I couldn’t take care of my¬ 
self she’d be with me. I’ve known Fa) 
all my life. We were in the same class 
in business school together. She even 
got me my first job—L. Gallagher and 
Company. And I met several nice 
girls there, and lots since. But none 
of them compare with Fav- That’s 
why I'm glad if she’s with Mac. Bc' 
sides, it's his last night. 

HENRIETTA. His last night! My God, 
you’d think he was going to be liqui¬ 
dated tomorrow! (Crosses up and 
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itares longingly into halV) The atmos¬ 
phere appears fairly lively. Perhaps 
wc should participate. 

TEDDY. No, thanks. I’d rather be out 
here. (Takes a deep breath^ My, 
this night air feels marvelous. And 
look at that moon. 


MAXINE. When did you shave last? 

HI. Before lunch. Wliy? 

MAXINE. You're scratching me up 
with your whiskers. 

HI. Aw, baby, 1 din mean— 


HENRIETTA (stHl Staring into Social 
I Jail'). We could obtain a dance from 
the staff. 

TEDDY. They must have a special 
moon here in the country. It's so—so 
])right and so big. 

D O 

HENRIETTA. They’re supposed to 
oblige us, you know. 

TEDDY. What? 

HENRIETTA. The Staff. 

TEDDY. Oh, I couldn't go up to a 
stranger and ask him for a dance. I 
just couldn’t. It would be different if 
somebody came to me. But this way— 
(’Shakes Iter head and smiles') Any- 
wavs, I haven’t been on a dance floor 
in so long I wouldn’t know how to 
follow. My feet would— (schmutz, 
seeking escape, appears in doorway, 
lie sees the girls and quickly retreats 
hut not before Henrietta has drawn 
a head on him.) 

HENRIETTA (the NoTthwest Mounted 
out to get her man). Farm me, but 
I’m going in and partake of this 
dance! (She goes after schmutz. 
TEDDY sighs, reaches into her hag for 
mirror and lipstick and primps her- 
self. From the darkened corner muf¬ 
fed voices are heard.) 

MAXINE. Ouch! 

HI. What’sa matter? 


MAXINE (petulantly). Go 'way. My 
face feels like it's been resting on a 
pincushion! 

( MIRIAM and PINKIE AARONSON cotne 

on from right. Latter is a suave, dap¬ 
per young man in his early thirties. 
There is an unctuous, man-of-the- 
v'orld quality about his manner. It is 
apparent at once that self-doubt has 
never tortured him.) 

MIRIAM. Come on, Pinkie. The mu¬ 
sic will he nearly over. 

PINKIE. Let’s go to the canteen. I got¬ 
ta have a drink. 

MIRIAM. After this dance. Please, 
Pinkie. 

TEDDY (approaching mirum). Par¬ 
don me, but have you seen Fay by 
any chance? 

MIRIAM. No, 1 haven't. 

PINKIE (surveying the newcomer). 
Well, bless mah mezzuzah and look 
who's here! 

MIRIAM (reluctantly). This is Pinkie 
Aaronson. Pinkie, meet Teddy. 

PINKIE (extending hand). Welcome, 
young lady. And whereVe you been 
hiding? 

MIRIAM. She*s my new bunk-mate 

Well- 
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pinkie. Not the one with the French 
label? (Pattmg her hand} Say, we've 
gotta have a long talk about la belle 

France. 

teddy. Oh, have you been there? 

PINKIE. Have I been there? (Laughs 
and turns to miriam) Listen to that, 

will ya? 

MIRIAM (impatiently}. Pinkie, Fm 
afraid it'll be over before you know it. 

PINKIE (as TEDDY withdraws her 
hand}. You and I are having the 
next dance, and I’ll tell you about 
ivhat happened to me on the Champs- 
Elysee— 

MIRIAM. There is no next dance. 
This is the last one, Pinkie, and it'll 
be nearly over. Come on, awready. 

PINKIE. Don’t go 'way. I'll be right 
back after I give schmiggeggie here 
a work-out. (Enters Social Hall} 

MIRIAM. Pay no attention to him. (In 
fjtrious whisper to pinkie as she fol¬ 
lows him in} I can’t unnastand what 
sure you get fomm making me 

feel unnecessary— 

(A group of GIRLS, laughing uproari¬ 
ously, come out of darkness, walk 
across porch and exit, maxine, one of 
the GIRLS, is giggling.} 

MAXINE. I din even see them in the 
dark. Oh, are my cheeks red! 

ROSALIND. Lookit Maxine! She’s 
hysterical! 

(teddy has strolled to right of porch. 
CHICK comes on from left followed 
hy HI who is accompanied by a girl.) 

HI. Tobias is coming! Better grab 
yourself a horse. (Pointing to teddy 


ivho is leaning against a pillar} 
There's one. (hi and girl disappear 
into room.) 

CHICK. Good evening. (Awkwardly, 
as she stiffens} I—I just wanted to 
tell you I'm sorry I lost my temper this 
afternoon. I mean that squabble with 
Mr. G. At the tabic, I mean, when 
you started in to cxi^lain to Charlie. 
I’m sort)' about it— (eli hurries in, 
notices chick, points frantically off¬ 
stage and speaks in tense whisper.} 

ELI. Tobias! (Exits into hall.} 

chick (cjuickly}. And I just wante-.l 
to ask if you have this dance taken. 

teddy. Yes, I have. 

CHICK (stink}. Oh! 

teddy. Besides, I’m not in the hahil 
of dancing with people who are mde 
in their remarks. 

chick. Well, I—I thought if this 
dance wasn’t taken— (Glances nerv¬ 
ously off and starts to withdraw} 
Well, thank you just the same. 

TEDDY (after a brief struggle with 
herself}. It—it looks as if this person 
I'm waiting for is late. (Looks off, left 
and right} He seems to be detained 
somewheres. 

chick. You mean, perhaps you 
wouldn’t mind dancing? 

TEDDY. Well—all right, (teddy en¬ 
ters hall and chick is about to follow 
when TOBIAS coiwcs on, accompanied 
by CHARLIE.) 

TOBIAS. Just a minute, Kessler. 1 
wanna have a serious talk with you. 
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CHICK- Can’t it wait, Mr. Tobias? 
(teddy a-ppears in doorway') I have 
this dance with one of the guests. 

TOBIAS Qorcmg a broad grin to his 
face). Oh. Oh, certainey. I din know. 
(teddy and chick withdraw) 
What’ro you bothering me with Kess¬ 
ler? l ie’s dancing. 

CHARLIE. Sure. Now he’s showing 
co-operation. But where was he the 
rcsta the night? No place! (They 
cross porch and almost collide with 

ITCHY who has REBA W tOW.) 

ITCHY. Hey, stupid, watch— (Apolo¬ 
getically) Oh, Mr. Tobias. I din 
know it was you. Excuse me. 

TOBIAS. I’ve been looking fa you, 
Itchy. A new show you’re supposed 
to j)ut on each week. That show to- 
night was simply terrible. 

\TCHY, Terrible? 

TOBIAS. Two repeats you ser\'ed up 
tonight. The whole camp was com¬ 
plaining they seen them before. 

ITCHY. I had two new numbers set 
but you wouldn’t get me the cos- 
tooms. You said— 

TOBIAS. Hear that, Charlie? Ewey- 
thing is my fault—but evveything! 
(Turning to itchy) And that num¬ 
ber tonight with the radio—was that 
a piece of cheese! Fehl 

ITCHY (fo REBA, stung to the qutck). 

Phil Baker’s whole routine! I copied 
it word fa word. 

TOBIAS. Excuse the expression, Itchy, 
but it— (Catching himself) it’s no 
good. "Hello, Beetle” and “Hello, 
Bottle.” You can’t copy something 
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ITCHY. Yeah, what? 

TOBIAS. Me he's asking! Fm the so¬ 
cial director here? 

ITCHY. What about giving that Japa¬ 
nese fiesta? 

TOBIAS. Again that fiesta! 

ITCHY. Why not try it? Look. We fix 
up the canoes with Japanese lantins. 
Then evveybody gets into Japanese 
costooms—the girls with fans and the 
fellas with—well, in Japanese cos¬ 
tooms. It won’t cost much, and it’s a 
big novelty. 

TOBIAS (again appealing to char- 
lie). You hear? He spends my money 
and that's with him a novelty. Lis¬ 
ten, Itchy, forget this foreign stuff, 
this Japanese canoeing, and think of 
something good. That would be a 
novelty. (Laughs and exits followed 
by CHARLIE. ITCHY, his arm around 
reba's waist, looks off at Tobias's re¬ 
treating figure.) 

ITCHY (his hand traveling along 
reba's side). He’s such a darling! I 
rack my brain copying dowm material 
and he says it— 

REBA (yanking his hand awa)^). 
Itchy! Take away the hand! 

ITCHY. I just wanted to see if you 
carry a gun, that’s all. 

REBA. Well, I don’t, so there! (The 
orchestra swings from a fox-trot to 
"Good Night, Ladies") It's the last 
dance. Come on. (There is a flurry of 
activity as couples disentangle them¬ 
selves and follow itchy and reba in. 
From right, clusters of girls come 
scunying to dance with each othe7\ 
MAC and FAY come out of darkened 
comer.) 
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fay. Let’s dance out here. It’s more 
romantic, (mac pus her coat on rail 
and takes her in his arms. They dance 
slowly and gracefully.^ 

MAC. Gee, tomorra back to the same 
old grind. 

FAY. Then you’ll forget all about me. 
Outta sight, outta mind. 

mac. This winter you’ll be throwing 
me outta your house at lease twice a 
week. Caressing her closer) You’re 
such a dolling. (He stop to kiss her. 
Thev reaches for her 

coat.) 

fay. No, Mac. No. 

mac (surprised). Why not? 

FAY. My girl friend, Teddy, is here. 

MAC. Say, she’s probably on Eagle 
Rock this very minute. 

FAY. Oh, no—not Teddy. 
mac. Dijja tell her about us? 

FAY. Mac! 


mac. Say you’ve been with me. Tell 
her you hadda say good-bye because 
—well, after all, it is my last night! 


FAY (taking his arm and exiting left). 
Gee, Mac, you’re awways so ultra- 
practical! 

(The music stops, there is laughter 
and applause, and the campers file 
out of the hall. The porch becomes a 
scene of much activity and anima¬ 
tion. Farewells are exchanged, girls 
are propelled in the direction of Eagle 
Rock and there are ad lib fragments 
of chatter exchanged: 

ROSALIND. So I says to Itchy, ‘"With 
your sense a yewma you oughta be 
on the stage.” He's much better than 
Al Jolson. 

BIRDIE. Well, who aint? 


LOIS. So why should I go mountain 
climbing? My God, don’t I climb 
enough stairs? 

KITTY. Of all the places fa me to have 
a sunburn. Mama will kill me when 
she finds out. 

HENRIETTA. IJoW ohout U little 

drink, Eli? 

ELI. Aw right, ril let you buy me a 
double Scotch. 

TEDDY and chick are the last to ep- 
pear. They smile shyly at each other. 
chick becomes aware he is holding 
her purse and returns it.) 


mac. I dunno. I thought maybe girls, 
you know—they talk. 


chick. Would you like some refresh¬ 
ment? 


FAY. Surely they talk. But I could 
never tell things to Teddy. About 
myself, I mean. She’s from another 
world altogether. 

MAC. My farewell to camp! (As she 
hesitates) Say, what is she, an>nvay? 
Your mother or something? 

FAY, But suppose she asts me \vhere 
I been the whole evening? 


TEDDY. No, thanks ever so much. 
I'll just enjoy the view for a minute 
and then I think I’ll retire—to bed. 
(At the railing, looking off) Very 
pretty, the mountains. 

CHICK. Yes, they are. Cigarette? 

TEDDY. Thank you. (As he lights it 
for her) Again thank you. Don’t you 
indulge? 
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CHICK (whipping pipe front pocket^. 
Pipe! You're a very graceful dancer. 

TEDDY. Considering it’s a camp, it’s 
a very nice orchestra. 

(gussie crosses porch, sees chick 
and approaches.^ 

GUSSIE. Funny how remockable you 
recovered fomm your sore foot! (Hav- 
iijo delivered this thrust she stalks 

off') 

TEDDY. What in the world provoked 
that? 

CHICK. I didn’t wish to dance with 
her so I invented an excuse. I believe 
she's annoyed. 

TEDDY. I’m beginning to understand 
what your job is like. You must get 
pretty aggravated with people like 
us. 

CHICK. Surely you’re not placing 
vourself in the same category with 
her. 

TEDDY. You must think so judging 
from my outburst this morning. 

CHICK. Suppose we forget about to¬ 
day. It was just a misunderstanding. 

TEDDY (looks over rail as voices are 
heard in the distance). V\^at’s that? 

CHICK (embarrassed). That— that’s 
Eagle Rock. (The porch light is ex¬ 
tinguished) They turn it out at mid¬ 
night. 

TEDDY (overwhelmed by feature). 
One feels so little in all this vastness. 
But I suppose you’re used to it. 

CHICK. Oh, sure. But then all enjoy¬ 
ment is relative. 


by relative? 

CHICK (the pipe-puffing philoso¬ 
pher). Well, take anything. Take a 
one-dollar bill. To some one poor a 
dollar represents a fortune. To a rich 
person—poof—a mere nothing, 

TEDDY. I’m afraid I don't quite com¬ 
prehend the connection. 

CHICK (indicating the moon). Well, 
pardon me for pointing, but take the 
moon for instance. 

TEDDY. Yes? 

CHICK. To us that moon is beautiful. 

Right? 

TEDDY. It’s exquisite. 

CHICK. So bright, so luminous. Ob¬ 
serve how it lights up that tree over 
there. 

TEDDY. Oh, yes. (About to point hut 
checks the impulse) Is—is that a 
chestnut tree? 

CHICK. No, those are all pines. And 
that’s the tallest in the Berkshires. 

TEDDY. ‘Toems are made by fools 
like me, but only God can make a 
tree.” (Turns to chick) Are you fa¬ 
miliar with—? (pinkie comes on 
from right and goes to teddy.) 

PINKIE. I bet you thought I'd forgot¬ 
ten— (Observes chick) Excuse me. 
I mighta known you’d be snapped 
up. Well, back I go to little Miss 
Screwball. (Exits.) 

TEDDY. Good night. (Giving her at¬ 
tention to chick) Excuse the inter¬ 
ruption. 
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CHICK. That’s quite all right. (The 
mood isn’t broken: the rail is still the 
rail of the “Normandie") Now look 
across the lake. It’s so still and tran¬ 
quil. 

teddy. Indeed it is. 

CHICK. Now the moon there shows us 
how beautiful nature is. And that’s 
where my point comes in. Somewhere 
in a wretched hovel some poor, pen¬ 
niless man is tossing in bed because 
this very same moon is shining in his 
eyes. He cannot sleep. Let us say he 
has no window blinds. So he looks 
around, and what does he see? His 
hovel, squalid and bare. “Ah,” he 
thinks, “why do I ha\'c to be remind¬ 
ed at night of what I cannot help see¬ 
ing all day?” In other words, this 
moon which reveals to us how beau¬ 
tiful ojir world is, rc\'eals to this poor 
individual how wretched his world 
is. 

TEDDY (her face aglow with under¬ 
standing). At last I comprehend 


what you mean! Now take me, for in¬ 
stance. It so happens that all my life 
I’ve desired to go to Paris. I’ve wanted 
to see the Eiffel Tower and the Arc 
de—you know, where the unknown 
soldier is buried, and the Champ 
Elysee—I guess that’s how you call it. 
And yet you take a Frenchman. He 
is so sick of the Eiffel Tower, he s 
probably dying to come to this coun¬ 
try' and see tlie skyline and the Em 
pire State Building. Correct? 

CHICK (amazed at her perception) ■ 
That’s exactly what 1 mean! Evei^" 
thing is relative— (Diffidently) Im 
sorry, but I didn’t get your name. 

TEDDY. Teddy. Teddy Stern. 

CHICK (extending his hand). My 
name is Chick Kessler. I’m very 
pleased to meet you. 

TEDDY (tvidi conviction). The feel¬ 
ing is mutual, I’m sure! (They shake 
hands.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 

SCENE I 


Eagle Rock, six days later. A huge bowlder jutting from the right, an elevated 
sweep of greensward carpeted with pine needles, a birch tree gleaming in the 
sun, hint of the beauty and charm of romantic Eagle Rock. 

TEDDY and CHICK have known each other now for almost a aceek. In sharp 
contrast to the cold and hostile attitude which marked their first meeting, they 
are now on warm and friendly terms. They have found many things in com¬ 
mon, particularly a feeling of intellectual superiority over ^mny of the other 
campers. 
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TEDDY is seated on a canoe cushion and is making a queue hy sewing two 
pieces of black cloth to the top of a silk stocking. She is attractively costumed 
in blue overalls, a satin ctit-out top, blue bandanna and sandals. The freshly- 
shaven CHICK wears a black crew-neck sweater, flannel trousers and sports' 
shoes. He is lying on the ground and is gazing ojf in rapt admiration of the 

scenery. 


CHICK. GosK, it—it’s beautiful! Ev' 
ery day Eagle Rock becomes more 
and more enchanting. 

TEDDY. “This is the forest primeval, 
the murmuring pines and the hem¬ 
locks.'’ (Looking up') Poetry. 

ciiic:k. 1 know that. “Evangeline.” 

TEDDY. Oh, that Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow. I’ll never forget the long 
white beard he had on. 

CHICK. WTere did you see him? 

TEDDY. Just his picture. It used to 
hang over the blackboard in our class. 
“Exhale,” I called it. 

CHICK (latighs). You called the pic- 
iure, “E.xhale”? 

TEDDY. No, the whiskeis. \\^enever 
we had deep-breathing exercises I 
hadda breathe in— (Illustrates by in¬ 
haling and bringing her head back) 
and every time my eyes came to the 
whiskers, it was time to exhale. That’s 
why I called the whiskers “Exhale.” 

CHICK. Crazy kid. 

TEDDY. Oh, I was just a child in those 
days. (She puts silk top over his 
head. He squirms) Hoddeva ex'pect 
me to fix this when you twist and 
turn so much? 

CHICK (looking at queue). Hey, 
this is going to be a Japanese fiesta. 


isn't it? Y’know, strictly speaking the 
Japanese don’t wear queues. 

TEDDY. Since when? 

CHICK. Since never! 

TEDDY. Listen, tonight they’ll wear 
queues! (Takes mirror from hand¬ 
bag and holds it up) Here, Chickie, 
look. Your own mother wouldn’t rec¬ 
ognize you. 

CHICK. I hope not. What’re you wear- 
ing? 

TEDDY. All the girls will be wearing 
kimonos so I thought I’d have on pa¬ 
jamas. (Suddettly) They wear pa¬ 
jamas, don’t they? (chick sits up, 
looks at her, smiles and leans over to 
peck her on cheek.) 

TEDDY (whhotit any emotion). And 
pray, what brought on this sudden 
outburst of osculation? 

CHICK (affectionately). You’re so 
cute, I couldn’t resist. What’s the 
matter? You disapprove? 

TEDDY. And perhaps I do. 

CHICK. Very well, so I return the kiss. 
(Does so.) 

TEDDY (placing queue in bag and re- 
moving bottle of lotion). A nut. 
What can I do with him? 
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CHICK. Y’know, Teddy, the more I 
see of you the more goofy I get. Right 
now Tm ovenvhelmed with goofi¬ 
ness. 

teddy. You make me feel like some 
disease. Six days with me and you’re 
overwhelmed with goofiness. 

CHICK. Oh, I know you only six days, 
do 1? Well, apparently you\e una¬ 
ware that time in the country is dif¬ 
ferent from time in the city. 

TEDDY (spreading lotion on legs'). 

Ah, ha! We have Professor Einstein 
with us today. 

CHICK. I mean it. I figgered it out 
after I left you last night. 

teddy. This morning, you mean. 

CHICK (rising). Supposing a fella 
was seeing you in the city. Regu¬ 
larly, I mean. Let’s say two or three 
times a week. 

teddy. Go on. 

CHICK. Of those two-three times a 
week he spends, let’s say, four hours 
a night. But— (Holding up finger, 
significantly) but he doesn’t spend 
those four hours solidly with you. I 
mean, you take in a lecture here, a 
movie there—you know. So of the 
four hours, he spends two solid hours 
with you. Now two hours times two 
nights a week, that’s four solid hours 
you’re in each other’s company. Fol¬ 
low me"? 

TEDDY. Proceed. 

CHICK. Let’s multiply four hours a 
week by four weeks a month and we 
have sixteen hours a month he sees 
you. Suppose., merely for the sake of 


argument, it’s a close relationship 
Say six months. Right? 

TEDDY (modestly lotvering her eyes)- 
Continue. 

CHICK. Sixteen times six months— 
six, three to carr\'— Ninctv-six hours 
you\‘e known each other to warrant 
a steady relationship. 

TEDDY. So what’s the point? 

CHICK. Simply this. Up to and in 
eluding today I’ve been seeing yoix 
for breakfast, lunch and supper. I’ve 
been with you till two-three o’clock 
in the morning. Correct? 

TEDDY. Granted. 

CHICK. That’s fifteen hours a day 
we’ve been seeing each other really 
solidly. Multiply that by six and 
that’s—that’s ninety hours! 

TEDDY. Proving? 

CHICK. Proving a very significant 
fact. Namely, that we’ve known each 
other the approximate equivalent of 
six months in the city. Six months! 
(Sifting beside her) Think of it, 
Teddy! 

TEDDY. You missed your vocation. 
You should’ve been an accountant, 
not a lawyer. 

CHICK. My God, Teddy, 1 know you 
thoroughly! 

TEDDY. Yes? And what conclusions 
have you formed? 

CHICK. Tons of conclusions, believe 
me. Tons of ’em! 



ARTHUR KOBER 


712 

THDDY (constivied with cUTiOsity^- 
That’s no answer. Enumerate, why 
don’t you? 

CHICK. Well, for one thing, you re 
difFcrent from the average girl 
around here. 

TEDDY. That’s a wonderful compli¬ 
ment-comparing me with hill-billies 
from the Bronx! 

CHICK. I mean, well, I'll be very frank 
with you, Teddy- When we had that 
little squabble the first day I thought 
you were like the others. That’s why 
f. was so frigid to you. 

TEDDY. Frigid! An icebox couldnVve 
been more frigid than the way you 
w'ere! 

CHICK. I just didn’t know you— how 
sweet you are and what fun it is to be 
with you. It’s seldom you find a girl 
who is charming and bright at the 
same time. 

TtDDY. Oh, Fm not bright, Chick. 
Really, Fm not. 

CHICK. Yes? Well, I consider you 
t'ery intelligent. 

TEDDY. My mind is— is passable, 
that’s all. (In a sudden hurst of con¬ 
fidence') Chick, Fll tell you some¬ 
thing I wouldn’t tell any one else. I 
even hate to admit it to mvself. Fm 
a bluff, and what’s more, I know it. 
(As he starts to speak) Now, wait. 
I like to use big words so people will 
think Fm a college grad. I try to give 
the impression Fm brainy, but when 
it comes down to it Fm just like the 
other girls around here. (Quickly) 
Maybe on a little higher mental plane 
or something, but drat’s about all. 


CHICK. Listen to Miss Inferiority 
Complex! You think I’d waste my 
time on you if I thought you were a 

dope? 

TEDDY. Now wait a minute. I didn’t 
say my mind was bad. But I ought 
to develop it, you know—with lec¬ 
tures and courses at night. But all day 
long Fm busy typing Mr. Fabers 
dictation, all day long. Comes night¬ 
time Fm a total wreck, too tired to 
go any place, except a movie occa¬ 
sionally. 

CHICK. We’re going places this win. 
ter—museums and concerts and ex 
hibitions. I’ve been waiting to find 
the right person to take. 

TEDDY (reminiscently). My brother, 
Charlie, used to take me to the Sta¬ 
dium concerts, before he was mar¬ 
ried. The music was over my head, 
but it was nice to sit there, out in the 
open, with all those intelligent peo¬ 
ple. You go to concerts all the time, 
don’t you? 

CHICK. Pretty often. CStniles) To tell 
you the truth, Teddy, some of the 
music’s over mv head, too. 

TEDDY. I wish I didn’t have to work. 
There’s so much I could do if I had 
the time-books I wanna read, place? 
Fd like to go to. 

CHICK. Poor, sweet Teddy. You got 
such a raw deal from life! 

TEDDY. I certainly did! (Suddenh 
puzzled) Hoddeya mean that. Chick* 

CHICK. Fm thinking of w'hat you told 
me about your erstwhile engagement 
to this fella—this Sam whatVhis- 
name. 

TEDDY. Sam Rappaport 
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CHICK. For three whole years you’ve 
been waiting to throw up your job. 
you’ve been laying out your life like 
you lay out a table for supper—ever)'- 
thing neat and orderly. Then alluva 
sudden—bang! The table is pushed 
o^’er. The engagement broken. Good¬ 
bye to marriage! 

TEDDY ((jwieflr). I believe in things 
being all for the best. 

CHICK. The nicest years of your life, 
torn up like a piece of paper. I know 
what that means, I’eddy. The same 
happened to me. 

TEDDY. You were formally engaged? 

CHICK. I’m talking about the years I 
tore up studying law, clerking for 
buttons before I could take my bar 
exams. And for what? So 1 could be 
a stinking, lousy failure! 

TEDDY. I’m surprised to hear you talk 
that way. 

CHICK (bitterly). W^y not? What’s 
ahead for me, Teddy? Maybe you 
Know the answer. 

TEDDY. But you’re not the only one in 
thot position— 

CHICK. Isn’t that peachy? My hand 
is chopped off and I'm bleeding, so 
you tell me about somebody whose 
foot is chopped off. That’s gonna re¬ 
lieve my bleeding, huh? 

TEDDY. No, but you must realize— 

CHICK. I realize plenty—plenty, be¬ 
lieve me! (^Desperately) God, if it’s 
gonna to be the same as last year, I— 
Oh, I dunno. 

TEDDY. I’ve never seen you in such a 
morbid mood- 


CHICK (^reininiscenily). Gee, I re 
member when I was a kid I had the 
world by the tail. I used to see rich 
men in their automobiles and I d say 
to myself, “Don’t worry, Chick. Some 
day you’ll have a boat like that only 
better. With your full name on the 
side, not just your initials.” Or else 
I’d read about some famous man and 
I’d say, “O.K. O.K., Chick. There’s 
no hurry. Shh! Just take it easy. 
You’ll get there and you’ll be even 
more famous.” (Smiles ruefully,' 
Funny, when you’re a kid nothing 
seems impossible. 

TEDDY. I wanted to grow up to be a 
letter-carrier’s wife, (^Laughs') Of all 
things! 

CHICK. Y’know, even after I was ad 
mitted to the bar I still thought I was 
a big shot. I was a professional man, 
see? I had a sheepskin with my name 
on it in fancy letters—Charles Kess¬ 
ler, LL.B. The world was waiting foi 
me! (SMorfs) Sure it was! 

TEDDY. Seems to me I’m detecting a 
little sarcasm. 

CHICK. Sarcasm is right! It was wait¬ 
ing—with a club in each hand. 

O 

TEDDY (fls lotion runs down her 
ann). Hand me that towel, please. 

CHICK. So now I have an education 
and a degree, and what the hell good 
is it? I can’t even get a job as relief 
investigator at twenty-five smackers 
a week. There’re too many other law¬ 
yers ahead of me. (teddy sits up, 
hands bottle to chick and turns so 
that her hack is toward him.) 

TEDDY. Rub some of this on my back 
Ghickie. 
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CHICK it ever so gently). 

It's all a iotta baloney, Teddy. Study 
hard, they tell you. Get a Iotta knowl- 
edge—knowledge is power. A Iotta 
bunk is what I say! 

TEDDY, That’s enough, thank you. 

CHICK. There’s something rotten 
about the whole set-up. We’re licked. 
\\^c‘rc up against a brick wall, all 
of us. 

VEDDY. Well, I still have my job, 
thank goodness— 

C HICK. And you hate it worse than 
poison! For three years you’ve been 
dreaming of giving it up, of having 
Q home—your own home that you and 
Sam what’s-his-name were gonna 
sliare. Where is it? 

TEODY (^Uirning her head away). It^s 
none of your business. 

CHICK. You haven’t got it. His 
I^rothcr was licked, so in the neck 
vou got it. 

TEDDY. Please! I don’t wanna hear— 

CHICK. I know you thoroughly, Ted- 
d\’. You want a decent home, a hus¬ 
band and some kids. But husbands 
tlon’t grow on trees these days. 
U’hat’re you gonna do while you’re 

Ivaitino? 

o 

TEDDY. I’ll—ril wait, that’s all. 

CHICK (getting to his feet). God, if 
things only weren’t so bitched up. 
(Quickly) Excuse me. 

TEDDY, Wadde you mean by that 
remark? 


me winded. I start doing some serious 
thinking about how I'd like to settle 
down. But how can I—without a job 
and no prospects? And look at you. 

TEDDY. What about me? 

CHICK. You’ve got a job, and how you 
despise it! You can’t quit and settle 
down till somebody comes along 
who’s ready to make things comfort¬ 
able for you. Correct? 

TEDDY (sadly). Correct. 

CHICK. It looks as if we’re just a cou¬ 
ple of shnooks. 

TEDDY ('pushing canoe cushions hack 
and rising). Yes, it certainly looks 
that way. (There is a thoughtful 
silence, chick directs his gaze to- 
ward TEDDY who seems deeply trou¬ 
bled. She looks up and notices his 
fixed stare. Suddenly his features 
break into a smile.) 

CHICK (walking toward her). Come 
here, funny face. (He draws her 
close to him and they embrace. After 
a long kiss they part and she studies 
his face.) 

TEDDY. I like you, Mr. Kessler. 

CHICK. Mr. Kessler is my father, Just 
call me Chick. 

TEDDY. I like you, Chick. 

CHICK. Yeah? 

TEDDY. Yeah. 

CHICK. Why? 


CHICK. Once in a blue moon 1 meet teddy (coquettishly'), k a 

a girl who hits me so hard she leaves crooked letter. 


« % 
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CHICK. Go on. Tell me why you like 
me. 

TEDDY Cflippafitly^. Oh, ’cause you’re 
such a clean-cut boy, I guess, with a 
very cute face, and you’re so—well, 
you’re a clean-cut college man. 

CHICK. That’s not much of a reason. 

TEDDY. I’ll tell you. Chick. All my 
life I’ve been wanting to meet some 
one with nice, refined instincts, some 
one whose mind I could respect—a 
person aware of other things in life 
besides business and the radio. That’s 
all Sam Rappaport could ever talk 
about. (Shaking her head) The dif¬ 
ference between you two fellas! 
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TEDDY. I know, Chick. 

CHICK. Well, since we can’t get mar¬ 
ried, why don’t we— (They exchange 
glances. There is a moment or tv:o oj 
silence before she grasps the import.) 

TEDDY (shocked). Chirk! 

CHICK. V\diy should we let life dcn\ 
us everything? It isn’t right! We’re 
entitled to some happiness. My God, 
we’re still young! 

TEDDY. No, Chick. 

CHICK. Why not? 

TEDDY. It’s obvious why not. 


CHICK (after a paitse). Teddy? 
TEDDY. What? 


CHICK. I must be blind. T don’t see it 

TEDDY. Don’t spoil everything. 
Please, Chick. 


CHICK. We're both in a spot. It’s not 
my fault I can’t get a job, and it’s not 
your fault that you can’t have your 
own home. 


TEDDY. I suppose you’re right. 

CHICK. W^ile we're both marking 
time these next few years, maybe we 
can help each other. 

TEDDY. How? 


CHICK. You’re evading the issue. I’m 
still asking why not? 

TEDDY. ’Cause I simply can’t. You 
don’t know what my family would— 

CHICK. What has your family to do 
with—? 

TEDDY. I can’t. I just can’t. Even 
though this might be the real thing, 


CHICK. By admitting that we’re two 
normal, human beings and grabbing 
some fun out of life. Then we can say 
to the world, “We fooled you! We’re 
not licked! Look—we're laughing!” 

TEDDY. You still didn’t say how. 

CHICK. You like me— you just said 
so. And you know how I feel about 
you. 


CHICK. Might be? Teddy, do you 
think I’d talk to any one else the way 
I talk to you? 

TEDDY. I know that, Chick. 

CHICK. I don’t. I assure you I don’t. 
Somehow you s#^ruck me right be¬ 
tween the eyes with a terrific bang. 
Boy, I see a million stars, every one 
with your face on it. And all I can 
say is if things were only different-^ 
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TEDDY. If! If! But they re not! 

CHICK. I know they’re not. I know 
\ can't earn a living and I've no right 
Jo ask you to starve with me. But 
this other hunger—that's something 
where you can help me. Where I can 
help you. That’s something the two 
of us can share. 

TEDDY. No, Chick! No! 

CHICK Cshouting^. Why not, for 
God’s sake? 

TEDDY Cf^earftilly'). I'll thank you not 
to shout at me! 

CHICK. I—I'm sorry. Excuse me. 
{^Calmly') Why not, Teddy? 


TEDDY. Honestly, Chick, I can't un¬ 
derstand a sweet and clean-cut hoy 
like you asking me to behave like 
some cheap, ordinary thing— 

CHICK. Cheap, ordinary thing. You 
call—? (Eyes her coldly) Come on. 
Let's get out of here. 

teddy. Look, Chick. A girl isn't at 
all like a fella. She’s got her family 
to think of— CRighteously) This 
would be a fine world if every girl— 

CHICK. Shut up! Shut up, you damn 
fool! (He rushes off. teddy watches 
hint, stunned. She picks up her sew- 
ing hag and walks slowly down the 

hill) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 

SCENE II 


•teddy’s bungalow, 11:30 that night. 

At rise of the curtain the door opens and fay enters carrying several 
Japanese lanterns which she hangs up on the hooks. She is dressed in pajamas, 
and has a bright red sash around her waist. Her hair is parted, and flowers 
placed over each ear represent the final Oriental fillip, schmutz, also attired 
in what he hopes is a Japanese costume, follows her in carrying a basket of 
supplies. He quickly disappears and returns with several boxes which he 
arranges. He then throws a tablecloth over this improvised bar. eli, appropri¬ 
ately attired, enters carrying a bench which he places down right. 


ELI. Make it snappy, kiddies. I gotta 
heavy date. 

fay. Who was that girl, Eli? 

ELI. I just met her. I made a big hit 
with my Japanese costume. She 


wants me to handle her laundry. 
(There is a great deal of hustle and 
activity on the part of the trio as they 
arrange the room, pushing chairs and 
cots aside to make a clearing in the 
center.) 
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FAY. It certainey was some fiesta. We 
all looked like regella Chinks, huh? 

I coulda closed my eyes and imagined 
I was right back in Japan. 

scHMUTZ. During the rainy season. 

FAY. Too bad the weather came along 
and drizzled up evveything. 

ELI. What became of Teddy tonight? 
She wasn't at our table fa supper. 

fay. She prolly sat somewhere else 
fa a change. I guess she was in 
Chick's canoe doong the fiesta. 

SCHMUTZ. I was in Chick's canoe. 
And we had a stowaway—Gussie. 

FAY. Teddy wasn't with Chick? 

SCHMUTZ. Not unless she came 
dressed as Gussie. 

(The hoys have finished arranging 
the bar and now head for the door.) 

ELI. Anything else? 

FAY. No, thanks very much. 

(They exit to porch, left, as teddy 
comes on from right.) 

SCHMUTZ. Here she is. 

FAY. And about time. 

(teddy comes in dressed in the same 
costume she wore on Eagle Rock. 
She looks off at the hoys and laughs.) 

teddy. Those are very funny cos¬ 
tumes. (To fay) How was the fiesta? 

FAY. Fine. 

teddy (surveying the rearranged 
room). Say, what’s been going on 
here? 


FAY. We re gonna have a party. 
TEDDY. Who is? 

FAY. The whole gang. Itchy heard 
it was my last night, so he’s giving 
me a blow-out. (Sternly) Teddy, 1 
wanna ha\’e a serious talk with you. 

teddy. Huh? 

FAY. Where were you fa suppa? 
teddy. Why, I—I had it at our table. 
FAY. When? 

TEDDY (without conviction). After 
you left. Then I went back to the 
writing lodge and finished reading a 
novel I started this morning. That s 
why I was late for supper. 

FAY. There’s something wrong, Ted¬ 
dy. Go on—tell me. 

(teddy is about to confide in her hut 
hesitates, feeling that the subject is 
much too personal for discussion. She 
decides to dodge the issue.) 

TEDDY. I’m worried about Mama. I 
wonder whether 1 oughtn't to leave 
with you tomorrow. 

FAY (seeing through her). You do' 

TEDDY. She hasn’t been feeling any 
too well lately— 

FAY. Listen, Teddy. I’m no dope. 1 
still can add two and two. 

TEDDY. Of course you can. 

FAY (hurt). Aw right, you don’t 
hafta tell me. (Suddeitly) Did—did 
Chick try to get a little personal? 


TEDDY. What makes you say that? 
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FAY. So that’s it! (Laughs') My God. 
jI thought it was something serious. 
(maxine opens door, deposits a 
large hag of food on the floor, speaks 
excitedly and vanishes.) 

MAXINE. Corn-heef, American 
cheese, cream cheese, franks! I gotta 
get pickles. Good-bye! 

FAY (mechanically). Good-hye. 
[teddy goes to hag, takes out sand' 
ivich, looks at it, and, aware that EAY 
is watching her, puts it back.) 

FAY. \\^y don’tcha go ahead? You 
know you’ve had no suppa. 

TEDDY. Oh, I ate very heartily. 

PAY. And you’ve had no fight with 
Chick. Listen, Teddy, you might as 
tvell know he’s coming to the party 
with Gussie. 

TEDDY (with forced gayety). The 
more the merrier! (She crosses to get 
her pajamas hanging from hook.) 

FAY. I see. So you’re gonna act like 
Pagliacci. 

TEDDY (heading for bathroom with 
pajamas). Fay, that mind of yours 
imagines more things! After three 
years I’m here for a good time. And 
that’s what I’m certainly having! 
(Enters bathroom.) 

Miriam’s voice. Quick, somebody- 
open up the door! (fay rushes to 
door and opens it to admit miriam 
who is laden with a portable victrola. 
and a hatch of records. She wears a 
topcoat over her pajamas.) 

FAY. Look who’s here—Mrs. Sandy 
Clause! 
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mirum. Take those records off be¬ 
fore I bust. 

(fay removes records and clears a 
place on cot for the victrola.) 

teddy’s voice. Hello, Miriam. 

MIRIAM. Hello. (Titrning to fay) 1 
got a lend of the machine fomm 
Pinkie. What I din hafta go through 
to get it! 

FAY. Is-is Pinkie coming? 

MIRIAM. Nachelly he’s coming-if he 
can stop guzzling at the canteen. 1 
wish Mr. Tobias would padlock that 

saloon. 

teddy’s VOICE. Is it still wet outside? 

MIRUM. Yeah, it’s drizzling the 
weather. (To fay) Oh, I ran into 
Henrietta, and guess what? 

fay. What? 

MIRUM. She’s not coming. Shes got 
a date. 

teddy’s voice. Out Henrietta? You 
know. I’m kinda glad. 

MIRUM. Can you imagine! 

FAY. I bet she’s out galvinating wnth 
some radical. The two of them must 
be talking of blowing up places with 
bombs. You know how it is when 
them communists get together. 

MIRIAM (prophetically). Some day 
those people are gonna get arrested. 
(She has doffed her coat and now 
comes forward pirouetting in the 
manner of a mannikin) Hoddeya like 
these? TTiey’re genuwine Japanese 
pajamas. Very chop-suey, ha? 
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FAY. They new? 

MIRIAM. Eh, heh. 

FAY. Wear them in good health. 

MiRUM. Thank you. The exact 
same thing retails at Hearn s fa four 
ninety-eight, not counting that god¬ 
damn tax. C^nxionsly as she holds 
out -pajama pants and turns her hack) 
Can you see the foundation garment 
I got on? 

O 

FAY. Nah. You can’t see a thing. 

MIRIAM. You feel so untidy when 
you can see through. (Crossing over 
to bar) Well, we’d better get ready. 
(teddy comes out of bathroom 
dressed in pajamas. She wears a gar¬ 
land of floxvers in her hair, and a sash 
around her u’flist. She minces across 
stage, her hands raised in Japanese 
fashion.) 

FAY. Don’t you look like Miss ^nna 
May Wong! 

TEDDY. No\v what I need is earrings. 

FAY. Sure, help yesself. 

(miriam has started to open a jar of 
olives with a carxnng knife, and has 
quite a time of it.) 

MIRIAM. Gee, I’m worried about 
that Pinkie. You got no idear how 
the girls keep pestering him and pes¬ 
tering him. They all hadda hear 
about his stores. (Walks toward 
teddy) He’s got two big hat stores, 
and is that a business! winter he 
goes to Europe. To Paris, France. 

teddy. Does he really go abroad? 

MIRIAM. Of course—fa the new 
styles. (Sighs) Believe me. I’d like 
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to go to Europe. Of course, I don t 
know the langwich— 

teddy. I thought he was joking the 
first night, talking about Paris. 

MIRIAM. Oh, no! Evvy winter—reg- 
ella like clock-work, off he goes to 
Paris, France. His suitcases are cov¬ 
ered with labels galore— (She prods 
jar with knife and comes dangerously 
near decapitating herself) like the 
one you got. 

fay (taking knife from her). Gimme 
that knife. Wanna kill yesseif? 

itchy’s VOICE. Open up in the name 
a the law! 

fay. It’s Itchy! (She dashes forward 
and opens door, itchy and reba 
enter and deposit gin bottles and mix¬ 
ings at the bar. itchy wears a pigtail, 
drooping mustache, and his eyes are 
made up in Oriental fashion. A 
brightly-colored robe covers his cos- 
tume. His headgear consists of an 
electric plate, the cable serving as a 
pigtail He shuffles to teddy and 
genuflects.) 

ITCHY. Hoy chung a fong foo moy 
yung. Honable ladies, me belly hap¬ 
py meeting you. Me name? (Cowgh- 
ing violently) One Lung Gone! Get 
it? 

FAY. Meshugeh! 

MIRIAM. Look at Charlie Chan at 
Camp Kare-Free! 

ITCHY (placing gin bottle on his 
head). Me putee firewater on toupee. 
Know why? To keepee wig-warm. 
Ong, ong, ong. (This is met with an 
appreciative roar, itchy takes his 
place behind the bar and starts to 
prepare cocktails.) 
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MIRIAM. I thought you were bring- 
ir^g Pinkie with you. 

ITCHY. The nurse is giving him his 
bottle—in the canteen. 

MIRIAM Cpickifig up a drink at the 
bar). Him and that liquor! Y’know 
whatr^ (GriwZy) I’m gonna get plas¬ 
tered tonight. I’m gonna get so plas¬ 
tered, ril be drunk! 

ITCHY. Past out, you mean. Two 
drinks and you’re under. Poor But¬ 
terfly, she no can take it. (To teddy) 
Say, Teddy, is Chick pulling a gag 
or something? He ast me if it’s O.K. 
to bring Gussie. 

TEDDY (^with forced enthusias-nt). I 
hope you said it was all right. 

ITCHY. Sure. “Bring her along,” I 

says. “She’ll be the death of the 

✓ 

party!” 

(All the GIRLS laugh, teddy a hit too 
heartily.') 

TEDDY, Oh, you mustn’t talk that 
way about Gussie. She’s a very nice 
girl. 

FAY (laughing as she walks to TED¬ 
DY). “The death of the party!” Isn’t 
he a scream, Teddy? (Softo voce) 
Y’know, you’re not fooling me! 

ITCHY (crossing to them with 
drhiks). Here we are, my chickadees. 
A little something fa the throat. 

FAY (plucking olive from her gLiss), 
I don’t like olives in my drink. To me 
an olive belongs on a plate next to a 
piece celry. 

(Suddenly offstage voices are heard 
in song, faintly at first and louder as 
fiNGERS approach.) 


VOICES. 

There’s a long, long trail awinding 
Along Camp Kare-rree’s mountain 
road, 

Where good times and pleasures 
wait you, 

And life’s an easy load— 

ITCHY (through this). Here comes 
Captain Henry’s Showboat. Got ev- 
veything ready? 

FAY. Gee, the cigarettes I forgot to 
put out. (Hurries to do this.) 

MIRIAM (extending glass). Here, 
gimme another drink. I might’s well 
catch up with Pinkie. 

VOICES (now directly at door). 

There’s a long, long time of frolic 
And of dreams all come true— 

(The door opens and about a dozen 
CAMPERS, led hy sammy playing the 
guitar, stand framed in doorway. 
Their assorted costumes make them 
look more like Jewish night-riders 
than celestials, gussie, an exotic si¬ 
ren, has a firm grip on chick’s arm.) 

ALL. 

So when summer time is over 
You’ll feel fresh and clean and 
new. 

(There are ad lih cries and greetings 
as they pour into room and divest 
themselves of their coats, robes and 
blankets, teddy is an energetic and 
smiling hostess, greeting each guest 
just a hit too enthusiastically.) 

teddy (to barney). Oh, don’t you 
look wonderful? Please let me have 
your blanket. 
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barney. Shoy tung foo yung how chick. I-I just wanna say one thiii^ 

mins moy low ung. Rang chop chop and then, as far as you re concerne , 

ril forever hold my peace. 


SOPHIE. That really means some- 
thingf" 

barney. Sure. It means hello in 
Japan. 

itchy. So carbolic acid, carbolic acid. 
That's good-bye in any langwich! 

gussie Ccoming forward with 
chick). That walk we had along the 
lake knocked me out. I gotta have a 
drink, Chick. 

chick (eyeing teddy). O.K. 

gussie (following his gaze). Fll get 
one glass so we’ll make it a loving 
cup! (Ske joins the others at the bar 
where itchy is shaking cocktails. 
CHICK crosses to teddy who has 
■picked up a tray of sandwiches from 
bench.) 

CHICK. Look. I don’t w'ant you to get 
me wrong— 

TEDDY (regfllly). Are you address¬ 
ing me by any chance? 

CHICK. No, I just like to hear myself 
talk. 

TEDDY. I beg your pardon, but I hap¬ 
pen to be extremely choosy about 
who talks to me. (She starts away but 
he grabs her wrist.) 

CHICK. Listen, Miss Stern. It is not 
that I wish to talk to you— 

TEDDY (the Dorothy Parker!). So I 
notice! 

(chick releases his grip, and looks 
self-consciotisly about him.) 


TEDDY, Can I count on that? 

CHICK (heatedly). You certainly 
can! (Collecting himself) All I wan¬ 
na say is that you weren t at the table 
for supper, so I set aside some food 
for you. It’s on the shelf of that little 
stand outside the kitchen door, under 
a napkin. And believe me, I do not 
care whether you eat it or not! 

GUSSIE (coming between them, hold- 
ing a glass of beer). Here, Chickie. 

CHICK. Ah, here we are! 

teddy. Excuse me, Gussie. I would 
like to give a final word to your es¬ 
cort. Tell him I m grateful for the 
details, but he’s mistaken. I ate very 
substantially, thank him. 

GUSSIE. You want me to tell himr 
He’s not deef. (To chick) Are you? 

CHICK. We’re just kidding around, 
Gussie. Ask her where? 

GUSSIE (sitting on bench). He wants 
to know where. 

teddy. At another table— (Quickly) 
Tell him. (Picking up the tray of 
sandwiches) Excuse me. 

GUSSIE. Oh, sandwiches! I’ll have 
some of them, please. 

CHICK. Gussie, how on earth can you 
be so hungry after what we had at the 
canteen? 

GUSSIE. I dunno. Guess I developea 
an appetite. 
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TEDDY O^rt'patiently'). Please make 
our selection. Some people may be 
ungry, you know. 

CHICK Csigtiificantly'). Yes. I know 
one. 

(teddy starts for door with the sand- 
wiches and is about to exit when 
BARNEY shouts to her.j 

BARNEY. Hey, don’t run away with 
the food! (She allows him to take the 
tray from her. The victrola music is 
now on and several couples are danc¬ 
ing. TEDDY smiles at schmutz.) 

TEDDY. Wanna dance, Schmutz? 

GussiE Qready to share everything 
with chick). Wanna go halfies, 
Chick? 

CHICK. You wanted them so much. 
Go on—eat them. 

GUSSIE (as ITCHY Tflps foT attention). 
I’ll eat ’em later. 

ITCHY. Folks, I wanna welcome you 
to this farewell Japanese party given 
tonight in honor of Miss Fay From- 
kin s going away. But I don’t wanna 
welcome you unless you join in the 
spirit of the thing. TTiat means you 
gotta take off that robe, Barney. 

BARNEY. Why don’tcha speak fa yes- 

self, Jake? M^at about the one you 
got on? 

SOPHIE. Yeah, why not take off your 
own robe? 

ITCHY. O.K. If that's the way you 
feel about it, I will. (He removes his 
robe revealing a costume made of a 
false dickey on which a grotesque de¬ 
sign has been painted, and a pair of 
bright red pajama trousers. This sight 


is met with hearty laughter, the 
heartiest roar coming from itchy.) 

BARNEY. The biggest mustard plas¬ 
ter in the world! 

GUSSIE. He looks like a Japanese can¬ 
nibal. (chick goes to bar accompa¬ 
nied by GUSSIE who glances over her 
shoulder at teddy.) 

ITCHY. I’ve been waiting to flash 
these all night but the damn weather 
spoiled evveything. 

CHICK. Suppose we have another 
drink, Gussie? 

GUSSIE. Sure. Why not? 

(pinkie enters, removes coat and 
throws it on cot. miriam weaves un¬ 
steadily toward him.) 

MIRIAM. Pinkie! I’ve been waiting fa 
you. Where you been? 

PINKIE. I’ve been to New York and 
back. Where do you think—? 

MIRIAM (smiles fatuously and taps 
him). Hello. 

PINKIE. You look pale. What’s the 
matter? (She sways unsteadily. He 
grabs her around waist and pulls her 
toward her cot.) 

FAY. Fresh drinks. Who’ll have a 
nice— (Sees miriam being put to 
bed and rushes forward to assist 
pinkie) What happened? 

PINKIE. A couple drinks and out she 
goes like a Chanukeh light. (To 
miriam) Come on, Schmiggeggie— 
flop! 

MIRIAM. Oh, my goodness! The room 
is going round and round just like a 
bicycle. Round and round it goes. 
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fay. Poor girl, the drinks made her 
topsy. 

PINKIE (tflkiTig hlnnket from Henri¬ 
etta’s cot)' Here, put this over you- 
(He finds an enormous brassiere in 
the folds of the blanket, and holds it 
up) My God, a straitjacket! (He 

looks at FAY.) 

fay. Don’t look at me. IPs Henriet¬ 
ta’s. 

PINKIE. What does she carry around 
—cannon ballsi* 

FAY ^placing blanket over miriam). 
Cover up, Miriam. You'll be aw right. 
(teddy looks over and notices the 
outstretched miriam.) 

MIRIAM. Round and round it goes. 

TEDDY (approaching). \Miat hap¬ 
pened? 

HI (dancing by with one of the 
girls). Victim number one! The 
party’s a success! 

pinkie (os teddy comes closer). 
Well, look who's here! Yum, yum, 
don’t you look nice? 

TEDDY. Aw, poor Miriam. 

pinkie. Serves the little screwball 
right. She shouldn’t drink—with her 
stomach. Lookit her—dead to the 
world. 

TEDDY. The poor kid. 

(pinkie glances around room and 
observes gussie staring lovingly into 
chick’s eyes.) 

PINKIE- Say, how come you’re in cir¬ 
culation alluva sudden? 


TEDDY (looks up, sccs CHICK and 
turns quickly away). Sorry, but I 
don’t understand. 

PINKIE. You understand. With a nice 
dish like you here, why is the boy 
friend trotting that horse around? 

TEDDY. He’s not my boy friend, and 
furthermore I’d rather we dropped 
the subject. 

PINKIE. .Ah, ha, a lovers’ quarrel! 
WTiat a lucky break fa me. (Taking 
her arm) You owe me a dance, young 

lady. 

TEDDY. Oh, do I? 

PINKIE. Yes, ma’am. (They start 
dancing) You dance a very nice fox¬ 
trot. I’ve watched you. 

TEDDY. But I have to serve— (They 
inadvertently collide with chick and 

GUSSIE.) 

CHICK (starting for bar). Let’s have 
another drink, Gussie. The floor 
seems very crowded. 

GUSSIE. Aw, Chick, we were danc¬ 
ing so nice. (The door opens and 
TOBIAS comes into the room. Conver¬ 
sation quickly dies as all eyes turn to 
him.) 

TOBIAS (unctuotisly). Excuse me fa 
butting in on the party. (He takes a 
confidential tone. The tension is re¬ 
lieved) There’s a coupla soreheads 
on the girls’ side and eweything is 
with them a complaint—the food, the 
bunks, the boats—but e\^’eything. So 
go ahead—enjoy yesselves—oney 
quiet, see, these soreheads shouldn’t 
complain. 

ad lib. Sure, sure. Don’t worry, we’ll 
keep very still. We’ll pipe down. 
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CHICK. We^ll be as quiet as mice. 

TOBIAS C'^alking toward him). Oh, 
so you’re here, too, Chick. You hav¬ 
ing a good time? 

CHICK Csmilif7g). Yes, Mr. Tobias. 
I’m having a swell time. 

TOBIAS (with forced heartiness). 
That’s fine, ’cause I run this camp 
just fa you alone. I run up heavy ex- 
enses just so you should be happy, 
'Ir. Sport. 

^HicK. I don’t know what you mean. 

TOBIAS. Look. My name is Tobias, 
not Rockefeller. I spend good money 
on canue-cushions, not you. (To 
others) So he takes out a boat fa a 
good time and now—good-bye the 
cushions. 

CHICK. Gee, I—I must’ve forgotten 
them. 


yesselves. CThere are ad lib good* 
nights as Tobias exits, itchy looks 

from CHICK to teddy.) 

ITCHY. What were you two doing on 
Eagle Rock all afternoon? Go on, 
deny it! 

SCHMUTZ. What does anybody do on 
Eagle Rock? (Sharpening his fingers) 
Naughty, naughty. 

CHICK. All right, have your fun at my 
expense— 

TEDDY (stung by the taunts). There 
are some people who might like to 
enjoy the scenery and the mountain¬ 
side. There are some people whose 
minds aren’t so coarse they must con¬ 
stantly think of only one subject 
alone! 

GUSSiE. Yeah, and there are some 
people who forget to take canoe 
cushions back with them. 



TOBUs. What’s the matter with you 
these days, Kessler? Maybe if I make 
you pay fa the cushions you lost— 

TEDDY. They’re not lost, Mr. Tobias. 
They were left on Eagle Rock. 

ITCHY (giving his hands a dry-wash). 

Aha, they were on Eagle Rock! 

SCHMUTZ. Boy, if them cushions 
could oney talk—oh, Mama! 

TOBIAS (turning to chick). You get 
the cushions first thing in the morn¬ 
ing. Keep up this foolishness and 
you'll be canoe-riding back to New 
York. You understand me? (chick 
lowers his head in embarrassment. 
TOBIAS turns to the others and puts 
on his faiicet smile) Well, go on 
eiweybody—have a good time—enjoy 


BARNEY. What’s the matter? Wasn’t 
the ground soft enough? 

TEDDY (ftiriously). Shut up! 

CHICK. Another crack like that, 
Barney, and you won’t be able to talk 
for a week. I mean it! 

BARNEY. Aw, keep your shirt on. I 
was oney kidding. 

GUSSIE. Say, is this a party or a 
funeral? Let’s have some music. 

ITCHY. You’re the music, Gussie. 
Don’tcha know when you’re playing 
second fiddle? 

GUSSIE (crossing to chick). Yeah? 
Well, come around to Eagle Rock 
tomorra and you’ll see me leading the 
whole orchester Am I right-, Chick? 
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ITCHY (fls victrola is turned on'). 
Come on, soaks—on with the dance. 
Let joy be unrefined! 

PINKIE (sympathetically, to teddy 
■who is sitting on bench). You’re not 
having such a good time, are you? 
(As she starts to speak) Now don’t 

lie. 

teddy. I—I’ve got a headache. 

PINKIE. This noise don't help much. 
Why don't we get some fresh air? 

teddy. It’s kinda wet outside, isn’t 
it? 

pinkie (reaching for his coat). We 
can walk to my bunk where it’s nice 
and quiet and we can have a heart 
to heart talk. Waddeya say? (Holds 
the coat up invitingly for her. gus¬ 
sies shrill laugh pierces the room.) 

gussie. Now Chickie! 

TEDDY (quickly rising). Will you tell 
me about your trips to Paris? 

PINKIE. Well, I’ll do my best. I din 
expect to give a lecture or else I 
woulda brought along my lantin- 
gliJes— (fay comes into scene and 
notices teddy in coat.) 

FAY. Say, where do you think—? 

PINKIE. She’s perfectly O.K. 

FAY. Oh, I—I din know. (She smiles 
approval and watches them exit.) 

ITCHY (in imitation of l\dae West^. 
I dunno. Evvey time I have a drink 
I wanna do something desperate. 

GUSSIE. That ain’t like her at all. 
Look. This is the way Mae West 


goes. (Indicating victrola) Shut that 
thing off. (The music is stopped. She 
heaves her hips and looks seductively 
at chick) Hello, tall, dark and hand¬ 
some. Why don’tcha come up and see 
me some time? (chick, embarrassed, 
looks nervously around.) 

chick. Cut it out, Gussie. Cut it out. 

gussie. Oh, so you re the bashful 
type. What you need is a little coax¬ 
ing. 

CHICK (pushing her hands away) 
Don’t do that! 

gussie. Look. He can t take it 
(chick forces a smile to his face and 
idly glances around room. fay. 
watching him closely, approaches.) 

fay. If you're looking fa Teddy, it 
may innerest you to know she’s gone. 

chick. That’s very kind of you to 
furnish me with information that 
doesn't concern me in the slightest. 

GUSSIE. We’re getting along very fine 
and dandy. Thank you fa asking. 

chick. Sure! 

FAY (casually). She went out a 
coupla minutes ago—with Pinkie. 

chick (sharply). She went out-' 
with him? 

FAY. I thought you said you wasn t 
innerested. (chick hurries toward 

the door.) 

GUSSIE. Just a minute, Mr. Chick. 
You can’t rush off and leave me flat. 
(But he goes. She turns around and 
stares at the others in amazement) 

He did! 


CUBTAIN 
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ACT TWO 

SCENE 111 


pinkie's bungalow. The room is smaller than teddy’s and contains only 
two cots: one, lower right, is made uf, the other, wjp'per left, has an uncovered 
pillow and a rolled blanket on its bare mattress. Above pinkie's bed is the 
bathroom, and left of it the dresser on which rest several magazines, some 
hairbrushes and a bottle of Scotch. Entrance into room is made through door 
down left. Two wicker side chairs and a small table are in center, a wicker 
armchair up left. The room is sloppy and disorderly with shirts, shorts and 
other articles of apparel hung carelessly on hooks, pinkie's wardrobe trunk 
plastered with foreign travel labels stands in a corner. 

The curtain rises and pinkie hurries to window near his cot to lower the 
canvas flaps, teddy drapes the coat over a chair and wrings the cu/fs of her 
pajamas. The sound of rain is heard as it beats against the roof. 


TEDDY. Leaving the party wasn’t such 
a good idea. 

pinkie. It’s lucky fa me we left that 
party or else I'd be swimming in that 
cot tonight. 

TEDDY praises rear flap and stares 
owt) Just listen to it come down. I 
—I hope it lets up soon. 

PINKIE. Thirty-seven fifty they soak 
me fa a bunk on the lake-front. And 
what do I get? The lake-front in my 
bunk! If we could've found that 
damn path we could've got here in 
ten minutes. 

TEDDY. You better be careful you 
don’t catch cold. 

pinkie. Thanks for reminding me. 
I’ve got a very good cure fa a cold. 
(Taking whisky bottle from dresser^ 
You like Scotch? 


TEDDY (the woman of the world). 
Oh, I don’t mind indulging once in 
a while. 

PINKIE. We might as well make our¬ 
selves comftible as long as it’s rain¬ 
ing. (Produces several glasses and 
pours a stiff drink.') 

TEDDY. Not so much! You’ll have me 
drunk in no time. 

PINKIE. Please, young lady, what¬ 
ever you do, don't pull a Miriam on 
me. One dead pigeon is plenty! 

TEDDY (taking proffered drink). 
Thank you. Do you—do you happen 
to have any ginger ale? 

PINKIE. What kinda saloon do you 
think I run here? Ginger ale I should 
have yet! If you wanna travel and 
see the world you might as well learn 
how to drink. Take it plain. That’s 
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the best way. (Raising his gh>ss} pinkib. Not even a tiny little hello? 


lUC - ^ ^ ^ . r j 

Here’s hoping you get your wish and 
that your next vacation will be m 

Paris. 

teddy. Thank you. (Takes a sip aud 
slowly sinks into chair'). Oooh. this 
bums! It’s just like fire. Have you 

any W3t6r'? 

pinkie. Don’t take a chaser-that 
spoils a drink. Drink like we do in 
Paris: bottoms up with the rest. 

teddy. I-I can’t. I’m afraid I’m not 
that used to it. 

pinkie (filing the glasses). It’s 
simple. Look. (He takes a generous 
swig) Come on now. Lemme see you 
do it. (Thus challenged teddy rises, 
sips, winces, smiles nervously and 
glances toward door.) 

teddy. And now I think I better be 
getting back. It’s late and it’s such a 

long walk— 

pinkie. Aw, that’s too bad-just 
when we’re getting to know each 
other. Why don’tcha wait till it stops 

raining? Then you can- 
(The door opens and chick, a figure 
of wrath-a very wet and breathless 
figure of wrath-storms in. He ad¬ 
dresses TEDDY in c voice heavy with 
icy sarcasm, pinkie, amused, seats 
himself at table and follows the quar¬ 
rel with considerable interest.) 

CHICK. So this is the highly respect¬ 
able young lady who bawled me out 
something fierce today! And now 
look at her! 

pinkie (dryly) Hello, Chick. 

CHICK. I’m not talking to you! 


Aw! 

TEDDY. You certainly have one great 
big ner\'e following me here. 

CHICK. As I was leaving the party 
your charming friend, Fay, was 
too anxious to tell me you went off 
with this person here, and I knew 
exactly the result. But exactly! 

TEDDY. I hope you re not disap¬ 
pointed. 

CHICK, Far from it, I assure you. 
What I visualized in my mind is 
precisely what happened—right to the 
dot! 

TEDDY. Maybe you can visualize 
yourself right out of here. I m not 
used to having people intrude on me 
and then bawling me out in the bar¬ 
gain. 

CHICK. I’m exceedingly sorry I m 
hurting your feelings. Miss Teddy 
Stem. It won’t happen again, let me 
assure you from the bottom of my 
heart. {Starts to go and then turns) 
And furthermore, may I remind you 
that you were the righteous one who 
was so shocked by what I said today? 

TEDDY. And may I remind you that 
I’m not deaf, God forbid? (Laughs 
and looks at pinkie for approval of 
this mot.) 

CHICK. It gives me a big laugh to 
behold the marvelous spectacle of 
you, all alone, in your pajamas 

TEDDY. It so happens there’s an Ori¬ 
ental party going on in my bunk— 

CHICK. But this isn’t your bunk, and 
you’re here, in your pajamas— (PoinP 
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iiig to whisky bottle) boozing 
around with a certain person— 

PINKIE (waving hand). Hi, Chick! 

TEDDY. If you think that what you re 
saying disturbs me in the slightest, 
you're greatly mistaken. In the mean¬ 
time, you’ll oblige me greatly by get¬ 
ting out of here. Or can't you take a 
hint? 

CHICK (quietly, concealing his rage). 
I’m sure I have no wish to continue 
this disgusting matter one bit fur¬ 
ther. Good-bye! 

TEDDY. Good-bye! (chick exits, slam- 
tning door.) 

PINKIE. You know, T think he^s sore. 

TEDDY (miserably). He's sore? And 
how do you suppose I feel? 

PINKIE. I dunno. 

TEDDY. The nerve! Spying on me and 
breaking in here and bawling me 
out! Who does he think he is, my 
owner or somebody? 

PINKIE, ril tell you one thing, tootsie. 
That tray-carrier’s cuckoo over you. 

TEDDY. He certainly has a remark¬ 
able way of showing it. (In sudden 
anger) Why I didn't slap him one—1 

PINKIE (rising to -pour another 
drink). Calm down and drink this. 
You’ll feel better. 

TEDDY. No, thanks. 

PINKIE. Don’t tell me it struck home? 

TEDDY. What did? 
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PINKIE. What he said about boozing 
around here? 

TEDDY. Oh, that. (Quickly picking 
up drink) Here’s to your health. 
(She gulps it and almost chokes in 
a fit of coughing) Ot me some water 
—quick! (He hurries into bathroom 
as she falls into chair) That's not 
Scotch—that's a red-hot rivet. My 
insides are on fire. Oh, I feel terrible! 
That damn Chick! (pinkie appears 
with the glass of water) Thank you. 

MR. G.'s VOICE (accompanying a 
knock on the door). Somebody is in 
bunk fife? 

pinkie (in whisper to the frightened 
teddy). That sounds like Mr. G. 

TEDDY. My God, what’ll he think— 
me in my pajamas! (There is au' 
other knock on the door.) 

pinkie. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of 
him. (Propelling her toward bath 
room) Get into the bathroom. (Shu 
goes in, closing door behind her.) 

MR. G.'s VOICE. Hello, in bunk fife. 

pinkie (to himself as he crosses). 
What the hell is this—a public li- 
berry? (Opens door and admits MR. 
G. who is wearing raincoat, hat, over 
shoes) Oh, Mr. G., it’s—it’s you. 

MR. G. (coming into room). I was 
pessing and I seen boining the ’lectric 
light. So I say to myself, “Mr. G., 
mavbe Pinkie's sick inside.” So I 
figger— (Seats himself at table.) 

PINKIE. I was just going to bed. 

MR. G. (pointing to bottle of Scotch). 
Look, a regellch saloon rs here. A 
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bummer you wanna be, a nice boy pinkie. No kidding? 


like you? 

PINKIE. I caught a cold, and now with 
this rain— 

MR. G. (leaping to his /eet). A cold? 
Listen! I got by me in bunk a special 
meditzin, in two minutes guzz quick 
away the cold. You want I should 
bring it? 

PINKIE. Not now, Mr. G. I’m gonna 
hit the hay. 

MR. G. (walking toward door). So 
how long it takes to bring it? A 
secont! 

PINKIE. Cant’cha see I’m dead tired 
and I wanna get some sleep? 

MR. G. (taken aback by his tone). 
O.K., so in the munning I’ll bring it. 
(Sits on edge of cot and prepares to 
go into detail) I got it a special ’scrip- 
tion fomm mine docteh. You take a 
spoon in the munning, and comes 
night time— 

PINKIE (helping hint up). Yeah, 
yeah, but if I don’t get some sleep, 
I’ll need a doctor. Good night! 

MR. G. (good-naturedly). Good 
night. Good night. (Pauses at door 
and turns) So in the munning I’ll 
come. (He exits, pinkie closes the 
door and heaves a sigh of relief.) 

PINKIE. He’s gone. (As teddy ap¬ 
pears from bathroom) It was Mr. G. 

TEDDY. And now I really must go 
home. 

PINKIE. What for? 

teddy (weakly). I—I haven’t had a 
bite of food since morning. 


teddy. All I had at the party was 
some of that cocktail stuff Itchy 
made— 

PINKIE. And on top of that some 
Scotch. Say, what keeps you on your 
feet? (She shrugs her shoulders to 
convey that this drinking bout is 
quite common with her. She then 
extends her hands and smiles.) 

teddy. Well, good night. I certainly 
had a very nice time. 

PINKIE. But you can’t walk to your 
bunk in this weather. You’d never 
find your way alone, and you'd be 
soaked to the skin. It’ll let up soon. 
(He picks up bottle and fills his 
glass.) 

TEDDY. I don’t know what to do. Il 
must be awfully late. (Turns and sees 
PINKIE pouring drink) No more for 
me. (As he raises glass) Don’t you 
think you’ve had enough? 

PINKIE. Don’t worry, I can stand it. 
It don’t bum me. (teddy goes to 
rear window, lifts the flap and stares 
anxiously out.) 

PINKIE. You poor kid. You’re wor* 
ried, aren’t you? (She nods) And it 
ain’t the weather. 

TEDDY (wheeling around). Why, 
what on earth—? 

PINKIE. It’s this guy, Chick. He’s got 
you tied in knots, hasn’t he? Take 
my advice and forget it. He’s strictly 
small-time stuff. These college boys, 
they know fomm nothing. 

TEDDY. Please don’t worry about me. 
As far as Chick’s concerned, I don’t 
even know he exists. 
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PINKIE (going toward her). Sit down, 
young lady. 

TEDDY. Sure. (She is about to take 
the armchair and then stops') Its 
wet! 

PINKIE. O.K., SO we'll dry it. (He 
picks up a striped silk shirt from top 
of dresser and hafids it to her.) 

TEDDY. Not with your shirt! (Fin¬ 
gering material) Is that silkr* 

PINKIE {modestly). Yes, ma'am. Solid 
silk. Feel it. My pajamas, socks—the 
same way. TTiat’s the oney thing I 
wear. {As teddy dries chair) Too 
bad you're nuts about that Chick. 

teddy. I’m not nuts about Chick, 
and I don’t know what you mean by 
too bad. 

PINKIE. I had my eye on you fomm 
the very first time I saw you. 

teddy. Haven't you got me mixed up 
with a girl named Miriam? 

PINKIE. That schmiggeggie! She’s 
strictly hit-and-run stuff! You’re more 
my tj'pe, Teddy. {Surveying her 
slowly) Yes, sir, with a little break¬ 
ing in and the rough edges taken off, 
you'd be a very tasty dish, honey. 

TEDDY {uncomfortably). Honey! An¬ 
other drink and there’s no telling 
what you’ll be calling me. 

PINKIE. You’ve got me wrong. I'm 
not drunk, young lady. I’m leveling 
with you. 

teddy. You’re what with me? 

PINKIE. Sit down. (She sits on edge 
of armchair) I’m stricly right-fomm- 


the-shoulder. No beating around the 
bush. I don’t hand out a line of 
slmoos— not even in business. Me, I 
talk plain turkey. 

TEDDY. I must be stupid or some¬ 
thing, but 1 just don’t get your drift. 

PINKIE. Here we are, the two of us, 
alone in the bunk together. Outside 
it’s pouring with rain. Listen. (He 
pauses. The patter of rain punctu¬ 
ates the silence) What a perfect set¬ 
up! You’re in your pajamas, and it’d 
take me two minutes to get into mine. 
(teddy jumps to her feet and throws 
the wet shirt she has been holding 
at him.) 

TEDDY. You filthy, no-good tramp* 
What do you think I am anyway? 

PINKIE. Sha, sha! Don’t get so ex¬ 
cited. Want the whole camp to hear 
you? (Now takes bantering tone) I 
thought with Chick moving out, I 
could sorta take his place. 

teddy {furiously). I wish he were 
here this minute so that he could 
smash you right in that rotten mouth 
of yours! 

PINKIE. Yep, I bet he would. Just 
like he did a little while ago when he 
was here. 

teddy. So this is how a young busi¬ 
ness man behaves! This is what all 
your traveling on boats and going to 
Paris teaches you! 

PINKIE. You said it, kid! (Turns to 
her) Now' get me straight. I’m not 
gonna keep on begging you. With 
three dames to ewey fella a guy is 
nuts to argue— {As teddy picks up 
his coat) Oh, no, you don’t! That’s 
my coat and I’m particular who wears 
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it. You wanna leave, leave in your 
pajamas. 

TEDDY. I’m getting out of here. 

PINKIE. Good-bye, please, (teddy 
leaves, pinkie removes his shirt, takes 
off his shoes and reaches for his 
pajama top—a gaudy affair with his 
monogram prominently scrolled on it. 
There is a knock; he rises and speaks, 
exasperatedly') Come in, Mr. G. 
(teddy, more frightened than ever, 
enters.') 

TEDDY, It—it’s worse than ever out¬ 
side. I’m scared. 

PINKIE. Wait a minute. Maybe I 
changed my mind. I got pride, too. 

TEDDY. It’s pitch-black outside. Will 
you lend me your flashlight? (/4s he 
hesitates) I promise to return it. 

PINKIE. Now I gotta go hunting flash¬ 
lights! 

TEDDY (moving unsteadily toward 
chair). If it’s too much trouble— 

PINKIE (rummaging through drawer). 
I’ll see if I can find it. 

TEDDY. Don’t bother. 

PINKIE. It’s in this drawer some place 
- -unless some tootsie’s taken it. (With 


a sigh) Ah, I might as well get 
dressed and take you home. 

TEDDY (sifting on arm of chair). No, 
thanks. I’d rather go home with the 
flashlight. 

PINKIE. I never argue with a lady. 
(Digs deeper into drawer and un¬ 
earths the flashlight) Ah, here it is. 
(Gives it to her, gets his pajama 
trousers and exits into hathroojn) 
And now, ladies and gentlemen— 
(In imitation of Ben Bernie) the 
time has come to lend thine ears and 
say, “Au revoir” until the same time 
tomorrow night. Your broadcaster is 
Pincus J. Aaronson who’s had a little 
tough luck tonight trying to do a 
little broadcasting of his own. Nighty- 
night and pleasant drce-ums. (The 
flashlight falls from teddy’s hand. 
PINKIE, in his pajamas, comes from 
bathroom and observes teddy 
slumped in chair) I Icy, I just said, 
“Nighty-night.” Bong, bong, bong! 
(teddy’s head sinks to her chest and 
her hand falls to her side. He rushes 
to her) Aw, fa God's sakes! (He lifts 
her gently and places her frill length 
on cot. He pauses, shakes his head^ 
picks up the blanket and covers her. 
He crosses to turn out light, stops 
and looks hack at the slumbering 
teddy with amused resignation) 1 
shoot more dead pigeons! 
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ACT THREE 

SCENE 7 


TEDDY^s hungalow, the following morning. The room is a shambles. The 
har, piled high with debris, and several tattered lanterns suspended front 
the hooks are forceful reminders of the party. 

FAY, in beach pajatnas, walks slowly from the bathroom wiping her hands 
on a towel. She walks to teddy's empty cot, stares pensively at it, gets her 
watch, consults it and shakes her head, deeply troubled. The door-knob 
rattles and she wheels around to meet Henrietta who enters briskly with 
several letters she has received. 


HENRIETTA. Good iDOming, lazy¬ 
bones. 

fay. Good morning. 

HENRIETTA (^slumping into chair and 
examining her mail'). What’s hap¬ 
pened to everybody? The dining¬ 
room appears like a regular morgue. 
Completely deserted! 

FAY (attempting to be casual). Well, 
Teddy’s having breakfist, isn’t she? 

HENRIETTA. No. And she was al¬ 
ready out when I got up. I guess 
she’s already concluded her break¬ 
fast. 

FAY. Was it yery late when you got 
in last night? 

HENRIETTA. To tell you the honest 
truth, I didn’t even notice the time. 

FAY. I mean, was—was ewebody 
asleep when you got in? 

HENRIETTA. I gUCSS SO. All I knOW 

is that I was so exhausted, 1 barely 


had the strength to take off my 
clothes and— (miriam conies in from 
bathroom and shtiffles toward her cot. 
She is wearing rompers) Lo and be¬ 
hold, the sleeping beauty is up! 

MIRIAM (balefuUy). Is it late? 

FAY. They awready announced 
breakfist. 

MIRIAM (grimaces and gingerly feels 
her head). God, it feels like an ele¬ 
phant is having a baby in my head! 

FAY. You got a hangover, that's all. 

MIRIAM (flopping on bed). That’s 
enough! (There is a knock on the 
door.) 

FAY. Come! (eli enters and looks 
around.) 

ELI, Teddy isn’t here? 

FAY. What is it? 

ELI. I gotta message fa her. 
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ipay. So what’s the message? I’ll give 
it to her. 

ELI. No. This is strictly private. This 
certain party told me to give it oney 
to Teddy. 

fay. What party? 

ELI (hunching his shoulders'). I’m 
not saying. This certain party don’t 
want their name known. She isn’t 
here, huh? 

FAY. She may be in the dining room 
having breakfist. 

ELI (starting for the door). I’m go¬ 
ing over there now, and I'll look. 

HENRIETTA (rising and going toward 
miriam). Wait a minute, Eli. 
Miriam, what your system requires 
is a little nourishment. Why don’t 
you order some breakfast? 

MIRIAM (groaning). I’m sick. I don't 
wanna thing. 

HENRIETTA. But you’ve gotta have 
something. After all, the human body 
is like a machine— 

ELI (crosses to her and yanks her 
sleeve). Anyway, it’s against the rules 
to sen-e breakfist in the bunks un¬ 
less Mr. Tobias says— 

HENRIETTA. You’ll kindly inform Mr. 
Tobias that we’ve got a sick person 
here, and even an invalid has to eat. 
(Solicitously, to miriam) What do 
you ^vish, Miriam? 

MIRIAM, Nothing. 

FAY. You better have a large glass of 
temata juice. 
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HENRIETTA. That’s precisely what a 
dietician would recommend. 

MIRIAM. Oh, O.K. 

ELI. Temata juice—that’s all? 

HENRIETTA. In a Very large glass- 
(As ELI starts to withdraw) Wait, 
Eli, (Turning to miriam) You might 
as well order some eggs while you're 
about it. They don’t charge you 
extra. Go on, Miriam. 

MIRIAM (weakly as she gets into sit-- 
ting -position). Well, maybe I’ll have 
a coupla medium-boiled eggs, and 
some crisp bacon— (This is too much 
for ELI; he whips his pad and pencil 
from pocket and writes) and some 
cawfee and a few pieces Melba 
toast. The Melba toast should be 
very thin. (She sinks hack, ex¬ 
hausted.) 

HENRIETTA. Got that? 

ELI. I got it, but I don’t know if 
you 11 get it. (He leaves, fay con¬ 
tinues packing her hag which she 
has placed on teddy’s cot.) 

p. a. VOICE. Attention, please. At¬ 
tention, please. Last call for break¬ 
fast. Last call for breakfast. Thaaank 
you. 

MIRIAM. Oh, my God! 

FAY. What’sa matter? 

MIRIAM (leaping out of hed). Pinkie! 
He must’ve been up hours ago. 

FAY (feeling her heart). Did you 
gimme a shreck just now! 

MIRIAM. Listen, after w’orking aw- 
most two weeks on Pinkie I’d cer- 
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tainey hate to lose him now. Calces 
into bathroom.^ 

HENRIETTA C^wccping cTumbs from 
bed}. So that's why I could hardly 
sleep last night—pretzels in my bed! 
Such aggravation my class enemies 
should have! Clothing fay's open 
bag} What time are you departing^ 

FAY. I’d planned to take the after¬ 
noon bus. I’ve still got lunch com¬ 
ing to me. 

MIRIAM Crushing out of bathroom}. 
Gosh, I hope nobody's got him dated 
up awready. (She gets into her 
sandals, turning her back on fay to 
do so.} 

FAY (going to closet to get a linen 
suit}. I think I’ll give my suit a little 
air. 

MIRUM (sKddenly aware of the 
amenities}. Farm my back. 

FAY. It's gonna seem funny getting 
into city clothes. I bet I gained— 
(To Miriam) Did you say something 
just now> 

MIRIAM. I just said, “Farm my back.” 

FAY. Oh, surely. (Turning to Henri¬ 
etta) Listen, I wanna go over the 
tip situation with you. 

MIRIAM. I must look like a wi’eck. 
(With a wave of the hand} Oh, the 
hell with it! See you later. (She 
exits.} 

HENRIETTA. What's there to go over? 
You give Clara, the cleaning woman, 
two dollars. Eli gets a dollar, and you 
give Chick five dollars. 

FAY. Five dollars! You must think 
I'm Mrs. J. P. Morgan. 


HENRIETTA. That isn’t so much. I 
figgered a ten-cent tip for each mea( 
would come to four dollars and 
change at the end of two weeks. 
Very well, so you make it an extra 
dollar. 

FAY. I dunno about that. I've been 
mauling it over in my mind, and 
Chick’s attitude lately, specially to 
my girl friend, Teddy— 

HENRIETTA (primping herself ai 
mirror}. I'm merely telling you what 
I’m leaving. After all, tipping is a 
matter of individual preference en 
tirely optional with the patron. 
(Fixes her hat and looks at her watch) 
Say, you’re gonna miss your break¬ 
fast. 

FAY. I think I'll leave Teddy a note. 

(HENRIETTA exits. FAY finds pencil 
and paper and starts writing a note.} 

p. A. VOICE. Attention please. Aaron 
Berliner, go to your bunk, your wife 
is waiting. Aaron Berliner, go to your 
bunk, your wife is waiting. Thaaank 
you. (fay sits on bed writing. She 
is interrupted by a knock on the 
door.} 

FAY. Come! 

(pinkie enters. He wears a bright, 
silk shirt, flannel trousers and gray 
suede shoes. He carries teddy's pa- 
jamas in a rolled bundle.} 

FAY. Oh, hello, Pinkie. Funny you 
din run into her. 

PINKIE. Run into who^ 

FAY. Miriam. Why, she left just two 
seconds— 

PINKIE. I’ve come here about 7 eddy. 
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fay C^ervously, as she rises'). Oh, 
Teddy. Shell be back in a minute. 
She— she went out fa a walk and 
she— 
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day awready, and who do you sup 
pose is on the other cot, fast asleep—? 

FAY. Teddy! 


pinkie. Look. Don’t kid me, see? 
This is serious. 

fay (noticing the ■pajamas). \Miy, 
they’re—they’re Teddy’s pajamas! 
Wadde you doing with her pajamas? 
(Angrily) See here. Pinkie Aaron- 
son, if this is some dirty trick you’re 
playing on my girl friend, lemme tell 
you I think it’s a rotten shame—! 

PINKIE. Will you kindly button that 
lip and lemme talk? 


PINKIE. So I wake her up and she gets 
scared stiff. Here she is, on the men’s 
side, with nothing on but her pa¬ 
jamas. Right away she starts yelping 
about her reputation. (Placing hand 
on hip and tossing his head) “Sup¬ 
pose somebody finds me in your bunk 
so early,” she says. “They’ll put two 
and two together.” “O.K.,” I says, 
“so stay here till the fellas go in fa 
breakfist, then you can sneak out,” 
I says, “and beat it over to the girls’ 
side.” ^ 


FAY. What’d you do to her? Where 
is she? Please, Pinkie. It’s aw right 
to tell me. I’m her friend. 

PINKIE. I’ll be glad to tell you if 
you’ll oney pipe down. (He tosses 
pajamas on cot.) 


FAY. A very good idear! 

PINKIE. “Oh, no!” says your friend, 
Miss Teddy. “Chick saw me here 
last night and if I don't get back to 
the table fa breakfist he’ll know J 
slept here.” 


FAY. O.K. I’m piped down. So what 
happened? 


PINKIE. She comes to my bunk last 
night and chews my ear off asting me 
all about Paris. So it starts in to rain. 
Pretty soon Chick comes over and 
bawls her out fa being in my bunk. 


FAY. I wish some people would learn 
to mind their own business. 


FAY. Again that Chick! 

PINKIE. Well, so she climbs into some 
of my things, and as soon as the coast 
is clear she jumps right off my porch 
and into the lake. Steve Brody, the 
second! 

FAY (in alarm). Must be at lease 
halfa mile fomm your bunk to the 
float. My God, that takes years to 
swim! 


PINKIE. Well, he leaves and I see it's 
oney a lover’s quarrel. So I says, 
“Nighty-night. I’m hitting the hay so 
you better go back to your bunk.” 
Then Teddy says to me, “It’s pour¬ 
ing.” Would I mind if she stays till 
the rain lets up. “Go ahead,” I says. 
I’m a dead herring. I’m hitting 
the hay.” Well, sir, I hit the hay, and 
i wake up, and there it is—the next 


PINKIE. I tried to stop her. I says to 
her, “Teddy, that’s foolish—” 

FAY (hysterically). Suppose she 
catches a terrible cramp in her foot 
or something! Suppose—suppose she 
drowns, God fabbid! 

PINKIE. Suppose you pipe down! 
Teddy’s aw right. The damn fool is 
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sitting out there on the float. 

FAY starts for door^ Wherere you 
going? 

FAY. To the lake. If there’s iv> sign 
of her ril get Hal and some life¬ 
guards to go out in a boat— 

PINKIE. Wait a minute. I’ll go with 
you, but get this straight. You don’t 
get me into any trouble, see. I’m not 
to blame for this. I kept asting her— 
(The rattle of dishes is heard and 
ouiCK appears in doorway with a tray 
of breakfast dishes.') 

FAY C^rushing him aside). Excuse 


PINKIE. I had the sneaking feeling 
you were kinda sore. 

CHICK. You see, Pinkie, I can’t be 
like you when it comes to girls. You 
can take them in your stride, and 
you’d Ve been tactful- But that is un¬ 
usual with me, and I get out of my 
element. 

PINKIE (the Don )uan). You ought 
never to let them know where they 
stand. 

CHICK. Sure. You’ve had lots and lots 
of experience with them. 


me. 

CHICK (^shouting after her). Where’s 
Miriam? 

PINKIE. She’ll be back in a minute. 
I’m waiting for her. (chick comes 
into room and places tray on bar. He 
stares at pinkie and shifts awkwardly 
from side to side.) 

CHICK. I—I’m sorry about last night, 
Pinkie. I guess you think I acted 
pretty strangely. 


pinkie. You never can have too much 
is what I awways say. 

CHICK. You see, I happen to be very 
fond of Miss Teddy Stern. And when 
I heard she went to your bunk I was 
so-so furious, my first impulse was 
to do something desperate. (Pe/Iec- 
tively) I suppose you call it jealousy. 
Then I started blaming you. “That 
Pinkie rat!’’ I said to myseif. 

PINKIE. Lucky you din say it to me. 


PINKIE. \ou were doing aw right. 

CHICK. I realize now I had no busi¬ 
ness breaking into your place like a 
wild man. I don’t know why you 
didn’t haul off and take a sock at me. 

pinkie Csmiling). What for? I was 
having too good a time listening to 
you. 

CHICK. I was listening, too. I could 
hear myself shouting at her, saying 
mean and nasty things. And all the 
time I u’as hating myself for saying 
them. Yet I-I just couldn’t help it. 
(Lowering head in shame) I 
haved like some neurotic 


CHICK. All right, but you know you’ve 
got a pretty bad reputation witli girls. 
And when I ran out of here last 
night I kept thinking all kinds of 
terrible things. My mind was like one 
of those old-fashioned movies. I had 
visions of Teddy struggling with you 
—and you Struggling with Teddv. I 
ran through the rain hoping I'd get 
to your bunk in time to— 

PINKIE (sharply). To what? 

CHICK (lamely). Well, to-to break 
things up. 

PINKIE. Too bad we disappointed 
you 



HAVING WONDERFUL TIME*' 737 


CHICK. I saw enough there to make 
me boil. There she was, wearing pa¬ 
jamas, in another fella s bungalow, 
after midnight, and she's drinking 
Scotch and feeling very much at 
home! When I saw that I almost 
wished there had been something to 
break up! 

PINKIE Qfaternally'). Lemme take a 
load ofF your mind, Chick. I’m not 
innerested in your Teddy, and the 
oney reason she was in my bunk was 
to bum you up. Sure enough, she did. 
So when she saw how you took it she 
starts in to cry. So I let her cry and 
then I walked her back here. (Starts 
walking away from him and stops') 
I guess you din come back here, dijja? 

CHICK. No, 

PINKIE Cqtiickly restiyning). So I 
says— (He picks up teddy’s pajamas 
and addresses them) “Here you are. 
Now sit tight,” I says, "and if Chick 
really likes you he’ll come to you and 
say so.” (Turning to him, benevo¬ 
lently) Now, young fella, insteada 
chewing my ear off about what a sap 
you was last night, suppose you go 
tell it to Teddy. I gotta go and get 
me some more experience with girls. 

CHICK (smiling). Thanks, Pinkie. 
And look, I wanna take back every'- 
thing I thought about you. (fay, 
wild-eyed, comes tearing in.) 

FAY. There’s not a sign of anybody 
on the lake. Pinkie, weVe got to do 
something. We’ve got to see Mr. To¬ 
bias and tell him Teddy’s drowned— 

CHICK. Teddy’s what^ What’re you 
talking about? 

FAY (furiously). You’re the real cause 
tjf this! If Teddy’s drowmed it’s be¬ 


cause she hadda swim jJI the way 
back fomm Pinkie’s bunk so that you 
wouldn’t know where she spent the 
night! 

PINKIE. Shut up, you dumb cluck! 

FAY (tearfully as she sits on teddy’s 
cot). Oh, my poor Teddy! God oney 
knows what’s happened to you! 

PINKIE. Will you pull yesself to 
gether and stop acting like a hvster 
ical yenteh! 

CHICK. You must’ve gotten a lott^ 
satisfaction outta me making a fool 
of myself. Of all the cheap, tin-horn 
tricks— (He hinges at pinkie who 
grabs his arm.) 

pinkie. Hey, before I split you in 
two, you oughta know this. Youi 
girl friend’s just as pure— (The door 
opens and the bedraggled teddV 
comes stumbling in, her hair stringy 
and dripping. Her shorts are much 
too large for her, and the improvised 
halter just manages to serve its pur¬ 
pose.) 

TEDDY. Thank God, I’m here— 

FAY. Teddy, dolling, where’ve you 
been? You had me scared to death. 
(Embracing her) Honestly, I thought 
—Say, you’re wet! 

TEDDY. Get me a towel. 

chick (icily, as he tries to leave). 
Would you be so kind as to step 
aside? I feel superfluous being in this 
room. 

(teddy stores at him in amazement 
as he exits.) 

FAY. How’d you get here? I looked at 
the lake and you weren’t there. You 
ast Pinkie what I din go through the 
last few minutes. 



the matter with Chick? 

PINKIE. This bright hunk girl here 
just told your boy friend where you 
slept last night. 

TEDDY. Fay, you didn’t! 

FAY (_a‘pologetica\ly'), Well, Teddy, 1 
din hear fomm you a whole morn¬ 
ing and I thought surely you were 
drowned or something and nachelly 
I started in blaming Chick. So it 
slipped out and— 

TEDDY (_cro$sing to get into her s/ip- 
pers). TTiere are times when you can 
be an awful fool. Fay! 

FAY. That’s the thanks I get fa go¬ 
ing crazy with worry over you! Gee 
whiz! 

PINKIE. I—I brought you your pa¬ 
jamas. Listen, young lady, if you ever 
visit me again, God fabbid, will you 
please bring a rowboat with you? It’ll 
save wear and tear on the nerves. 

TEDDY (mO'pping herself with towel'). 
After I go to all that trouble so that 
Chick won’t know— 

PINKIE. Yeah, and what about me? 
I turn into a boy scout and tell him 
fairy stories about how you left my 
place last night crying tears over him. 
And he believed it! But schmiggeggie 
here hadda take her thumb out of her 
mouth and talk! 

PAY. You leave me alone! 

TEDDY ^heading for bathroom). I’ve 
got to get to Chick right away. I’ve 
^ot to tell him he’s mistaken and I’m 
not what he thinks. (I« response to 
knock) Come! (eli enters, teddy 


about to hurry on.) 

FAY. Oh, he’s got a message fa you, 
Teddy. 

ELI. He says he’s tired of waiting and 
you should meet him fa breakfist 

TEDDY. Who? 

ELI. This certain party who’s been 
waiting fa you. 

TEDDY. Well, who is it? 

ELI. The first time it was a surprise, 
but now he says to tell you Sam Rap- 
paport here. 

TEDDY (^stunned). Sam Rappaport! 

ELI. Uh, huh! He’s unpacked his 
stuff and he’s ready fa breakfist. 

TEDDY (^sinking slowly to cot). Oh, 
my God! 

PINKIE Qto fay). Who is this guy? 

FAY. The fella she’s been engaged to. 
(^Falling into chair) Well, waddeya 
know? Sam is here! 

(pinkie looks front the stricken 
TEDDY to the dumbfounded fay. HU 
features break into a broad grin. He, 
too, sits down and stretches his legs.) 

ELI. So what'll I tell him? 

FAY. She’ll be there soon. 

TEDDY. Wait a minute, Eli. Tell Sam 
Rappaport to read the little booklet 
while he’s waiting. “Here at Camp 
Kare-Free, dull care and trouble 
quickly vanish— (Her voice break¬ 
ing) ’neath Nature’s magic spell.” 
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ACT THREE 


SCENE II 


The DxnmgEc^m. There are only slight changes in the setting of the dining 

room: one of the smaller tables has been removed, and a vaster announcing 

aquattc sports xmth prizes as the bait replaces the basketball announcement. 

MR. and MRS. c. are at their table. The latter is digging industriously into 

her grapefruit, gutting the yellow shell which she soon picks up to drain 

the ]Uice into her spoon. The garrulous mr. g. is chatting with schmutz, 

who IS serving them. There is a steady stream of waiters moving in and out 
of kitchen. 


MU. G. And when Mr. G. makes a 
promise, let me tell you is a promise! 
So I’m bringing to Pinkie the special 
meditzin should go away his cold, and 
I'm wTakking to his bungalow, and 
what I see on his puttch I'm not be¬ 
lieving mine eyes! Is coming out a girl 
—quick, in a hurry-like. Qilsing the 
water glass to illustrate') Look. This 
is Pinkie's puttch, and I’m stending 
like here— (He places his coffee cup 
near him. During the latter part of 
his recital Charlie comes on escort¬ 
ing SAM RAPPAPORT, a prosaic-look- 
ing man with accordion^leated fea¬ 
tures. A dull sports suit hangs wearily 
from his thin body. He wears pen¬ 
cils and pens clipped to his pocket, 
proudly, like medals. Several news¬ 
papers and a magazine serve to 
anchor his coat, mrs. g. and 
SCHMUTZ turn to stare, mr. g., de¬ 
serted by his audience, is forced to 
examine the newcomer.) 

CHARLIE. Right this way. (To hi, 
who comes out of kitchen) Oney 
cawfFee— 


HI. and rolls for the late-comers, 

(cHARLiE glares at the disappearing 

HI and then directs his attention to 
SAM.) 

CHARLIE. Take a seat anywhere. This 
is Mr. and Mrs. Gottlieb. 

MR. G. Plain Mr. G. call me. 

CHARLIE. And this is— (Severely, to 
SCHMUTZ who is bringing coffee to 

MRS. G.) What're you doing at thesr 
tables? 

SCHMUTZ. Relieving Chick. Miriam 
is sick, and he’s bringing her break- 
fist. 

CHARLIE. Who gave him permis¬ 
sion? 

MR. G. (anxious to resume). So like 
I’m saying— 

CHARLIE. I wanna have a serious talk 
with that young fella. (To sam, be¬ 
fore he exits) Oh. your waiter is 
Schmutz. 



740 ARTHUR KOBER 

4 « 

6CHMUT2. I-I din catch your name. schmutz. Who is she? 


SAM. Rappaport. Sam Rappaport. 

SCHMUTZ. Hi ya, Sam. What'cha 
having fa breaknst? 

SAM. I ain’t so hungry. Just bring me 
some cawffee with a roll. 

MR. G. Nm, so I’m standing like here— 

MRS. G. (to sam). You came here 
lest night? 

SAM. No. TTiis morning I came. I 
drove up. 

MRS G. In a machine? 


MR. G. Never mind. You know who 
she is awready. C^jfologetically, to 
sam) Excuse me, please. I’m not say¬ 
ing the name ’cause maybe you^ll 
see her and it wouldn’t look so nice. 
Nu, so I say to myself, “Mr. G., why 
is jumping this girl fomm puttch in 
the first place, and in the second 
place, what business she got in 
Pinkie's bungalow so early? Aha!” 
I say to myself. “Remember lest night, 
Mr. G., you was tukking to Pinkie? 
Was there on table a bottle shnopps? 
Nu, so was there by him in bunga¬ 
low a guest—this girl, and she was 
staying there, the two of them to- 



SAM. In my own car. 

MRS. G. Say, that’s some long ride. 

SAM. I wouldn’t’ve minded so much, 
but my radio hadda go dead on me. 
(schmutz places coffee and a basket 
of rolls in front of sam. mr. g., his 
audience before him, quickly re- 
nimes.') 

MR. G. So listen. I’m stending here— 
^Turning to sam who is breaking 
roll in half and dunking it into 
coffee) I’m just now telling a story 
IS something funny heppening this 
munning. So like I say> I’m looking 
on Pinkie’s puttch— (Parenthetically, 
to sam) Pinkie is here in camp a 
fella. And I see this girl, and she’s 
coming fomm the bungalow, and 
right away quick she’s jumping in 
lake. (Plunges his finger into water 
glass to illustrate,) 

SCHMUTZ. Dijja see her face? 


MRS. G. (rushing to the defense of her 
sex). You know she was there a 
whole night! You was maybe under 
the bed. (Scornfully, turning to 
schmutz) He knows positively was 
there the two together! 

MR. G. (witheringly). Excuse me. I 
know netting. Eweything oney you 
know! Mrs. Smott-like-anything! 

MRS. G. I know you shouldn’t tukk 
fomm such things. Maybe it was 
Pinkie's fault—not the goil’s! 

MR. G. I’m saying something fomm 
the girl? I’m telling her name? I’m 
just saying was a young lady coming 
from Pinkie’s place, and she was there 
a whole night. That’s all. (Re 
rises, mrs. g. also pushes chair hack 
and gets to her feet.) 

SCHMUTZ. Why dincha say some¬ 
thing to her? 


MR. G. A question! Uf cuss I see the mh. g. I said something to her, 1 gave 
^3ce! out a scrimm, “Teddy!” (There is a 
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violent reaction from mrs. g.) But 
she din hear, 

(sAM slowly lowers his saturated 
roll) 

MRS. G. Mr. Dope! You’re not saying 
the name, hah? 

MR. G. It—it slipt out by me. 

MRS. G. Why you don't advettice it in 
noocepapers? {Exits slowly left fol¬ 
lowed out by MR. G.) Why you don’t 
make a spitch bime radio should the 
whole woild know Teddy Stem was 
in Pinkie's bungalow a whole night? 
(sAM freezes, unable to dig into his 
roll. SCHMUTZ, marveling at the 
news, turns to him.') 

SCHMUTZ. Gee, does that Pinkie 
knock ’em over! You don’t know this 
dame, but to look at her you’d think 
she was sweet Miss Innocence her¬ 
self. Still, you never can tell! (He 
picks up tray and enters kitchen, fay 
comes on from porch, sights sam, 
turns in door to grab teddy’s wrist, 
and escorts her in.) 

FAY. Sam Rappaport, where in the 
world did you spring fomm? 

TEDDY (nervously). Hello, Sam. I—I 
didn’t expect to see you here. 

SAM (his voice in his shoes). Hello, 
Tessie. 

SCHMUTZ (coming in from kitchen). 
Oney cawffee and rolls fa the late¬ 
comers. 

TEDDY. That's all right. I don’t want 
anything else. (She moves up to fay 
and speaks in a whisper) Why is 
SCHMUTZ waiting on the table? 

Where’s Chick? 

FAY. Hodda I know? 


TEDDY. Uh, huh! 

SAM. Well, Tessie, your mama told 
me to come up here as a supprise. 
And lemme tell you something. I’m 
the party getting the supprise. What 
I din just hear about you! (Stares at 
her and shakes his head) Tchk, tchk, 
tchk! 

TEDDY. What’d you hear? 

FAY (raising her hand). Whatever it 
is, it’s not true, and I’m a witness. 

SAM. An elderly-looking man—he re¬ 
minded me of Schlepperman on the 
radio—he had on a gold tooth and sat 
over there— 

FAY (trading glances with the un¬ 
happy teddy). That Mr. G.! 

SAM (querulously, as he rises). Wlio 
is this Pinkie-Schminkie fella who’s 
turned you into—into something 
wild? 

teddy. I don’t know what you’re talk¬ 
ing about, Sam. 

fay. It’s Greek to me, too. 

SAM. You think it’s nice to sit at the 
table eating a piece roll and cawffee, 
and alluva sudden there’s people talk¬ 
ing about you? (Slumping into chair) 

I can still feel a piece roll choking 
me, like a lump lead. 

p. A. VOICE. Attention, Fay Fromkin. 
Attention, Fay Fromkin. 

FAY (leaping to her feet). My God- 
that’s me! 

p. A. VOICE. Report to the awfice. It’s 
about some letters. 
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FAY. I bet I forgot to put on stamps 
like a dope. 

p. A. VOICE. It's about some letters. 
Thaaank you. 

FAY (a 'parting admonition to teddy). 
Don’t let him put anything over on 
you till I get back. (She rushes off. 
HI and chick’s voice can he heard 
coming from kitchen. The door opens 
and HI comes out carrying bread 
basket. He almost collides with 
CHARLIE who cowes on from left.') 

HI. Say, Charlie, what's the matter 
with Chick? 

CHARLIE. Huh? 

hi (pointing to kitchen'). Go look. 
(CHARLIE brushes him aside and hur¬ 
ries into kitchen, teddy, who has 
heard this, rises and takes a step to¬ 
ward kitchen, hi exits.) 

SAM (brooding, his head on hand). 
1 felt you acted kinda hasty about 
that engagement proposition, Tessie, 
so I went and had a long talk with 
your mama. I promised her I’d drive 
up here and stay a week. Maybe you 
and me, we still could get together on 
our deal— (charlib and chick can 
he heard in an argument, teddy 
stands at kitchen door listening) our 
engagement. But I dunno. (The 
determined sam now rises) I’m a 
business man, Tessie. With me my 
merchandise must be in A-i condition 
or else no sale. 

teddy. That's fine. 

SAM. The same is true with this mar¬ 
riage business. So what happens? I 
come here, and this elderly party tells 
me my goods ain’t like in the invoicel 


TEDDY (about to enter kitchen). Ex¬ 
cuse me, Sam. 

SAM. He’ll bring you vour breakfistl 
(Taking her arm ana bringing her 
fonvard) Let's get out of here. 

TEDDY. Sam, I’ve got to see someone. 

SAM. Frankly, Tessie, I don’t like 
this camp. It’s no place fa a young 
girl. (Generously) I’ll forget what 
I heard— (He is interrupted by the 
entrance of charlib and chick front 
kitchen. Latter is in city clothes and 
carries a suitcase which he brings to 
table near stand. He opens it and 
starts packing law hooks, baseball 
glove, etc., which he takes from the 
shelves of servi«g stand near kitchen 
door.) 

CHARLIE. You can't do this on a Satur¬ 
day with the week-end so heavy. If 
you wanna quit, wait till Monday at 
least. 

CHICK. I don't wanna wait. I'm leav¬ 
ing now. 

CHARLIE. What's the great rush, fa 
God s sakes, that you can't remain a 
coupla extra days? 

(teddy has crossed toward the two. 
SAM watches her reactions with grow- 
ing interest.) 

CHICK. It's imperative that I’m on that 
morning bus and outta here as 
quickly as possible. 

CHARLIE. You know what this means, 
don’tcha? Abe Tobias will keep every 
nickel you made in tips. 

teddy. Wait a minute. He earned 
those tips. He’s got. to have them! 
(To chick) You were counting on 
that money. What don't—? 
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CHICK. Will you please keep outta 
my affairs? 

s'AM (mflfeiwg a great discovery'). So 
this is that so-called Pinkie! 

SCHMUTZ ^entering from left and 
heading for kitchen). No, that’s 
Chick! 

(This is too much for sajm, who 
shakes his head, bewildered.) 

CHICK Oo TEDDY, 'pausing in his 
packing). I’m free, white and tvA'enty- 
one, and able to make my own deci¬ 
sions. 

SAM. The waiter’s right, Tessie. 


TEDDY. He’s no friend of mine! 

CHICK. Pardon me. Friend doesn’t 
quite express what he is to you, does 
it? Well, to me he’s nothing but a rot¬ 
ten, low-down, contemptible chaser! 

TEDDY (quietly, as she studies her 
shoes). He’s worse than a chaser. 

CHICK. A flashy, blow-mouth sport, 
that s what he is! A rat of the low¬ 
est order! 

TEDDY. Even worse than that. (Look- 
ing up) You should’ve heard the 
things he said about you last night. 


CHARLIE. We'll see what Abe Tobias 
has to say about this! (Enters 
kitchen.) 

SAM (through this). Tessie, we’re 
leaving! You finish your breakfist, 
and ril be back as soon as I pack my 
things. (Ominottsly) But we're gon¬ 
na have a very long talk on the way 
home! (Exits.) 

TEDDY (fls CHICK snaps his suitcase 
shut). Look. If you’ll be calm for 
only two seconds I’d like to explain 
something to you. 

CHICK. You owe me no explanation 
whatsoever! 

TEDDY. I know why you’re leaving, 
Chick, and I give you my word you’re 
jumping at the ivrong conclusions. 

CHICK. Oh, am I? Well, let me in¬ 
form you that I was ready to apologize 
to you this morning for what I said 
and the way I acted. In fact, I made 
a humiliating spectacle of myself by 
telling your dear and charming 
friend— 


CHICK. And I suppose you agreed 
with him! 

TEDDY. I did nothing of the kind! I 
give you my word, Chick—may I 
never leave this room again if— 

CHICK. Please! You’re under no ob¬ 
ligations to me. What you do is your 
own responsibility. (Bridling) But 
what gets me is how you, a girl who 
likes fine things, could fall for a 
cheap, petty chaser who’d go after 
anything in skirts—but anything! 

TEDDY. I didn't fall for him! 

(A group of campers gather outside 
window attracted by the raised 'voices. 
Several others come from dining 
room, napkin in hand, and stand lis‘ 
tening.) 

CHICK (the lawyer cross-questionings 
the defendant). Is a certain statement 
concerning your whereabouts true? 

TEDDY. That type is the last one in- 
the world I’d— 

CHICK. Don’t evade the issue! Is a 
certain statement true? 



744 


ARTHUR KOBER 


TEDDY. This is what happened. 


Chick. J went— 

CHICK C^mrelentingly^. Answer my 
question. Yes or no? 

TEDDY. Yes! Yes! But— 

CHICK. Yes, she says! 

SCHMUTZ ^coming on front kitchen 
and crossing stage). You’ve oney got 
five minutes to make that bus. 

CHICK (picking up hag). I’ll make it, 

TEDDY. But Chick, you’ve got to lis¬ 
ten to me. I—I don’t even know your 
address in New York. I— 

CHICK (scornfully). I admit I haven’t 
got your Mr. Pinkie’s material means. 
But, as I pointed out, we’ve known 
each other virtually six months! And 
yet you let a relationship like ours 
go to hell for a hat salesman with a 
pocketful of pennies! 

TEDDY (seething). You finished, Mr. 


you this how much money means to 
me! I was in that bunk, thinking and 
thinking, and I kept wishing I could 
get away and see you, and talk to 
you, and tell you how sorry I was be¬ 
cause I behaved so silly on Eagle 
Rock, I was going to ask you to marry 
me, money or no money, ’cause I had 
a job, and I’d be willing to go on 
working just to support you. But I 
wasn't willing to wait a whole year 
for Sam—and he earns a very nice 
living. And the reason I wouldn’t 
wait, in spite of my mother's beg¬ 
ging me and begging me, was that 
way down deep in my heart I didn’t 
love Sam. (Her voice breaking) But 
for you. I’d work my fingers to the 
bone. So that’s how much money 
means to me, Chick Kessler! (Tear- 
fully) And now, please do me a favor, 
and go to hell! (teddy goes to chair 
and weeps into her arms. There are 
ad lib comments from the spectators. 
CHICK turns and sees them for the 
first time.) 

CHICK. I hope you’re having a good 
time! 


Kessler? 

SCHMUTZ (crossing room). Haven’t 
much time, Chick. 

CHICK. All right. (Surveys TEDDY 
and sadly shakes his head) I once 
had respect for you. But now, now 
all I’ve got left is contempt. (He 
starts to go. She grabs his arm and 
wheels him around.) 

TEDDY. I’ve stood just about enough 
of your insults. Now I’m going to tell 
you something. Nothing happened 
between me and that Pinkie—not one 
single, solitary thing, I couldn’t leave 
his bunk because it was pouring, and 
he wouldn’t even give me his coat 
to put over my pajamas. But I’ll tell 


(scHMUTZ comes from the kitchen 
and shoos them off with his towel.) 

SCHMUTZ. Come on, give ’em a break, 
why don’tcha? 


BARNEY (coming from dining room, 
to group at entrance). What is this, a 
public meeting place or something? 
Break it up! Come on—out we go. 
(The campers slowly dissolve, chick 
stares helplessly at the weeping 

TEDDY.) 


chick. Aw, Teddy—Teddy, baby, i 
can't stand it when you cry. (She 
checks her tears) I didn’t mean it, 
darling. I sw'ear I didn’t mean it. t 
was so jealous, I didn’t know what 1 
was saying. 
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SCHMUTZ (again crossing staged. 
Well, there goes the bus! 

teddy. Honestly, Chick, nothing 
happened. I just didn’t wanna catch 
pneumonia, that’s all. 

CHICK. I know, baby. I could tear my 
tongue out for saying such mean 
things. 

teddy. I didn’t mean them either—all 
except our getting married. Oh, I 
meant that all right. (Glancing shyly 
at him') Provided you still love me. 

CHICK. I do. I do. But— 

TEDDY. But what^ 

CHICK. I can't have you support me, 
Teddy. You know that’s impossible. 

TEDDY. But why? There’re so many 
girls doing it these days--girls who 
make far less than I do. 

CHICK. But it’s not right. I’ve no job. 
Who knows how long it’ll last? 
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TEDDY (again nodding). Yes— (As 
she turns au?ay) and I’m not thinking 
of the two weeks’ free honeymoon 
next year either! 

CHICK (after kissing her). I’ll tell you 
what. As soon as I clean up here we’ll 
go to Eagle Rock and talk it over. 

TEDDY. All right, (chick starts clear- 
ing dishes from table, teddy 'picks 
up law hook he has left there and eyes 
it in admiration. She riffles several 
pages and says, "A law hook!’' 
Tobias’s voice is heard coming from 
dining room.) 

TOBIAS. Let him carry his own grips 
to the train, nobody should give him 
a lift to the station. Hear me, Char¬ 
lie? We’ll see how far that Chick— 
(Enters, followed, as usual, hy 
CHARLIE. He sights CHICK, and 

scowls) So, Kessler, alluva sudden 
you’re going away, huh! No excuse, 
no notice—nothing! Just plain, “I 
quit!" and "Good-bye!" 

CHICK. It’s a mistake, Mr. Tobias. 
(Grinning) I’m not leaving. 


TEDDY. Look, Chick. (Turns in chair 
toward him) I know you’ll say its 
awfully dopey, but I figger this way. 
If there was a war, the men would 
go to the front and the women would 
stay behind and take care of their 
homes and children while the hus¬ 
bands were out there fighting. (Ris¬ 
ing) Well, it’s almost like a war now, 
isn’t it? With so 
for jobs! 

CHICK. Oh, you darling! (Takes her 
in his arms) You’d hang onto a job 
you hate, for God knows how long, 
just to marry me? (She nods) You’d 
really do it. wouldn’t you? 


many people fighting 


TEDDY (rushing into chick’s out' 
stretched arms). He’s my intended! 
(tobias watches them in embrace 
and then turns to charlie.) 

TOBIAS (irritably). Listen, Charlie, 
why do you pick so much on Chick—? 
(eli comes ont of kitchen carrying 
pail and mop. He starts piling the 
chairs on table preparatory to clean¬ 
ing the dining room when he sees 
TEDDY in chick’s arms. He sup- 
presses a yawn and turns away. Such 
sights are not uncommon at camp. 
MR. TOBIAS, on the other hand, beams 
with delight at the embraced lovers. 
He is already planning an announce' 
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ment for the hulletin hoard: "/«st as 
advertised in the little booklet, abb 
TOBIAS, pro-prietor of Camp Kare- 
free, takes pleasure in giving miss 

TEDDY STERN and MR. CHICK KESSLER 

two weeks' free vacation next sea¬ 
son being as they met each other at 
camp and are now hereby engaged. 
Two weeks* free vacation with posi¬ 


tively no charger MR. Tobias’s grin 
broadens. *'Say/’ he muses, ‘"ikeyre 
the first couple this season so it won’t 
kill me if 1 throw in free transporta¬ 
tion—both ways!'*^ 

CBut this has nothing to do with the 
fact that the final curtain has already 
fallen.') 
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ACT ONE 


No curtain. 

No scenery. 

The audience, arriving, sees an empty stage in half-light. 

Presently the stage manager, hat on and pipe in mouth, enters and be¬ 
gins placing a table and several chairs downstage left, and a table and chairs 

downstage right. 

'"Left*' and ""right" are from the point of view of the actor facing the audi¬ 
ence. "'Up" is toward the hack wall. 

As the house lights go down he has finished setting the stage and leaning 
against the right proscenium pillar watches the late arrivals in the audience. 
When the auditorium is in complete darkness he speaks: 


STAGE MANAGER. This play is called 
"Our Town.” It was written by 
Thornton Wilder; produced and di¬ 
rected by A .... [or: produced by 
A ; directed by B ....]. In it 
you will see Miss C . . , . ; Miss 
D . . . . ; Miss E . . . . ; and Mr. 
F ... .; Mr. G .. . .; Mr, H . ...; 
and many others. The name of the 
town is Grovers Comers, New 
Hampshire,—'just across the Massa¬ 
chusetts line: longitude 42 degrees 
40 minutes; latitude 70 degrees 37 
minutes. The First Act shows a day 
in our town. The day is May 7, 1901. 
The time is just before dawn, (A 
rooster aows.') The sky is begin¬ 
ning to show some streaks of light 
over in the East there, behind our 
mountain. The morning star always 
ets wonderful bright the minute 
efore it has to go. (He stares at it 
for a moment, then goes upstage.') 
Well, rd better show you how our 
town lies. Up here— (That is: pa¬ 
rallel with the back wall) is Main 
Street. Way back there is the rail¬ 
way station; tracks go that way. Po¬ 
lish Townes across the tracks and 


some Canuck families. (Toward 
the left) Over there is the Congre¬ 
gational Church; across the streets 
the Presbyterian. Methodist and Uni¬ 
tarian are over there. Baptist is 
down in the holla’ by the river. 
Catholic Church is over beyond the 
tracks. Here’s the Town Hall and 
Post Office combined; jail’s in the 
basement. Bryan once made a speech 
from these steps here. Along here’s 
a row of stores. Hitching-posts and 
horse blocks in front of them. First 
automobile’s going to come along in 
about five years,—belonged to Banko 
Cartwright, our richest citizen . . . 
lives in the big white house up on 
the hill. Here’s the grocery store and 
here’s Mr. Morgan’s drugstore. 
Most everybody in town manages 
to look into those two stores once a 
day. Public School’s over yonder. 
High School’s still farther over. 
Quarter of nine mornings, noon¬ 
times, and three o’clock afternoons, 
the hull town can hear the yelling 
and screaming from those school- 
yards. (He approaches the table and 
chairs downstage right) Tliis is cur 
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doctor’s house,—Doc Gibbs. This is 
the back door. (Two arched trel¬ 
lises are -pushed out, one hy each 
proscenium pillar.') There's some 
scenery for those who think they 
have to have scenery. There’s a gar¬ 
den here. Corn . , . peas . . . beans 
. . . hollyhocks . . . heliotrope . . . 
and a lot of burdock. (Crosses the 
stage) In those days our newspaper 
come out twice a week,—The Gro¬ 
ver’s Corners Sentinel, this is 
Editor Webb's house. And this is 
Mrs. Webb’s garden. Just like Mrs. 
Gibbs’s, only it’s got a lot of sunflow¬ 
ers, too. Right here,—big butternut 
tree. (He returns to his place by the 
right proscenium pillar and looks at 
the audience for a inunite.) Nice 
town, y’know what I mean? Nobody 
very remarkable ever come out of it, 

—s'far as we know. The earliest 
tombstones in the cemetery up there 
on the mountain say 1670-1680— 
they’re Grovers and Cartwrights and 
Gibbses and Herseys—same names 
as are around here now. Well, as I 
said: it’s about dawn. The only lights 
on in town are in a cottage over by the 
tracks where a Polish mother’s just 
had twins. And in the Joe Crowell 
house, where Joe Junior’s getting up 
so as to deliver the paper. And in 
the depot, where Shorty Hawkins is 
gettin’ ready to flag the 5:45 for 
Boston. (A train whistle is heard. 
The STAGE MANAGER takes out his 
watch and nods) Naturally, out in 
the country—all around—they’ve 
been lights on for some time, what 
with milkin’s and so on. But town 
cople sleep late. So—another day’s 
egun. There’s Doc Gibbs cornin’ 
down Main Street now, cornin’ back 
from that baby case. And here’s his 
wife cornin’ downstairs to get break¬ 
fast. Doc Gibbs died in 1930. The 
new hospital’s named after him. Mrs. 
Gibbs died first—long time ago in 
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fact. She went out to visit her 
daughter, Rebecca, who married an 
insurance man in Canton, Ohio, and 
died there—pneumonia—but her body 
was brought back here. She's up in 
the cemetery there now—in with a 
whole mess of Gibbses and Herseys— 
she was Julia Hersey ’fore she mar¬ 
ried Doc Gibbs in the Congregational 
Church over there. In our town we 
like to know the facts about every¬ 
body.—That's Doc Gibbs. And there 
comes Joe Crowell, Jr., delivering Mr. 
Webb’s Sentinel, 

(dr. GIBBS has been coming along 
Main Street from the left. At the 
point where he would turn to ap¬ 
proach his house, he stops, sets down 
his^iniaginary—black bag, takes off 
his hat, and rubs his face with 
fatigue, using an enormous handker- 
chief. MRS. GIBBS has entered her 
kitchen, gone through the motions of 
putting wood into a stove, lighting it, 
and preparing breakfast. Suddenly, 
JOE CROWELL, JR., Starts down Main 
Street from the right, hurling imagi¬ 
nary newspapers into doorways.) 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Moming, Doc 

Gibbs. 

DR. GIBBS. Morning, Joe. 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Somebody been 

sick. Doc? 

DR. GIBBS. No. Just some twins bom 
over in Polish Town. 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Do you Want your 
paper now? 

DR. GIBBS. Yes, ril take it.—Anything 
serious goin’ on in the world since 
Wednesday? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Yessit. My school¬ 
teacher, Miss Foster, ’s getting mar¬ 
ried to a fella over in Concord. 
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PR. GIBBS. I declare.—How do you 
boys feel about that? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Well, of couise, 
it's none of my business,—but I think 
if a person starts out to be a teacher, 
she ought to stay one. 

PR. GIBBS. How’s your knee, Joe? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Fine, Doc, I never 
think about it at all. Only like you 
said, it always tells me when it’s going 
to rain. 

PR. GIBBS. What’s it telling you to¬ 
day? Coin’ to rain? 

;0E CROWELL, JR. No, sit. 

DR. GIBBS. Sure? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. YcSSil. 

DR. GIBBS, Knee ever make a mis¬ 
take? 

JOB CROWELL, JR. No, sir. 

(joe goes off. DR. GIBBS Stands read¬ 
ing his 'payer,') 

stage MANAGER. Here comes Howie 
Newsome delivering the milk. 
(howie NEWSOME contes along Main 
Street, passes doctor gibbs, comes 
down the center of the stage, leaves 
some bottles at mrs, webb’s hack 
door, and crosses the stage to mrs. 

GIBBS’s.) 

HOWIE NEWSOME, Git-ap, Bessie. 
What’s the matter with you?—Morn¬ 
ing, Doc. 

DR. GIBBS. Morning, Howie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Somebody sick? 


DR. GIBBS. Pair of twins over to Mrs 

Goruslawski’s. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Tvvins, eh? This 
town s gettin’ bigger ever)' year. 

DR. GIBBS. Going to rain, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No, no. Fine day-- 
that’ll burn through. Come on, Bes 
sie. 

DR. GIBBS. Hello, Bessie. (He strokes 
her) How old is she, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Going on seven¬ 
teen. Bessie’s all mixed up about the 
route ever since the Lockharts 
stopped takin' their quart of milk 
every day. She wants to leave ’em a 
quart just the same—keeps scolding 
me the hull trip. (He reaches mrs. 
GiBBs’s hack door. She is waiting for 
him.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Howie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Mrs. 
Gibbs. Doc’s just cornin’ down the 
street. 

MRS. GIBBS. Is he? Seems like you’re 
late today? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Ycs. Somep’n 
went wrong with the separator. Don’t 
know what *twas. (He goes hack to 
Main Street, clucks for Bessie and 
goes off right, dr. gibbs reaches his 
home and goes in.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Everything all right? 

DR. GIBBS. Yes. I declare—easy as kit¬ 
tens. 

MRS. GIBBS. Bacon’ll be ready in a 
minute. Set down and drink your 
coffee. ChWd-rvnl Child-ntn/ Time to 
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get up.—George! Rebecca!—you can 
catch a couple hours’ sleep this morn¬ 
ing, can’t you^ 

DR. GIBBS. Hm! . . . Mrs. Went¬ 
worth’s coming at eleven. Guess I 
know what it’s about, too. Her stum- 
mick ain’t what it ought to be. 

MRS. GIBBS. All told, you won’t get 
more’n three hours’ sleep. Frank 
Gibbs, I don’t know what’s goin’ to 
become of you. I do wish I could get 
you to go away some place and take 
a rest. I think it would do you good. 

MRS. WEBB. Emileeee! Time to get 
up! Wally! Seven o’clock! 


REBECCA GiBBs’s VOICE. Ma! What 
dress shall I wear? 

MRS. GIBBS. Don’t make a noise. Your 
father’s been out all night and needs 
his sleep. I washed and ironed the 
blue gingham for you special. 

REBECCA. Ma, I hate that dress. 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, hush-up-with-you. 

REBECCA. Every day I go to school 
dressed like a sick turkey. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Rebccca, don’t be 
impossible. You always look very 
nice. 


MRS. GIBBS. I declare, you got to speak 

to George. Seems like something’s 
come over him lately. He’s no help 
to me at all. I can’t even get him to 
cut me some wood. 

DR. GIBBS. Is he sassy to you? 

MRS. GIBBS. No. He just whines! All 
he thinks about is that baseball— 
George! Rebecca! You’ll be late for 
school. 

DR. GIBBS. M-m-m. . . , 

MRS. GIBBS. George! 

DR. GIBBS. George, look sharp! 

George’s voice. Yes, Pa! 

DR. GIBBS (^ls he goes off the stage). 
Don't you hear your mother 
you? 



REBECCA. Mama, George’s throwing 
soap at me. 

MRS. GIBBS. I’ll come up and slap the 
both of you,—that’s what I’ll do. 

(A factory whistle sounds. The chil¬ 
dren enter and take their places at 
the breakfast tables: EMILY and 
WALLY WEBB; GEORGE and REBECCA 
GIBBS.) 

STAGE MANAGER. We’vc got a factory 
in our town too,—hear it? Makes 
blankets. CartAvrights own it and it 
brung ’em a fortune. 

MRS. WEBB. Children! Now I won’t 
have it. Breakfast is just as good as 
any other meal and I won’t have you 
gobbling like wolves. It’ll stunt your 
growth,—that’s a fact. Put away your 
book, Wally. 

WALLY. Aw, Ma! 


MRS, WEBB. Walleeel Emileee! You'll 
be late for school! Walleeel You wash 
yourself good or I’ll come up and do 
it myself. 


MRS. WEBB, You luiow the rule’s well 
as I do—no books at table. As for me, 
I’d rather have my children health'^ 
than bright. 
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bmily. Ini both, Mama; you know mrs. gibbs. Tell Miss Foster I send 
I am. Ini the bri^test girl in school her my best congratulations —can you 
for my age. I have a wonderful remember that? 


memory. 

MRS. WBBB. Eat your breakfast. 


REBECCA. Yes, Ma. 


WALLY. I'm bright, too, when Fm 
looking at my stamp collection. 

]^RS. GIBBS. I'll speak to your father 
about it when he’s rested. Seems to 
me twenty-five cents a week’s enough 
for a boy your age. I declare I don’t 
know how you spend it all. 

geohgb. Aw, Ma,—I gotta lotta 
things to buy. 

MRS. GIBBS. Strawberry phosphates— 
that’s what you spend it on. 

GBORGB. I don’t see how Rebecca 
comes to have so much money. She 
has more'n a dollar. 

REBECCA (spoon in mouth, dream¬ 
ily'), I’ve been saving it up gradual. 


MRS. GIBBS. You look real nice, 
Rebecca. Pick up your feet. 

ALL. Good-by. 

(The children from the two houses 
join at the center of the stage and go 
tip to Main Street, then off left. mrs. 
GIBBS fills her apron with food for the 
chickens and comes down to the foot' 
lights.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Here, chick, chick, chick. 
No, go away, you. Go away. Mere, 
chick, chick, chick. What’s the mat¬ 
ter with you? Fight, fight, fight,— 
that s all you do. Mm . . . yon don’t 
belong to me. Where’d you come 
from? (She shakes her apron) Oh, 
don t be so scared. Nobody’s going to 
hurt you. 

(mrs. WEBB is sitting hy her trellis, 
stringing beans.) 


MRS. GIBBS. Well, dear, I think it's a 
good thing every now and then to 
spend some. 

REBECCA. Mama, do you know what 
I love most in the w'orld—do you? 
—Money. 

MRS. GIBBS. Eat your breakfast. 
(The school hell is heard.) 

THE CHILDREN. Mama, there’s first 
bell.—I gotta hurry.—I don’t want any 
more. 


MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Myrtle 
Mow’s your cold? 

MRS. WEBB. Well, it’s better; but 1 
told Charles I didn’t know as Fd go to 
choir practice tonight. Wouldn^ be 
any use. 

MRS. GIBBS. Just the Same, you come 
to choir practice, Myrtle, and try it 

MRS. WEBB. Well, if I don’t feel any 
worse than I do now I probably will. 
While Fm resting myself I thought 
Fd string some of these beans. 


MRS. WEBB. Walk fast, but you don’t 
have to run. Wally, pull up your 
the knee. Stand up straight. 


pants '< 
Emily. 


MRS. GIBBS (rolling up her sleeves as 
she crosses the stage for a chat). Let 
me help you. Beans have been good 
this year. 
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MRS. WEBB. IVe decided to put up 
forty quarts if it kills me. The chil¬ 
dren say they hate ’em but I notice 
they’re able to get ’em down all win¬ 
ter. 

CPause.') 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Myrtle. I’ve got to 
tell you something, because if I don’t 
tell somebody I’ll burst. 

MRS. WEBB. Why, Julia Gibbs! 

MRS. GIBBS. Here, give me some more 
of those beans. Myrtle, did one of 
those second-hand furniture men 
from Boston come to see you last 
Friday? 

MRS. WEBB. No— O. 

MRS. GIBBS, Well, he called on me. 
First I thought he was a patient want- 
in to see Dr. Gibbs. ’N he wormed 
his way into my parlor, and, Myrtle 
Webb, he offered me three hundred 
and fifty dollars for Grandmother 
Wentworth’s highboy, as Fm sitting 
here! 

MRS. WEBB. Why, Julia Gibbs! 

MRS. GIBBS. He did! That old thing! 
Wliy, it was so big I didn’t know 
where to put it and I almost give it to 
Cousin Hester Wilcox! 

MRS. WEBB. Well, you’re going to 
take it, aren’t you? 

MRS. GIBBS. I don’t know. 

MRS. w'EBB. You don’t know—three 
hundred and fifty dollars. What's 
come over you? 

MRS. GIBBS. \Vell, if I could get the 
Doctor to take the money and 00 
away some place on a real trip fd 


sell it like that.—Myrtle, ever since 
I was that high I've had the thought 
that Fd like to see Paris, France. I 
suppose Fm crazy. 

MRS. WEBB. Oh, I know what you 
mean.—How does the Doctor feel 
about it? 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, I did beat about 
the bush a little and said that if I got 
a legacy—that’s the way I put it—I’d 
make him take me somewhere. 

MRS. WEBB. M-m-m. . . . What did 
he say? 

MRS. GIBBS. You loiow how he is. I 
haven’t heard a serious word out of 
him, ever since I’ve known him. No, 
he said, it might make him discon¬ 
tented with Grover’s Comers to go 
traipsin’ about Europe; better let well 
enough alone, he says. Every two 
years he makes a trip to the battle¬ 
fields of the Civil War and that’s 
enough treat for anybody, he says. 

MRS. WEBB. Well, Mr. Webb just 
admires the way Dr. Gibbs knows 
everj'thing about the Civil War. Mr. 
Webb’s a good mind to give up Na¬ 
poleon and move over to the Civil 
War, only Dr. Gibbs being one of 
the greatest experts in the country 
just makes him despair. 

MRS. GIBBS. It’s a fact! Doctor Gibbs 
is never so happy as when he’s at An- 
tietam or Gettysburg. The times I’ve 
walked over those hills, Myrtle, stop¬ 
ping at every bush and pacing it 
out, like we was going to buy it. 

MRS. WEBB, Well, if that second¬ 
hand man’s really serious about buy- 
in’ it, Julia, you sell it. And then 
you’ll get to see Paris, all right. 
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j^RS. GIBBS. Oh, Tm sorry I men¬ 
tioned it. Only it seems to me that 
once in your life before you die you 
ought to see a country where they 
don't talk and think in English and 
don’t even want to. 

(The STAGE MANAGER refwms to the 
center of the stage.) 

STAGE MANAGER. That’ll do. That’ll 

do. Thank you very much, ladies. 
(mRS. GIBBS and mrs. webb gather 
-up their things, return into their 
homes and disappear') Now we’re 
going to skip a few hours in the day 
at Grover’s Comers. But before we 
go on I want you to know some more 
things about the town,—all kinds of 
things. So I’ve asked Prof. Willard 
of our State University to come down 
here and sketch in a few details of 
our past histoiys—kind of scientific ac¬ 
count, you might say. Is Prof. Wil¬ 
lard here> (prof, willard, a rural 
savant, pince-nez on a wide satin rib¬ 
bon, enters from the right with some 
notes in his hand) May I introduce 
Prof. Willard of our University. A 
few brief notes, thank you, Profes¬ 
sor,— unfortunately our time is lim¬ 
ited. 

PROF. WILLARD. Grover’s Comers... 
let me see . . . Grover’s Comers lies 
on the old Archaeozoic granite of the 
Appalachian range. I may say it’s 
some of the oldest land in the world. 
We’re very proud of that. A shelf of 
Devonian basalt crosses it with ves¬ 
tiges of Mesozoic shale, and some 
sandstone outcroppings; but that’s 
all more recent; two hundred, three 
hundred million years old. Some 
highly interesting fossils have been 
found. ... I may say: unique fosoils 
. . . two miles out of town, in Silas 
Peckham’s cow pasture. They can be 
seen at the museum in our Univer- 
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sity at any time. Did you wish the 
meteorological conditions? 

STAGE manager. Thank you. We 
would. 

PROF. WILLARD. The mean precipi 
tation is 40 inches. The mean annuat 
temperature is 43 degrees, ranging 
between 102 degrees in the shade, 
and 38 degrees below zero in win 
ter. The . . . the . . . uh . . . 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. Pro 
lessor. And have you Prof. Gruber’s 
notes on the history of human life 
here? 

PROF. WILLARD. Hm . , . yes ... an 
thropological data: Early Amerindi¬ 
an stock. Cotahatchee tribes ... no 
evidence before the Tenth Century 
of this era . , . hm . . . now entirely 
disappeared . . . possible traces in 
three families. Migration toward the 
end of the Seventeenth Century of 
English brachycephalic blue-eyed 
stock ... for the most part. Since 
then some influx of Slav and Medi¬ 
terranean types. . . . 

STAGE MANAGER. And the popula¬ 
tion, Prof. Willard? 

PROF. WILLARD. Within the town 
limits: 2,640. The postal district 
brings in 507 more. Mortality and 
birth-rates are constant; by MacPher- 
son’s gauge; 6.032. 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you very 
much, Professor. We’re all very much 
obliged to you, I’m sure. 

PROF. WILLARD. Not at all, sir; noi 
at all. 

STAGE MANAGER. This Way, Profes 
sor, and thank you again. (Exit prof 
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willard) Now the political and so¬ 
cial report: Editor Webb.—Oh, Mr. 
Webb? 

(mrs. WEBB appears at her hack 
door.') 

MRS. WEBB. He’ll be here in a min' 
ute. . . . He just cut his hand while 
he was eatin’ an apple. 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank VOU, MtS. 

Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Charles! Everybody’s 
waitin’. (Exit mrs. webb.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Mr. Webb is Pub¬ 
lisher and Editor of The Grover’s 
Corners Sentinel. That’s our local 
paper, y’know. 

(mr. webb enters from his houscy 
pulling on his coat. His finger is 
hound in a handkerchief.) 

MR. WEBB. Hm, ... I don’t have to 
tell you that we’re run here by a 
Board of Selectmen.—All males vote 
at the age of 21. Women vote indi¬ 
rect. We're lower middle-class, sprin¬ 
kling of professional men . . . 10% 
illiterate laborers. Politically, w'e're 
86% Republicans; 6% Democrats; 

47d Socialists; rest, indifferent. Re¬ 
ligiously, we’re 85% Protestants; 
12% Catholics; rest, indifferent. Do 
you want the poverty and insanity 
statistics? 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you, no. 

Have you any comments, Mr. Webb? 

MR. webb. Very ordinary town, if 
you ask me. Little better behaved 
than most. Probably a lot duller. But 
our young people here seem to like 
it well enough: 90% of ’em gradu¬ 
ating from High School settle down 
right here to live—even when they’ve 

been au’nv to college. 

- 
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STAGE MANAGER. Thank you, Mr, 
Webb. Now, is there anyone in the 
audience who would like to ask Edi¬ 
tor Webb anything about the town? 

WOMAN IN THE BALCONY. Is there 

much drinking in Grover’s Comers? 

MR. WEBB. Well, ma'am, I wouldn’t 
know what you’d call much. Satiddy 
nights the farmhands meet dovm in 
Ellery Greenough’s stable and holler 
some. Fourth of July I’ve been known 
to taste a drop myself—and Decora¬ 
tion Day, of course. We’ve got one 
or two town drunks, but they’re al¬ 
ways having remorses every time an 
evangelist comes to town. No, ma’am, 
I’d say likker ain’t a regular thing in 
the home here, except in the medi¬ 
cine chest. Right good for snake bite, 
y’know—always was. 

TALL MAN AT BACK OF AUDITORIUM. 

Is there no one in town aware of— 

STAGE MANAGER. Come forward, will 
you, where we can all hear you— 
What were you saying? 

TALL MAN. Is there no one in town 
aware of social injustice and indus¬ 
trial inequality? 

MR. WEBB. Oh, yes, everybody is,— 
somethin’ terrible. Seems like they 
spend most of their time talking about 
who’s rich and who’s poor. 

TALL MAN. Then why don’t they do 
something about it? 

MR. WEBB. Well, were ready to lis¬ 
ten to everybody’s suggestion as to 
how you can see that the diligent and 
sensible ’ll rise to the top and the 
lazy and quarrelsome sink to the bot¬ 
tom. We’ll listen to anybody Mean¬ 
time until that’s settled, we try ;o 


OUR TOWN 759 


jaKC care of those that can’t help 
themselves, and those that can we 
leave alone.—Are there any more 
questions? 

tADY IN A BOX. Oh, Mt. Webb? Mr. 
Webb, is there any ailture or love of 
beauty in Grover’s Corners? 

MR. WEBB. Well, ma’am, there ain’t 
much—not in the sense you mean. 
Come to think of it, there’s some 
girls that play the piano at High 
School Commencement; but they 
ain’t happy about it. Yes, and I see 
where my daughter’s been made to 
read “The Merchant of Venice” over 
to the school. Seems all pretty remote 
to ’em, y’know what I mean. No, 
ma’am, tnere isn’t much culture; but 
maybe this is the place to tell you 
:hat we’ve got a lot of pleasures of 
a kind here: we like the sun cornin’ 
up over the mountain in the morn¬ 
ing, and we all notice a good deal 
about the birds. We pay a lot of at¬ 
tention to them, and trees and plants. 
And we watch the change of the 
seasons: yes, everybody knows about 
them. But those other things—you’re 
right, ma’am—there ain’t much— 
“Robinson Crusoe” and the Bible; 
and Handel’s “Largo,” we all know 
that; and Whistler’s “Mother”— 
those are just about as far as we go. 

LADY IN A BOX. So I thought. Thank 
you, Mr. Webb. 

STAGE MANAGER. All right! All right! 

Thank you, everybody, (mr. webb 
retires^ We’ll go back to the town 
now. It’s middle of the afternoon. 
All 2,640 have had their dinners and 
all the dishes have been washed. 


dozing at the hitching posts, ^»ou aK 
remember what it’s like. Doc Gibbs 
is in his office, tapping people and 
making them say “ah.” Mr. Webb’s 
cuttin’ his lawn over there; one man 
in ten thinks it’s a privilege to push 
his own lawn mower. No, sir. It’s 
later than I thought. There are the 
children coming home from school 
already. 

(emily WEBB comes sedately down 
Main Street catrying some school 
hooks. There are some signs that she 
is imagining herself to he a lady of 
striking elegance. Her fathe/s move¬ 
ments to and fro with the lawn mower 
bring hitn into h^r vicinity.') 

EMILY. I can’t, Lois. I’ve got to go 
home and help my mother. I prom¬ 
ised. 

MR. WEBB. Emily, walk simply. Who 
do you think you are today? 

EMILY. Papa, you’re terrible. One 
minute you tell me to stand up 
straight and the next minute you call 
me names. I just don’t listen to you 
(She gives him an abrupt kiss.) 

MR. WEBB. Golly, I never got a kiss 
from such a great lady before. (Ht. 
goes out of sight, emily leans over 
and picks some flowers by the gate of 
her house, george gibbs comes ca¬ 
reening down Main Street. He is 
throwing a hall up to dizzying 
heights, and waiting to catch it again. 
This sometimes requires his taking 
six steps backward.) 

GEORGE. Excuse me, Mrs. Forrest. 


There’s an early afternoon calm in 
our town: a buzzin’ and a hummin’ 
from the school buildings; only a few 
buggies on Main Street—the horses 


STAGE MANAGER (aS MRS. F0RREST\ 

Go out and play in the fields, young 
man. You got no business playing 
baseball on Main Street. 
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GEORGE. Awfully sorry, Mrs. Forrest. 
—Hello, Emily. 

LMILY. Hlo. 

GEORGE. You made a fine speech in 
class. 

EMILY. Well ... I was really ready 
to make a speech about the Monroe 
Doctrine, but at the last minute Miss 
Corcoran made me talk about the 
Louisiana Purchase instead. I worked 
an awful long time on both of them. 

GEORGE. Gee, it’s funny, Emily. 

I From my window up there I can just 
see your head nights when you’re 
doing your homework over in your 
room. 


GEORGE, Emily, you're just naturally 
bright, I guess. 

EMILY. I figure that it's just the way 
a person’s bom 

GEORGE. Yeah. But, you see, I want 
to be a farmer, and my Uncle Luke 
says whenever I’m ready I can come 
over and work on his farm and if I’m 
any good I can just gradually have it. 

EMILY. You mean the house and 
eveiy'thing? 

CEnter mrs. webb.) 

GEORGE. Yeah. Well, thanks ... I 
better be getting out to the baseball 
field. Thanks for the talk, Emily.— 
Good afternoon, Mrs. Webb. 


EMILY. Why, can you? 

GEORGE. You certainly do stick to it, 
Emily. I don't see how you can sit 
still that long. I guess you like school. 

EMILY. Well, I always feel it’s some¬ 
thing you have to go through. 

GEORGE. Yeah. 

EMILY. I don’t mind it really. It 
passes the time. 


MRS. WEBB. Good aftcmoon, George. 

GEORGE. So-long, Emily. 

EMILY. So-long, George. 

MRS. WERE. Emily, come and help 
me string these beans for the winter. 
George Gibbs let himself have a real 
conversation, didn't he? Why, he’s 

growing up. How old would George 
be? 

EMILY. I don’t know. 


GEORGE. Yeah.—Emily, what do you 
think? We might work out a kinda 
telegraph from there to there; and 
once in a while you could give me a 
kinda hint or two about one of those 
algebra problems. I don't mean the 
answers, Emily, of course not . . . 
]ust some little hint. . . . 

EMILY. Oh, I think hints are allowed. 
—So-ah—if you get stuck, George, 
you whistle to me; and I’ll give you 
some hints. 


MRS. WEBB. Let's see. He must be 
almost sixteen. 

EMILY. Mama, I made a speech in 
class today and I was very good. 

MRS, WKBB. You must recitc it to 
your father at supper. What was it 
about? 

EMILY. The Louisiana Purchase. It 
was like silk off a spool. I’m going to 
make speeches all my life.-Mama, 
are these big enough? 
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MRS. WEBB. Try and get them a lit- emily. Oh, Mama, you’re no help 
tie bigger if you can. at all. 


EMILY. Mama, will you answer me 
a question, serious? 

MRS. WEBB. Seriously, dear—not se¬ 
rious. 

EMILY. Seriously,-will you? 

MRS. WEBB. Of course, I will. 

EMILY. Mama, am I good-looking? 

MRS. WEBB. Yes. of course you are. 
All my children have got good fea¬ 
tures; I’d be ashamed if they hadn’t. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, that’s not what I 
mean. What I mean is: am I -pretty? 

MRS. WEBB. I’ve already told you, 
yes. Now that’s enough of that. You 
have a nice young pretty face. I never 
heard of such foolishness. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, you never tell 
us the truth about anything. 

MRS. WEBB. I am telling you the 
truth. 

EMILY. Mama, were you pretty? 

MRS. WEBB. Yes, I was, if I do say it. 
I was the prettiest girl in town next 
to Mamie Cartwright. 

EMILY. But, Mama, you’ve got to say 
sowething about me. Am I pretty 
enough ... to get anybody ... to 
get people interested in me? 

MRS. WEBB. Emily, you make me 
tired. Now stop it. You’re pretty 
enough for all normal purposes. 
Come along now and bring that bowl 
with you. 


STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. Thank 
you! That’ll do. We’ll have to inter- 
rupt again here. Thank you, Mrs. 
Webb; thank you, Emily, (mrs. 
WEBB and EMILY withdraw^ There 
are some more things we’ve got to ex¬ 
plore about this town. This time 
we’re going to go about it in another 
way: we’re going to look back on it 
from the future. I’m not going to tell 
you what became of these two fami¬ 
lies we're seeing most of, because the 
rest of the play will tell you about 
them. But take some of these others: 
Take Joe Crowell, Jr.: Joe was a very 
bright fellow. He graduated with 
honors and got a scholarship to Bos¬ 
ton Tech.,—M.I.T., that is. But the 
War broke out and Joe died in 
France. All that education for noth¬ 
ing. Howie Newsome’s still deliver¬ 
ing milk at Grover’s Comers. He’s an 
old man now, has a lot of help, but he 
still delivers it himself. Says he gets 
the feel of the town that way. Cai- 
rics all the accounts in his head; 
never has to write down a word. Mr. 
Morgan’s drug store ain’t the same,— 
it’s all citified. Mr. Morgan retired 
and went out to live in San DiegO; 
California, where his daughter mar¬ 
ried a real estate man, name of Kerby. 
Mr. Morgan died there in 1935 and 
was buried in a lot of palm trees. 
Kinda lost his religion at the end and 
took up New Thought or something. 
They read some new-fangled poetry 
over him and cremated him. The 
New Hampshire in him sort of broke 
down in him in that climate, seems 
like. The Cartwrights got richer and 
richer. The house is closed most of 
the year. They’re off eating big din 
ners in hotels now,—in Virginia Hot 
Springs and Miami Beach. They say 
the winters are cold here. I see where 
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they 've become Tiscopalians. The work come to a stop. The reliaon at 

Cartwright interests have just begun that time was Christianity. I guess 

building a new bank in Grover's Cor- you have some other records about 

ners-had to go to Vermont for the Christianity. The domestic set-up 

marble, sorry to say. And they’ve was marriage: a binding relation be- 

asked a friend of mine what they tween a male and one female that 

should put in the cornerstone for peo- lasted for life. Christianity strictly 

pie to dig up a thousand years from forbade killing, but you were allowed 

now. Of course, they've put in a copy to kill animals, and you were allowed 

of the New York Times and a copy to kill human beings in war and gov- 

of Mr. Webb's Sentinel. We're kind emment punishings. I guess we don’t 

of interested in this because some have to tell you about the govem- 

scientific felias have found a way of ment and business forms, because 

painting all that reading matter with that’s the kind of thing people seem 

a kind of glue—silicate glue—that’ll to hand down first of all. Let me see 

make it keep a thousand—two thou- now if there’s anything else. Oh, yes, 

sand years. We’re putting in a Bible —at death people were buried in the 

. . . and the Constitution of the ground just as they are. So, friends, 

LInitcd States and a copy of William this is the way we tvere in our grow- 

Shakespeare’s plays. What do you ing up and in our marrying and in 

say, folks? What do you think? our doctoring and in our living and 

Y’know—Babylon once had two mil- in our dying. Now we’ll return to 

lion people in it, and all we know our day in Grover’s Comers. A lot of 

about ’em is the names of the kings time has gone by. It’s evening. You 

and some copies of wheat contracts can hear choir practice going on in 

and . . . the sales of slaves. Yet, every the Congregational Church. All the 

night all those families sat down to children are at home doing their 

supper, and the father came home school work. The day is running 

from his work, and the smoke went down like a tired clock, 

up the chimney,—same as here. And (A choir ‘partially concealed in the 

even in Greece and Rome, all we orchestra pit has begun singing 

know about the real life of the people “Blessed he the tie that hinds.” simon 

is what we can piece together out of stimson stands directing them. Two 

the joking poems and the comedies ladders have been pushed on to the 

they wrote for the theater back then. stage; they serve as indication of the 

So I’m going to have a copy of this second story in the Gibbs and Wehh 

play put in the cornerstone and the houses, george and emily mount 

people a thousand years from now’ll them, and apply themselves to their 

know a few simple facts about us— school work. dr. gibes has entered 

more than the Treaty of Versailles and is seated in his kitchen reading.) 

and the Lindbergh flight. See what 

I mean? Well,—you people a thou- simon stimson. Now look here, 

;and years from now,—in the prov- everybody. Music come into the 

inces north of New York at the be- world to give pleasure.—Softer! 

ginning of the Twentieth Century, Softer! Get it out of vour heads that 

people et three times a day: soon music’s only good when it's loud, 

after sunrise; at noon; and at sunset. You leave loudness to the Method- 

Every seventh day, by law and bv ists. You couldn’t beat ’em, even if 

religion, was a day of rest and all you wanted to. Now again. Tenors! 


GEORGE. Hssst! Emily! 


EMILY. Hello. 
GEORGE. Hello! 
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EMILY. Well, I guess I better go back 
and try to work. 


GEORGE. Good night, Emily. Anc^ 
thanks. 


EMILY. I can’t work at all. The moon¬ 
light's so terrible. 

GEORGE. Emily, did you get the third 
problem? 

EMILY. Which? 

fEORGE. The third? 

EMILY. Why, yes, George—that’s the 
easiest of them all. 

GEORGE. I don’t see it. Emily, can 
you give me a hint? 

EMILY. I'll tell you one thing: the 
answer’s in yasds. 

GEORGE. !!! In yards? How do you 
mean? 

EMILY. In square yards. 

GEORGE. Oh ... in square yards. 
EMILY. Yes, George, don’t you see? 
GEORGE. Yeah. 

EMILY. In square yards of wallpaper. 

GEORGE. Wallpaper,—oh, I see. 
Thanks a lot, Emily. 

EMILY. You’re welcome. My, isn’t the 
moonlight terrible? And choir prac¬ 
tice going on.—I think if you hold 
your breath you can hear the train 
all the way to Contookuck. Hear it? 

GEORGE. M-m-m—What do you 
luiow! 


EMILY. Good night, George. 

SIMON STIMSON. Before I forget it; 
how many of you will be able tc 
come in Tuesday afternoon and sing 
at Fred Hersey's wedding?—show 
your hands. Thatll be fine; that’ll be 
right nice. We’ll do the same music 
we did for Jane Trowbridge’s last 
month.—Now we’ll do: "Art thou 
weary; art thou languid?” It's a ques" 
tion, ladies and gentlemen, make it 
talk. Ready. 

DR. GIBBS. Oh, George, can you come 
down a minute? 

GEORGE. Yes, Pa. (He descends the 
ladder .) 

DR. GIBBS. Make yourself comfort 
able, George; I’ll only keep you n 
minute. George, how old are you? 

GEORGE. I? I’m sixteen, almost seven- 
teen. 

DR. GIBBS. What do you want to do 
after school’s over? 

GEORGE. Why, you know, Pa, I want 
to be a farmer on Uncle Luke’s farm. 

DR. GIBBS. You’ll be willing, will you, 
to get up early and milk and feed the 
stock . . . and you’ll be able to hoo 
and hay all day? 

GEORGE. Sure, I will. ^Vhat are you 
. . . what do you mean, Pa? 

DR. GIBBS. Well, George, while I was 
in mv office today I heard a funny 



;64 


THORNTON WILDER 


«ound . . . and what do you think it 
Has? It was your mother chopping 
wood. Tlierc you see your mother- 
getting up early; cooking meals all 
day long; washing and ironing;—and 
still she has to go out in the back 
yard and chop wood. I suppose she 
just got tired of asking you. She just 
gave up and decided it was easier to 
do it herself. And you eat her meals, 
and put on the clothes she keeps nice 
for you, and you run olf and play 
baseball,—like shes some hired girl 
we keep around the house but that 
we don’t like very much. Well, I 
knew all I had to do was call your 
attention to it. Here’s a handkerchief, 
son. George, I’ve decided to raise 
your spending money twenty-five 
cents a week. Not, of course, for 
chopping wood for your mother, be¬ 
cause that’s a present you give her, 
but because you’re getting older—and 
I imagine there are lots of things you 
must find to do with it. 


Main Street. When they arrive at 
the center of the stage they stop.) 

MRS. SOAMES. Good night, Martha. 
Good night, Mr. Foster. 

MRS. WEBB, ril tell Mr. Webb; I 
know he’ll want to put it in the pa¬ 
per. 

MRS. GIBBS. My, it’s late! 

MRS. SOAMES. Good night, Irma. 

MRS. GIBBS. Real nice choir practice, 
wa’n't it? Myrtle Webb! Look at that 
moon, will you! Tsk-tsk-tsk. Potato 
weather, for sure. 

MRS. SOAMES. Naturally I didn’t 
want to say a word about it in front 
of those others, but now we’re alone 
—really, it’s the worst scandal that 
ever was in this town! 


GEORGE. Thanks, Pa. 

DR. GIBBS. Let’s see—tomorrow’s pay 
day. You can count on it—Hmm. 
Probably Rebecca’ll feel she ought to 
have some more too. Wonder what 
could have happened to your mother. 
Choir practice never was as late as 
this before. 

GEORGE. It’s only half-past eight, Pa. 

DR. GIBBS. I don’t know w'hy she’s in 
that old choir. She hasn’t any more 
voice than an old crow. ., . Traipsin’ 
around the streets at this hour of the 
night. . . . Just about time you re¬ 
tired, don’r; you think? 

GEORGE. Yes, Pa. (GEORGE mounts 
to his place on the ladder. Laughter 
end good nights can he heard on stage 
left and presently mrs. gibbs, mrs. 
SOAMES and mrs. webb come down 


MRS. GIBBS. What? 

MRS. SOAMES. Simon Stimson! 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louclla! 

MRS. SOAMES. But, Julia! To have 
the organist of a church drink and 
drink year after year. You know he 
was drunk tonight. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louella! We all 
know about Mr. Stimson, and we all 
know about the troubles he’s been 
through, and Dr. Ferguson knows 
too, and if Dr. Ferguson keeps him 
on there in his job the only thing the 
rest of us can do is just not to notice 
it. 

MRS. SOAMES. Not to notice it! But 
it’s getting w'orse. 
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MRS. WEBB. No, it isn’t, Louella. It’s 
getting better. I’ve been in that choir 
twice as long as you have. It doesn’t 
happen anywhere near so often. . . . 
jVly, I hate to go to bed on a night 
like this.—I better hurry. Those chil¬ 
dren'll be sitting up till all hours. 
Good night, Louella. (She hurries 
dori^stage, enters her hotise and dis¬ 
appears.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Can you get home safe, 
Louellar' 

MRS. SOAMES, It’s as bright as day. I 
can see Mr. Soames scowling at the 
window now. You'd think we'd been 
to a dance the way the menfolk 
carry on. 

(Repeated good nights, mrs. gibbs 
arrives at her home.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, we had a real good 
time. 

DR. GIBBS. You’re late enough. 


MRS. GIBBS. Worst I’vc cver seen him. 
How’ll that end, Frank? Dr. Fergu¬ 
son can’t forgive him forever. 

DR. GIBBS. I guess I know more about 
Simon Stimson’s affairs than anybody 
in this town. Some people ain't made 
for small town life. I don't know how 
that’ll end; but there’s nothing vve 
can do but just leave it alone. Come, 
get in. 

MRS. GIBBS. No, not yet. . . . Oh. 

Frank, I'm worried about you. 

DR. GIBBS. What are you worried 
about? 


MRS. GIBBS. I think it’s my duty to 
make plans fm: you to get a real rest 
and change. And if I get that legacy, 
well, I’m going to insist on it. 


DR. GIBBS. Now, Julia, there’s no 
sense in going over that again. 


mbs. GIBBS. Why, Frank, it ain’t any gibbs. Frank, you’re just un- 

later ’n usual, reasonable! 


DR. GIBBS. And you stopping at the 
comer to gossip with a lot of hens. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Frank, don’t be 
grouchy. Come out and smell my 
heliotrope in the moonlight. (They 
stroll out arm in arm along the foot¬ 
lights) Isn't that wonderful? What 
did you do all the time I was away? 

DR. GIBBS. Oh, I read—as usual. 
What were the 
tonight? 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, believe me, Frank 
—there is something to gossip about. 

DR. GIBBS. Hinm! Simon Stimson far 
gone, was he? 


girls gossiping about 


DR. GIBBS. Come on, Julia, it’s get¬ 
ting late. First thing you know you’ll 
catch cold. I gave George a piece of 
my mind tonight. I reckon you’ll 
have your wood chopped for a while 
anyway. No, no, start getting up* 
stairs. 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, dear. There’s al* 
ways so many things to pick up, 
seems like. You know, Frank, Mrs, 
Fairchild always locks her front doot 
every night. All those people up that 
part of town do. 

DR. GIBBS. They’re all getting citi 
fied, that’s the trouble with them. 
They haven’t got nothing fit to burgle 
and evervbody knows it. (They dis- 
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appear. REBECCA climbs up the lad¬ 
der beside georgb.) 

GEORGE. Get out, Rebecca. Tlieres 
only room for one at this window. 
You're always spoiling everything. 

REBECCA. Well, let me look just a 
minute. 

GEORGE. Use your own window. 

REBECCA. I did; but there’s no moon 
there. . . . George, do you know what 
I think, do you? I think maybe the 
moon’s getting nearer and nearer and 
there’ll be a big ’splosion. 

GEORGE. Rebecca, you don’t know 
anything. If the moon were getting 
nearer, the guys that sit up all night 
with telescopes would see it first and 
they’d tell about it, and it’d be in all 
the newspapers. 
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CONSTABLE WARREN. Simon Sdtnson 
is rollin’ around a little. Just saw his 
wife movin’ out to hunt for him so I 
looked the other way—there he is 
now. 

(simon stimson comes down Main 
Street from the left, only a trace of 
unsteadiness in his walk.^ 

MR. WEBB. Good evening, Simon. 
... Town seems to have settled down 
for the night pretty well. . . . (simon 
STIMSON comes up to him and pauses 
a moment) Good evening. . . . Yes, 
most of the town’s settled down for 
the night, Simon. ... I guess we 
better do the same. Can I walk along 
a ways with you? (simon stimson 
continues on his way without a word 
and disappears at the right) Good 
night. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. I don’t luiOW 

how that’s goin’ to end, Mr. Webb. 


REBECCA. George, is the moon shin¬ 
ing on South America, Canada and 
half the whole world? 

GEORGE. Well— prob’ly is. 

(The stage manager strolls on.) 


STAGE manager. Nine-thirty. Most 
of the lights are out. No, there's Con¬ 
stable Warren trying a few doors on 
Main Street. And here comes Editor 


Webb, after putting his newspaper 
to bed. 


MR. WEBB. (}ood evening, Bill. 
CONSTABLE WARREN. Evenin’, Mr. 

Webb. 


MR. WEBB. Well, he’s seen a peck of 
trouble, one thing after another, . . . 
Oh, Bill... if you see my boy smok¬ 
ing cigarettes, just give him a word, 
will you? He thinks a lot of you, Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. I don't think 

he smokes no cigarettes, Mr. Webb. 
Leastways, not more’n two or three a 
year. He don’t belong to that crowd 
that hangs out down by the gully. 

MR. WEBB. Hm. ... I hope not.— 
Well, good night, Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Good night, 

Mr. Webb. (Exit.) 

MR. WEBB. Who’s that up there? Is 
that you, Myrtle? 


MR. WEBB. Quite a moonl 
CONSTABLE WARREN. Yepp. 
MR. WEBB. All quiet tonight? 


EMILY. No, it’s me. Papa. 

MR. WEBB. Why aren’t you in bed? 
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emu-y. I don t know. I just can't 
sleep yet, Papa. The moonlight's so 
ivon-derful. And the smell of Mrs. 
Gibbs’s heliotrope. Can you smell it? 
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dress was like this: It said: Jane 
Crofut; The Crofut Farm; Grover’s 
Comers; Sutton County; New Hamp¬ 
shire; United States of America. 


WEBB. Hm. . . . Yes. Haven't 
any troubles on your mind, have 
you, Emily? 

EMILY. Troubles, Papa. No. 

MR. WEBB. Well, enjoy yourself, but 
don’t let your mother catch you. 
Good night, Emily. 

EMILY. Good night, Papa. 

(mr. WEBB crosses into the house, 
whistling "‘Blessed Be the Tie that 
Binds" and disa'p-pears.^ 

REBECCA. I never told you about that 
letter Jane Crofut got from her min¬ 
ister when she was sick. The minister 
of her church in the town she was in 
before she came here. He wrote Jane 
a letter and on the envelope the ad¬ 


george. What’s funny about that? 

REBECCA. But listen, it's not finished: 
the United States of America; Con' 
tinent of North America; Western 
Hemisphere; the Earth; the Solar 
System; the Universe; the Mind of 
God,—that's what it said on the enve 
lope. 

GEORGE. What do you know! 

REBECCA. And the postman brought 
it just the same. 

GEORGE. What do you know! 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s the end of 

the First Act, friends. You can gc 
and smoke now, those that smoke. 


ACT TWO 


The tables and chairs of the two kitchens are still on the stage. 

The ladders have been withdrawn. 

The STAGE MANAGER hos been at his accustomed place watching the audi 


ence return to its seats. 

STAGE MANAGER. Three years have 
gone by. Yes, the sun’s come up over 
a thousand times. Summers and win¬ 
ters have cracked the mountains a 
little bit more and the rains have 
brought down some of the dirt. Some 
babies that weren’t even bom before 
have begun talking regular sentences 
already; and a number of people 


who thought they were right young 
and spry have noticed that they can’t 
bound up a flight of stairs like they 
used to, without their heart flutter¬ 
ing a little. Some older sons are sit¬ 
ting at the head of the table, and 
some people I know are having their 
meat cut up for them.—All that can 
happen in a thousand days. Nature's 
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been pushing and contriving in other 
ways, too. a number oF young people 
fell in love and got married. Yes, the 
mountain got bit away a few frac¬ 
tions of an inch; millions of gallons 
of water went by the mill; and here 
and there a new home was set up 
under a roof. Almost everybody in 
the world gets married,—you know 
what I mean? In our town there 
aren’t hardly any exceptions. Most 
everybody in the world climbs into 
their graves married. The First Act 
was called the Daily Life. This Act 
is called Love and Marriage. There's 
another Act coming after this: I 
reckon you can guess what that's 
about. So: It’s three years later. It’s 
1904. It’s July 7th, just after High 
School Commencement. That’s the 
time most of our young people jump 
up and get married. Soon as they've 
passed their last examinations in 
solid geometry and Cicero’s Orations, 
looks like they suddenly feel them¬ 
selves fit to be married. It’s early 
morning. Only this time it’s been 
raining. It’s been pouring and thun¬ 
dering. Mrs. Gibbs’s garden, and Mrs. 
Webb’s here: drenched. All those 
bean poles and pea vines: drenched. 
All yesterday over there on Main 
Street, the rain looked like curtains 
being blown along. Hm ... it may 
begin again any minute. There! You 
can hear the 5:45 for Boston. And 
here comes Howie Newsome deliver¬ 
ing the milk. And there’s Si Crowell 
delivering the papers like his brother 
before him.—You remember about 
his brother?—all that education he's 
going to get and that’ll be wasted. 
And there’s Mrs, Gibbs and Mrs. 
Webb come down to make break¬ 
fast, just as though it were an ordi¬ 
nary' day. I don’t have to point out 
to the women in my audience that 
those ladies they see before them, 
both those ladies cooked three meals 


a day,—one of 'em for twenty years, 
the other for forty,-and no summer 
vacation. They brought up two chil¬ 
dren apiece; washed; cleaned the 
house,—and never a nervous break¬ 
down. Never thought themselves 
hard-used, either. It’s like what one 
of those Middle West poets said: 
You’ve got to love life to have life, 
and you’ve got to have life to love 
life. . . . It's what they call a vicious 
circle. 

(si CROWELL has entered hurling 
imaginary newspapers into doorways; 
HOWIE NEWSOME has comc along 

Main Street with bessie.) 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Git-ap, Bessie. 

SI CROWELL. Morning, Howie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Si.— 
Anything in the papers I ought to 
know? 

SI CROWELL. Nothing much, except 
we’re losing about the best baseball 
pitcher Grover’s Comers ever had. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Reckon he was. 
He’s been standing off the whole of 
South New Hampshire single- 
handed, looks (ike. 

SI CROWELL. He could hit and run 
bases, too. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yep. Mighty fine 
ball player.—Bessie! I guess I cm 
stop and talk if I’ve a mind to! 

SI CROWELL. I don't see how he could 
give up a thing like that just to get 
married. Would you, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Can't tell. Si. 
Never had no talent that way. (con¬ 
stable WARREN enters. They ex¬ 
change mornings.') You Ye up early, 
Bill. 
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CONSTABLE WARREN. Seein’ if there’s 
anything I can do to prevent a flood. 
River’s been risin all night. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Si Crowell’s all 
worked up here about George Gibbs 
retiring from baseball. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Ycs, sir; that’s 

the way it goes. Back in ’84 we had 
a player, Si,—even George Gibbs 
couldn’t touch him. Name of Hank 
Todd. Went down to Maine and be¬ 
come a parson. Wonderful ball 
player.—Howie, how did the weather 
look to you? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No, 'tain’t bad. 

Think maybe it’ll clear up for good. 
(constable WARREN and SI CROW¬ 
ELL continue on their way. howie 
NEWSOME brings the milk first to 
MRS. GiBBs’s house. She meets him 
by the trellis.') 

MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Howie. 
Do you think it’s going to rain again? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Mrs. 
Gibbs. It rained so heavy, I think 
maybe it'll clear up. 

MRS. GIBBS. Certainly hope it will. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. How much did 
you want today? 

MRS. GIBBS. I guess I’ll need three- 
a-milk and two-a-cream, Howie. I’m 
going to have a house full of rela¬ 
tions. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. My wife says to 
tell you we both hope they’ll be very 
happy, Mrs. Gibbs. Know they will 

MRS. GIBBS. Thanks a lot, Howie. 
Tell your wife I hope she gits there 
to the wedding. 
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HOWIE NEWSOME. Ycs, shc'll be there; 
she’ll be there if she kin. (howie 
NEWSOME crosses to MRS. webb’s 
house.) Moming, Mrs. Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Oh, good moming, Mr. 
Newsome. I told you four quarts of 
milk, but I hope you can spare me 
another. 

howie NEWSOME. Yes'm . . . and 
the two of cream. 

MRS. WEBB. Will it rain all day, Mr, 

Newsome? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No’m. Just sayin' 
to Mrs. Gibbs as how it may lighten 
up. Mrs. Newsome told me to tell 
you as how we hope they’ll both be 

very happy, Mrs. Webb. Know thev 
will 

MRS. WEBB. Thank you, and thank 
Mrs. Newsome and we hope to sec 
you all at the wedding. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Ycs, Mis. Webb 
We hope to git there. Couldn’t mis:, 
that. Chck! Bessie! 

CExit HOWIE NEWSOME. DR. GIBB3 

descends in shirt sleeves, and sits 
down at his breakfast table.) 

DR. GIBBS. Well, Ma, the day has 
come. You’re losin’ one of your chicks, 

MRS. GIBBS. Frank Gibbs, don’t you 
say another word. I feel like crying 
every minute. Sit down and drink 
your coffee. 

DR. GIBBS. The groom’s up shaving 
himself. Whistling and singing, like 
he s glad to leave us. —Every now and 
then he says “I do” to the mirror, but 
it don’t sound convincing to me. 



THORNTON 

MRS. GIBBS. I declare I don t know 
how he’ll get along. I've arranged his 
clothes and seen to it he’s put warm 
things on—Frank! they're too young. 
Emily won’t think of such things. 
Fle’ll catch his death of cold within 
a week.—Here’s something I made 
for you. 

DR. GIBBS. Why, Julia Hersey! French 
toast! 

MRS. GIBBS. ’Tain't hard to make, and 
I had to do something. 

DR. GIBBS. I remember my wedding 
morning, Julia. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now don’t start that, 

Frank Gibbs. I tell you I can’t stand 
it. 

DR. GIBBS. I was the scaredest young 
fella in the State of New Hampshire. 

I thought I’d made a mistake for sure. 
And when I saw you cornin’ down 
that aisle I thought you were the 
prettiest girl I’d ever seen, but the 
only trouble was that I’d never seen 
you before. There I was in the Con¬ 
gregational Church mariynn' a total 
stranger. 

MRS. GIBBS. And how do you think 

_ ^ 

1 felt!—Did you hear Rebecca stir- 
ring about upstairs? 
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GEORGE. Good morning, everybody. 
Only five more hours to live. 

(Makes the gesture of cutting his 
throat.') 

MRS. GIBBS. Where are you going? 

GEORGE. Just stepping across the grass 
to see my girl. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, George! You take 
an umbrella or I won’t let you out 
of this house. 

GEORGE. Aw, Ma. It’s just a step/ 

MRS. GIBBS. From tomorrow on you 
can kill yourself in all weathers, but 
while you’re in my house you live 
wisely, thank you. There are your 
overshoes right there in the hall. And 
here’s an umbrella. 

GEORGE. Aw, Ma! 

DR. GIBBS. George, do as your mother 
tells you. 

MRS. GIBBS. Maybe Mrs. Webb isn’t 
used to callers at seven in the mom' 
ing. Take a cup-a coffee first. 

GEORGE. Be back in a minute. (He 
crosses the stage, leaping over the 
puddles) Good morning, Mother 
Webb. 


DR. GIBBS. Only morning in the year 
she hasn’t been managing every¬ 
body’s business. She’s shut up in her 
room. I got the impression that maybe 
she’s crying. 

MRS. GIBBS. Good Lord! This has got 
to stop.—Rebecca! Rebecca! Every- 

ting cold down here. 
comes rattling down the 
stairs very brisk.) 


things gi 

(GEORGE 


MRS. WEBB. Goodness! You fright¬ 
ened me!—Now, George, you can 
come in a minute out of the wet, hut 
you know I can’t ask you in. 

GEORGE. Why not—? 

MRS. WEBB. George, you know’s well 
as I do: the groom can’t see his bride 
on his wedding day, not until he sees 
her in church. 
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GEORGE. Aw!—that’s just a supersti¬ 
tion. 

(Enter mr. were.) 

MR. WEBB. Good morning, George. 

GEORGE. Mr. Webb, you don’t be¬ 
lieve in that superstition, do you? 

MR. WEBB. There’s a lot of common 
sense in some superstitions, George. 

MRS. WEBB. Millions have folla’d it, 
George, and you don’t want to be the 
first to fly in the face of custom. 

GEORGE. How is Emily? 

MRS. WEBB, She hasn’t waked up yet. 
I haven’t heard a sound out of her. 


TOWN 771 

GEORGE. Ye-e-s. I never thought of 
that. 

MR. WEBB. A girl’s apt to be a mite 
nervous on her wedding day. 
(Pause.) "" ^ 

GEORGE. I wish a fellow could get 
married without all that marching 
up and down. 

MR. WEBB. Well, every man that’s 
ever lived has felt that way about it, 
George;^ but it hasn’t done much 
good. It’s the women that have built 
up weddings, my boy. From now on 
they have it pretty much as they 
like. .. . All those good women stand¬ 
ing shoulder to shoulder making sure 
that the knot’s tied in a mighty public 
way. 


GEORGE. Emily’s asleep!!! 

MRS. WEBB. No wonder! We were up 
till all hours,—sewing and packing. 
I’ll tell you what I’ll do; you set down 
here a minute with Mr. Webb and 
drink this cup of coffee; and I’ll go 
upstairs and see she doesn’t come 
down and surprise you. There’s some 
bacon, too; but don’t be long about 
it. 

(Exit MRS. WEBB. Emharrassed si¬ 
lence.) 

MR. WEBB. Well, George, how are 
you? 


GEORGE. Oh, fine. I’m fine. (Pause) 
Mr. Webb, what sense could there be 
in a superstition like that? 

MR. WEBB. Well, you see,—on her 
wedding morning a girl’s head’s apt 
to be full of . . . clothes and things 
like that. Don’t you think that’s proV 
ably it? 


GEORGE. But . . . you helievs in it, 
don’t you, Mr. Webb? 


MR. WEBB. Oh, yes; oh, yes. Don't 
you misunderstand me, my boy. Mar 
riage is a wonderful thing,—wonder¬ 
ful thing. And don’t you forget that, 
George. 

GEORGE, No, sir—Mr. Webb, how old 
were you when you got married? 

MR. WEBB. Well, you see: I’d been 
to college and I’d taken a little time 
to get settled. But Mrs. Webb,-she 
wasn’t much older than what Emily 

is. Oh, age hasn’t much to do with 

it, George,—not compared to other 
things. 

GEORGE. What were you going to 
say, Mr, Webb? ^ 


MR. WEBB. Oh, I don’t know,—was I 
going to say something? (Pause) 
George, I was thinking the other 
night of some advice my father gav-^ 
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me when I got married. Charles, he 
said, Charles, start out early showing 
who*s boss, he said. Best thing to do 
is to give an order, even if it don t 
make sense; just so she*ll learn to 
obey. And he said: if anything about 
your wife irritates you,—her conver¬ 
sation, or anything,—just get up and 
lea\'e the house. That'll make it clear 
to her, he said. And, oh, yes! he said 
never, never let your wife know how 
much money you have, never. 

GEORGE. Well, Mr. Webb ... I don’t 
think I could . . . 

MR. WEBB. So I took the opposite of 
my father’s advice and I’ve been 
happy ever since. And let that be a 
lesson to you, George, never to ask 
advice on personal matters,— George, 
are you going to raise chickens on 
your farm? 

GEORGE. What? 

MR. WEBB. Are you going to raise 
chickens on your farm? 

GEORGE. Uncle Luke’s never been 
much interested, but I thought— 

MR. WEBB. A book came into my 
office the other day, George, on the 
Philo System of raising chickens. I 
want you to read it. I’m thinking of 
beginning in a small way in the back 
ard, and I’m going to put an incu- 
ator in the cellar— 

(^Enter mrs. webb.) 

MRS. WEBB. Charles, are you talk¬ 
ing about that old incubator again? 

[ thought you two’d be talking about 
ffiings worth while. 

MR. WEBB. Well, Myrtle, if you want 
to give the boy some good advice, I’ll 
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0 upstairs and leave you alone with 
im. 

MRS. WEBB. Now, Gcorgc, I’m sorry, 
but I've got to send you away so that 
Emily can come down and get some 
brealiast. She told me to tell you 
that she sends you her love but that 
she doesn’t want to lay eyes on you. 
So good-by, George. 

Cgeorge crosses the stage to his own 
home and disappears,') 

MR. WEBB. Myrtle, I guess you don’t 
know about that older superstition. 

MRS. WEBB. What do you mean, 
Charles? 

MR. WEBB. Since the cave-men: the 
groom shouldn't be left alone with 
his father-in-law on the day of the 
wedding, or near it. Now aon’t for¬ 
get that! 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. Thank 
you, everybody. Now I have to inter¬ 
rupt again here. You see, we want 
to know how all this began,—this 
wedding, this plan to spend a life¬ 
time together. I’m awfully interested 
in how big things like that begin, 
^ou know how it is: you’re twenty- 
one or twenty-two and you make 
some decisions; then whisssh! you’re 
seventy: you’ve been a lawyer for 
fifty years, and that white-haired 
lady at your side has eaten over fifty 
thousand meals with you. How do 
such things begin? George and Emily 
are going to show you now the con¬ 
versation they had when they first 
knew that . . , that ... as the say- 
ing goes . . . they were meant for 
one another. But ^fore they do it I 
want you to try and remember what 
it was like when you were young, 
when you were fifteen or sixteen. 
For some reason it is very hard to 
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do: those days when even the little 
things in life could be almost too ex¬ 
citing to bear. And particularly the 
days when you weie first in love; 
v/hen you were like a person sleep¬ 
walking, and you didn’t quite see the 
street you were in, and didn’t quite 
hear everything that was said to you. 
You’re just a little bit crazy. Will you 
remember that, please? Now they’ll 
be coming out of High School at 
three o'clock. George has just been 
elected President of the Junior Class, 
and as it's June, that means he’ll be 
President of the Senior Class all next 
year. And Emily’s just been elected 
Secretary and Treasurer. I don’t have 
to tell you how important that is. 
(He places a hoard across the hacks 
of two chairs, parallel to the foot¬ 
lights, and places two high stools be¬ 
hind it. This is the counter of mr. 
iviorgan's drugstore,) All ready! 
(EMILY, carrying an armful of-- 
imaginary—school hooks, comes along 
Main Street from the left.) 


be there in a quarter of an hour. If 
I’m a little late start practice anyway. 
And give Herb some long high ones. 
His eye needs a lot of practice. Scev'? 
later. 


EMILY. Good-by, Lizzy. 


GEORGE. Good-by, Lizzy.—I'm 
fully glad you were elected, 
Emily. 


av\ 

too, 


EMILY. Thank you. 

(They have been standing on Main 
Street, almost against the hack wall. 
GEORGE is about to take the first steps 
towards the audience when he stops 
again and says:) 

GEORGE. Emily, why are you mad at 
me? 


EMILY. I’m not mad at you. 


GEORGE. You 
funny. 


. . you treat me so 


EMILY. I can’t, Louise. I’ve got to go 
home. Good-by. Oh, Ernestine! 
Ernestine! Can you come over to¬ 
night and do algebra? I did the first 
and third in Study Hall. No, they’re 
not hard. But, Ernestine, that Caesar’s 
awful hard. I don’t see why we have 
to do a thing like that. Come over 
about seven. Tell your mother you 
have to. G’by. G’by, Helen. G'by, 
Fred. 

(george, also carrying hooks, catches 
up with her.) 

GEORGE. Can I carry your books home 
for you, Emily? 

EMILY (coldly). Thank you. (She 
gives them to him.) 

GEORGE. Excuse me a minute, Emily. 
—Say, Bob, get everything ready. I’ll 


EMILY. Well, 1 might as well say it 
right out, George. I don't like the 
whole change that’s come over you 
in the last year. I’m sorry if that hurts 
your feelings, but I've just got to tell 
the truth and shame the devil. 

GEORGE. I'm awfully sorry, Emily. 
Wha-a-what do you mean? 

EMILY. Well, up to a year ago 1 used 
to like you a lot. And I used to watch 
you as you did everything ... be¬ 
cause we'd been friends so long . . . 
and then you began spending all youi 
time at baseball . . . and you nevei 
even spoke to anybody any more; 
not even to your own family you 
didn’t . . . and, George, it’s a fact, 
you ve got awful conceited and stuck- 
up, and all the girls say so. They may 
not say so to your face, but that’s 
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what they say about you behind your 
back) and it hurts me to hear them 
say it, but Fve got to agree with them 
a little. I’m sorry if it hurts your feel¬ 
ings . . . but I can't be sorry I said it. 

GEORGE. I . . . I’m glad you said it, 
Emily. I never thought that such a 
thing was happening to me. I guess 
it’s hard for a fella not to have faults 
creep into his character. 

(They take a step or two in silence, 
then stand still in misery.') 

EMILY. I always expect a man to be 
perfect and I think he should be. 

GEORGE. Oh ... I don’t think it’s 
possible to be perfect, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, my father is, and as 
far as I can see your father is. There’s 
no reason on earth why you shouldn’t 
be, too. 

GEORGE. Well, Emily ... I feel it’s 
ihe other way round. That men aren't 
naturally good; but girls are. Like 
you and your mother and my mother. 

EMILY. Well, you might as well 
know right now that I’m not perfect. 
It’s not as easy for a girl to be per¬ 
fect as a man, because we girls are 
more nervous.—Now I’m sorry I said 
all that about you. I don’t know what 
made me say it. 

GiiORGE. No, no,—I guess if it’s the 
truth you ought to say it. You stick 
to it, Emily. 

, Emily. I don’t know if it's the truth 
or not. And I suddenly feel that it 
isn’t important at all. 

GEORGE. Emily, would you like an 
ice-cream soda, or something, before 
you go home? 


EMILY. Well, thank you.... I would, 
(They come into the drugstore and 
seat themselves on the stools.') 

STAGE MANAGER MR. MORGAN), 

Hello, George. Hello, Emily. What’ll 
you have? Why, Emily Webb 
what've you been crying about? 

GEORGE (he gropes for an explana¬ 
tion). She . . . she just got an awful 
scare, Mr. Morgan. She almost got 
run over by that hardware store 
wagon. Everybody always says that 
Tom Huckins drives like a crazy 
man. 

STAGE MANAGER. Here, take a drink 
of water, Emily. You look all shook 
up. There!—Now, what’ll you have? 

EMILY, ni have a strawberry phos* 
phate, thank you, Mr. Morgan. 

GEORGE. No, no. You go and have an 
ice-cream soda with me, Emily.— 
Two strawberry ice-cream sodas, Mr. 
Morgan. 

STAGE MANAGER (working the faw 

cets). Yes, sir. I tell you, you’ve got 
to look both ways before you cross 
Main Street these days. Gets worse 
every year. There are a hundred and 
twenty-five horses in Grover’s Com¬ 
ers this minute I’m talking to you. 
State Inspector was in here yesterday. 
And now they’re bringing in these 
auto-mo-biles, the best thing to do is 
to just stay home. Why, I can re¬ 
member the time when a dog could 
lie dowTi all day in the middle of 
Main Street and nothing would come 
to disturb him.—Yes, Miss Ellis; be 
with you in a minute. Here are your 
sodas. Enjoy ’em. (He goes off.) 

EMILY. They’re so expensive. 
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GEORGE. No, no,-don’t you think of 
that. We’re celebrating. First, we’re 
celebrating our election. And then 
do you know what else I’m celebrat- 

ing? 

EMILY. No. 

GEORGE. I’m celebrating because I’ve 
got a friend who tells me all the 
things that ought to be told me. 

EMILY. George, -please don't think of 
that. I don't know why I said it. It’s 
not true. You’re— 

GEORGE. No, you Stick to it, Emily. 
I’m glad you spoke to me like you 
did. But you'll see; I’m going to 
change so quick—you bet I’m going 
to change. And, Emily, I want to ask 
70U a favor 

EMaY. Wliat? 

GEORGE. Emily, if I go away to State 
Agriculture College next year, will 
you write me a letter once in a while? 

EMILY. I certainly will. I certainly 
will, George. . . . (Pause) it cer¬ 
tainly seems like being away three 
years you'd get out of touch with 
things. 

GEORGE. No, no. I mustn’t do that. 
You see I'm not only going to be just 
a farmer. After a while maybe I'll 
run for something to get elected. So 
your letters'll be very important to 
me; you know, telling me what’s go¬ 
ing on here and everything. . . . 

EMILY. Just the same, three years is 
a long time. Maybe letters from 
Grover’s Comers wouldn't be so in¬ 
teresting after a while. Grover’s Com¬ 
ers isn’t a very important place when 
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you think of all New Hampshire; 
but I think it's a very nice town. 

GEORGE. The day wouldn’t come 
when I wouldn't want to know every¬ 
thing that's happening here. I 
know that’s tme, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, I'll try to make my let* 
ters interesting. (Paitse.) 

GEORGE. Y’know, Emily, whenever 1 
meet a farmer I ask him if he thinks 
it s important to go to Agriculture 
School to be a good famier. 

EMILY. Why, George— 

GEORGE. Yeah, and some of them sa^ 
that it’s even a waste of time. You 
can get all those ihings, anyway, out 
of the pamphlets the government 
sends out. And Uncle Luke’s get¬ 
ting old,—he’s about ready for me to 
start in taking over his farm to¬ 
morrow, if I could. 

EMILY. My! 

GEORGE. And, like you say, being 
gone all that time ... in other places 
and meeting other people ... If any¬ 
thing like that can happen I don’t 
want to go away. I guess new people 
aren’t any better than old ones. Til 
bet they almost never are. Emily . . . 
I feel that you're as good a friend as 
I’ve got. I don’t need to go and meet 
the people in other towns. 

EMILY. But, George, maybe it’s very 
important for you to go and learn all 
that about cattle-judging and .soils 
and those things. And if you're go¬ 
ing into politics, maybe you ought 
to meet people from other parts of 
the State ... of course, I don’t know. 
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GEORGE Rafter a 'pause'). Emily, I m 
going to make up my mind right now. 
I won't go. I’ll tell Pa about it tonight. 

icMiLY. Why, George, I don’t see why 
you have to decide right now. Its a 
vi'hole year away. 

GEORGE. Emily, I'm glad you spoke 
CO me about that . . . that fault in my 
character. And what you said was 
right; but there was one thing wrong 
in it, and that was when you said that 
for a year I wasn’t noticing people, 
and . . . you, for instance. Listen, 
Emily , . . you say you were watch¬ 
ing me when I did everything. . . . 
iVhy, I was doing the same about you 
all the time. Why, sure,—I always 
thought about you as one of the chief 
people I thought about. I always 
made sure where you were sitting on 
the bieacherj, and who you were 
with. And weVe always had lots of 
talks ... and joking, in the halls; and 
they always meant a lot to me. Of 
course, they weren’t as good as the 
talk were having now. Lately I’d 
been noticing that you’d been acting 
kind of funny to me, and for three 
days I’ve been trying to walk home 
with you, but something’s always got 
in the way. Yesterday I was standing 
over against the wall waiting for you, 
and you walked home with Miss Cor¬ 
coran. 

EMILY. George! . . . Life’s awful 
funny! How could I have known 
that? ^Vhy, I thought— 

GEORGE. Listen, Emily, I’m going to 
to tell you why I’m not going to Agri¬ 
culture School. I think that once 
you’ve found a person that you’re 
very fond of ... I mean a person 
who’s fond of you, too,—at least 
enough to be interested in your char¬ 
acter . . . Well, I think that’s just as 


important as college is, and even more 
so. That's what I think. 

EMILY. I think it’s awfully import¬ 
ant, too. 

GEORGE. Emily. 

EMILY. Yes, George. 

GEORGE. Emily, if 1 improve and 
make a big change . . . would you be 
. . . I mean: could you be . . . 

EMILY. I... I am now; I always have 
been. 

GEORGE CpciMse). So I gucss this is 
an important talk we’ve been having. 

EMILY. Yes. 

GEORGE Stakes a deep hreath and 
straightens his hack). Wait just a 
minute and I’ll take you home. (He 
rises and goes to the stage manager 
who appears and comes toward him) 
Mr. Morgan, I’ll have to go home and 
get the money to pay you for this. 
It’ll only take me a minute. 

STAGE MANAGER. What’s that? 

George Gibbs, do you mean to tell 
me—! 

GEORGE. Yes, but I had reasons, Mr. 
Morgan.—Look, here’s my gold watch 
to keep until I come back with the 
money. 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s all right. 
Keep your watch. I’ll trust you. 

GEORGE, ril be back in five minutes. 

STAGE MANAGER. I’ll trust you ten 

years, George,—not a day more.—Got 
all over your shock, Emily? 
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EMILY. Yes, thank you, Mr. Mor¬ 
gan It was nothing. 

GEORGE Qt^king lip the books from 
the counter). I'm ready. 

(They walk in grax'e silence doivn 
the stage, turn, and pass through the 
trellis at the Webbs’ back door and 
disappear.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you, Emily. 
Thank you, George. Now before \vc 
go on to the wedding, there are still 
some more things we ought to know 
about this—about this marriage. I 
want to know some more about how 
the parents took it; but what I want 
ro know most of all is: oh, you know 
what I mean,—what Grover’s Corners 
thought about marriage anyway. You 
know’s well as I do: people are never 
able to say right out what they think 
of money, or death, or fame, or mar¬ 
riage. You’ve got to catch it between 
the lines; you’ve got to over-hear it. 
Oh, Doctor! Mrs. Gibbs! 

(They appear at their side of the 
stage and exchange a glance of wn- 
derstanding with him. The stage 
MANAGER lays the same plank across 
two chairs that served as a drugstore 
counter and it has now become mrs. 
GiBBs’s ironing board, dr. gibbs sits 
down in a rocker and smokes, mrs. 
GIBBS irons a moment in silence; then 
goes to the foot of the stairs and 
calls:) 

MRS. GIBBS. Rebecca! It’s time you 
turned out your light and went to 
sleep. George, you’d better get some 
sleep, too. 

Rebecca’s voice. Ma, I haven’t fin¬ 
ished my English. 

MRS. GIBBS. What? Well, I bet you 
haven’t been working, Rebecca. 
You’ve been reading that Sears, Roe¬ 
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buck catalogue, that’s what vou ve 
been doing.-All right, i’ll give you 
ten more minutes. If vou haven t 
finished by then you’ll just have to 
fail the course and be a disgrace to 
your father and me.—George, what 
are you doing? 


George’s voice (hurt). I’m doing 

histoiA'. 

✓ 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, you’d better go to 
bed. You’re probably sleeping at the 
desk as it is. (She casts an amused eye 
at her husband and returns to her 
ironing.) 


DR. GIBBS. I had a long talk with the 
boy today. 


MRS. GIBBS. Did you? 

DR. GIBBS. I tell you, Mrs. G., there’s 
nothing so terrifying in the world as 
a son. The relation of a father to a 
son is the damnedest, awkwardest— 
I always come away feeling like a 
soggy sponge of hypocrisy. 


MRS. GIBBS. Well, a mother and a 
daughter’s no picnic, let me tell you. 


DR. GIBBS. George is sei on it: he 
wants to marry Emily ’soon as school'v 
out and take her right on to the farm. 
(Pflnsc) He says he can sit up nights 
and learn agriculture from govern¬ 
ment pamphlets, without going tc 
college for it. 

MRS. GIBBS. He always was craz' 
about farming. Gets that from m\ 

DR. GIBBS. At a pinch, I guess he 
could start in farming;—but I swear 1 
think he’s too young to get married 
Julia, he’s just a green half-grown 
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'dc3. He isn’t ready to be a family 
man. 

MRS. GIBBS. No, he ain’t. You re 
right.—But he’s a good boy and I 
wouldn’t like to think of him being 
jlone out there . . . coming into town 
Satiddy nights, like any old farm 
hand, tuckered out from work and 
looking for excitement. He might 
get into bad ways. It wouldn’t be 
enough fun for him to come and sit 
by our stove,—and holding hands 
with Emily for a year mightn’t be 
enough either. He might lose inter¬ 
est in her. 

OR. GIBBS. Hm. 

MRS. GIBBS. Frank, I’ been watching 
her. George is a lucky boy when you 
think of all the silly girls in the 
world. 


WILDER 

MRS. GIBBS, Well, good weather, bad 
weather, ’tain’t very choice, but 1 
always manage to find something to 
say. 

(Pause.) 

DR. GIBBS. What do you think? What 
do you think, Julia? Shall we tell 
the boy he can go ahead and get 
married? 

MRS. GIBBS. Seems like it’s up to us 

to decide. Myrtle and Charles Webb 
are willing. They think it’s a good 
idea to throw the young people into 
the sea and let'm sink or swim, as 
soon as they’re ready. 

DR. GIBBS. What does that mean? 
Must we decide right now? This 
minute? 

MRS. GIBBS. There you go putting 
the responsibility on me! 


DR. GIBBS. But, Julia,—George mar¬ 
ried. That great gangling selfish nin¬ 
compoop. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, I know. (She takes 
up a collar and examines it) Frank, 
what do you do to your collars? Do 
you gnaw ’em? I never sa^v such a 
nan for collars. 

DR. GIBBS. Julia, when I married you, 
do you know what one of my terrors 
was in getting married? 

MRS. GIBBS. Pshaw! Go on Math you! 

DR. GIBBS. I was afraid we w'eren’t 
going to have material for conversa¬ 
tion more’n ’Id last us a few weeks. 
I was afraid we’d run out and eat our 
meals in silence, that’s a fact. You 
and I’ve been conversing for tw’enty 
ears now without any noticeable 
arren spells. 


DR. GIBBS. Here it is, almost April. 
—I’ll go up and say a word to him 
right now before he goes to bed. (He 
rises) You’re sure, Julia? You’ve 
nothing more to add? 

MRS. GIBBS (stops troning a moment). 
I don't know what to say. Seems like 
it's too much to ask, for a big out¬ 
door boy like that to go and get shut 
up in classrooms for three years. And 
once he’s on the farm, he might just 
as well have a companion, seeing he’s 
found a fine girl like Emily. . . . 
People are meant to live two-by-two 
in this world. . . . Yes, Frank, go up 
and tell him it’s all right. 

DR. GIBBS (crosses and is about to call 
when—) 

MRS. GIBBS (her hands on her cheeks, 
staring into the audience, in sharp 
alarm). Wait a minute! Wait a 
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minuie!— (Then resuming her iron¬ 
ing') No,—go and tell him. 

DR. GIBBS. Why did you stop then, 
Julia? 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, you know: I thought 
of all those times we went through 
in the first years when George and 
Rebecca were babies,—you walking 
up and down with them at three in 
the morning; the whooping-cough; 
the time George fell off the porch. 
You and I were twenty-five years old, 
and more. It’s wonderful how one 
forgets one’s troubles, like that.— 
Yes, Frank, go upstairs and tell him. 

. . . It’s worth it. 

dr. GIBBS. Yes, they’ll have a lot of 
troubles, but that’s none of our busi¬ 
ness. Let’m. Everybody has a right to 
his own troubles.—You ought to be 
present, Julia,—important occasion 
like that. I’ll call him.—George! Oh, 
George! 

George’s voice. Yes, Pa. 

dr. GIBBS. Can you come down a 
minute? Your mother and I want to 
speak to you. 

GEORGE. Yeah, sure. 

MRS. GIBBS ('putting her arm through 
her husband's). Lord, what a fool I 
am: I’m trembling all over. There's 
nothing to tremble about. 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you! Thank 
you! Now we’re ready to go on with 
the wedding. (While he talks, the 
actors remove the chair and tables and 
trellises from the Gibbs and Webb 
homes. They arrange the pews for 
the church in the back of the stage. 
The congregation will sit facing the 
back wall. The aisle of the church is 
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in the middle of the scene. A small 
platform is placed against the back 
wall on which the stage manager 
as Minister can stflnd.) There are 
a lot of things to be said about a wed¬ 
ding; there are a lot of thoughts that 
go on during a wedding. We can’t 
get them all into one wedding, natur¬ 
ally, and especially not into a 
wedding at Grover’s Comers u'hcre 
they’re awfully plain and short. In 
this wedding I play the minister. 
That gives me the right to say a few 
more things about it. For a while 
now, the play gets pretty serious. 
Y’see, some churches say that mar¬ 
riage is a sacrament. I don't quite 
know what that means, but I can 
guess. Like Mrs. Gibbs said a few 
minutes ago: People were made tc 
live two-by-two. Tliis is a good wed 
ding, but people are so put togethei 
that even at a good wedding there’s 
a lot of confusion way down deep 
in people’s minds and we thought 
that that ought to be in our play, too. 
The real hero of this scene isn’t on 
the stage at all, and you know who 
that is. It’s like what one of those 
European fellas said: every child born 
into the world is Nature’s attempt to 
make a perfect human being. Well, 
we’ve seen Nature pushing and con¬ 
triving for some time now. We all 
know that nature’s interested in 
quantity; but I think she’s interested 
in quality, too,—that’s why I’m in the 
ministry.—Maybe she’s trying to 
make another good governor for Ne^v 
Hampshire. And don’t forget the 
other witnesses at this wedding,—the 
ancestors. Millions of them. Most of 
them set out to live tw^o-by-tw'o, also. 
Millions of them. Well, that’s all m\ 
sermon. ’Twan’t very long, anyway. 
(The organ starts playing Handel’s 
“Largo.” The congregation streams 
into the church and sits in silence. 
MRS. WEBB, on the way to her place/ 
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turns hack and speaks to the audi¬ 
ence.') 

MRS. WEBB. I don’t know why on 
earth I should be crying. I suppose 
there’s nothing to cry about. It came 
over me at breakfast this morning; 
there was Emily eating her breakfast 
as she’s done for seventeen years and 
now she’s going off to eat it in some¬ 
one else’s house. I suppose that’s it. 
And Emily! She suddenly said: I 
can’t eat another mouthful, and she 
put her head down on the table and 
she cried. (She starts toward her seat 
in the church, hut turns hack and 
adds) Oh, I’ve got to say it: you 
know, there’s something downright 
cruel about sending our girls out into 
marriage this way. I hope some of her 
girl friends have told her a thing or 
two. It’s cruel, I know, but I couldn’t 
bring myself to say anything. I went 
.nto it blind as a bat myself. The 
wliole world's wrong, that’s what’s 
the matter. There they come. 

(She hurries to her place in the pew. 
GEORGE starts to come down the right 
aisle of the theatre, through the audi¬ 
ence. Siiddenly three members of his 
baseball team appear hy the right 
proscenium pillar and start whistling 
and catcalling to him. They are 
dressed for the hall field.) 
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more catcalls.) There used to be an 
awful lot of that kind of thing at 
weddings in the old days,—Rome, 
and later. We’re more civilized now, 
—so they say. 

(The choir starts singing "Love 
divine, all love excelling — georgb 
has reached the stage. He stares at 
the congregation a moment, then 
takes a few steps of withdrawal, 
toward the right proscenium pillar.) 

GEORGE Qdarkly, to himself). I wish 
I were back at school. ... I don't 
want to get married. 

(His mother has left her seat and 
comes toward him. She stops, look- 
ing at him anxiously.) 

MRS. GIBBS. George, what’s the mat¬ 
ter? 

GEORGE. Ma, I don’t want to grow 
old. Why’s everybody pushing me 
so? 

MRS. GIBBS. Why, George . . . you 
wanted it. 

GEORGE. Why do I have to get mar¬ 
ried at all? Listen, Ma, for the last 
time I ask you— 


THE BASEBALL PLAYERS. Eh, GcorgC, 

George! Hsst—yaow! If things don’t 
go right, call us in. We know what 
to do. Eh, fellas? Yaow! George, don’t 
look so innocent, vou old geezer. We 
know what you’re thinking. Don’t 
disgrace the team, big boy. Whoo- 
00-00. 


MRS. GIBBS. No, no, Gcorge . . . 
you re a man now. 

GEORGE. Listen, Ma, you never listen 
to me. All I want to do is to be a 
fella ... why do— 

MRS. GIBBS. George! If anyone should 
hear you! Now stop. Why, I’m 
ashamed of you! 


STAGE MANAGER. All light! All right! 

That’ll do. That’s enough of that. georgb (p^^sing his hand over his 
(Smiling, he pushes them off the forehead). What’s the matter? I’ve 
stage. They lean hack to shout a few been dreaming. Where’s Emily? 
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MRS. GIBBS. Gracious! You gave me 
such a turn. 

GEORGE. Cheer up, Ma. W^at are 
ou looking so funny for? Cheer up; 
’m getting married. 

MRS. GIBBS. Let me catch my breath 
a minute. 

GEORGE. Now, Ma, you save Thurs¬ 
day nights. Emily and I are coming 
over to dinner every Thursday night 
. you’ll see. Ma, what are you 
cr)’ing for? Come on; we’ve got to 
get ready for this. 

(In the meantime, emily, in white 
and wearing her wedding veil, has 
come through the audience and 
mounted on to the stage. She too 
draws hack when she sees the con- 
gregation in the church. The choir 
begins: "Blessed he the tie that 
hinds.”) 

EMILY. I never felt so alone in my 
whole life. And George over there, 
looking so . . . ! I hate him. I wish I 
were dead. Papa! Papa! 

MR. WEBB (leaves his seat in the pews 
and comes toward her anxiously). 
Emily! Emily! Now don’t get up- 

EMILY. But, Papa,—I don’t want to 
get married. . . . 

MR. WEBB. Sh-sh—Emily. Every¬ 
thing’s all right. 

EMILY. Why can’t I stay for a while 
just as I am? Let’s go away. 

MR. WEBB. No, no, Emily. Now stop 
and think. 

EMILY. Don’t you remember that you 
used to say,—all the time you used to 
say that I was your girl. There must 
be lots of places we can go to. Let’s 
0 away. I'll work for you. I could 
eep house. 


MR. WEBB. Sh. . . . You mustn t 
think of such things. You’re just 
ner\'ous, Emily. Now, now,—you 
marr)'ing the best young fellow in thf* 
world. George is a fine fellow. 

EMILY. But, Papa,— 

MR. WEBB. George! George! (mrs. 
GIBBS returns to her seat, george 
hears mr. webb and looks up. mr. 
WEBB beckons to him. They move 
to the center of the stage) I’m giv¬ 
ing away my daughter, George. Do 
you think you can take care of her? 

GEORGE. i\Ir. Webb, I want to ... I 
want to try. Emily, I’m going to do 
my best. I love you, Emily. I need 
you. 

EMILY. Well, if you love me, help 
me. All I want is someone to love me. 

GEORGE. I will, Emily. 

EMILY. If ever I’m sick or in trouble, 
that’s what I mean. 

GEORGE. Emily, I’ll try. I’ll try. 

EMILY. And I mean for ever. D'' 
you hear? For ever and ever. 

(They fall into each other's arms. 
The March from "Lohengrin" is 
heard.) 

MR. WEBB. Come, they’re waiting foi 
us. Now you know it’ll be all right. 
Come, quick. 

(george slips away and takes his 
place beside the stage manager- 
clergyman. EMILY proceeds up the 
aisle on her father's arm.) 

STAGE manager. Do you, George, 
take this woman, Emily, to be your 
wedded wife, to have . . . 

(mrs. soames has been sitting in the 
last row of the congregation. She 
woiv turns to her neighbors and in a 
shrill voice says;) 
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MRS. SOAMES. Perfectly lovely wed¬ 
ding! Loveliest wedding I ever saw. 
Oh, I do love a good wedding, don’t 
V’ou? Doesn’t she malce a lovely 
bride? 

JEORGE. I do. 

STAGE MANAGER. Do you, Emily, 
take this man, George, to he your 
ivedded husband,— 
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the Ford, the first rheumatism, the 
grandchildren, the second rheuma¬ 
tism, the deathbed, the reading ot 
the will.—Once in a thousand times 
it's interesting. Well, let’s have Men¬ 
delssohn's "Wedding March”! 

(The organ picks up the March. The 
bride and groom come down the aisle, 
radiant, hut trying to he very digni¬ 
fied.) 


MRS. SOAMES. Don’t know when I've 
seen such a lovely wedding. But I 
always cry. Don’t know why it is, but 
J ah\’ays cry. I just like to see young 
people happy, don't you? Oh, 1 think 
it’s lovely. 

(The ring. The kiss. The stage is 
suddenly arrested into silent tableau. 
The STAGE MANAGER, hts eyes on 
the distance, says to the audience:) 
I’ve married two hundred couples 
in my day. Do I believe in it? I don't 
know. M . ... marries N. . .. mil¬ 
lions of them. The cottage, the go- 
cart, the Sunday afternoon drives in 


MRS. SOAMES. Aren’t they a lovely 
couple? Oh, I've never been to such 
a nice wedding. I’m sure they’ll be 
happy. I always say: happiness, that’s 
the great thing! The important thing 
is to be happy. 

(The bride and groom reach the 
steps leading into the audience. A 
bright light is thrown upon them. 
They descend into the auditorium 
and run up the aisle joyously.) 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s all the 

Second Act. Ten minutes’ intermis' 
sion, folks. 


ACT THREE 

During the intermission the audience has seen the actors arranging the stage. 
On the right-hand side, a little right of the center, ten or twelve ordinary 
chairs have been placed in three openly spaced rows facing the audience. 
These are graves in the cemetery. 

Towards the end of the intermission the actors enter and take their places. 
7'he front row contains: toward the center of the stage, an empty chair; then 
MRS. GIBBS; SIMON STIMSON. The sccond row contains, among others, mrs. 
SOAMES. The third row has wally webb. 

The dead sit in a quiet without stiffness, and in a patience vHthout list- 
lessness. 

The STAGE MANAGER takes his accustomed place and waits for the house* 
lights to go down. 

2 TAGB MANAGER. This time nine Comers. Horses are getting rarer- 
years have gone by, friends—summer. Fanners coming into town in Fords. 
1913 . Gradual changes in Grover’s Chief difference is in the young peo* 
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ole, far as I can see. They want to 
go to the moving pictures all the time. 
Tney want to wear clothes like they 
see there . . • want to be citified. 
Everybody locks their house doors 
now at night. Ain’t been any burglars 
in town yet, but ever)'body’s heard 
about 'em. But you’d be surprised 
though-on the whole, things don’t 
change much at Grover’s Corners. 
Guess you want to know what all 
these chairs are here fur. Smarter 
ones have guessed it already. I don’t 
know how you feel about such things; 
but this certainly is a beautiful place. 
It’s on a hilltop—a windy hilltop- 
lots of sky, lots of clouds,—often lots 
of sun and moon and stars. You come 
up here on a fine afternoon and you 
can see range on range of hills— 
awful blue they are-up there by 
Lake Sunapee and Lake Winnipesau- 
kee . . . and way up, if you've got 
a ^lass, you can see the White Moun- 
tams and Mt. Washington-where 
North Conway and Conway is. And, 
of course, our favorite mountain, Mt. 
Monadnock, 's right here—and all 
around it lie these towns—Jaffrcy, n 
East Jaffrey, n Peterborough, n 
Dublin and (Then pointing donm 
in the atidience) there, quite a ways 
down, is Grover s Corners. Yes, beau¬ 
tiful spot up here. Mountain laurel 
and li-lacks. I often wonder why 
people like to be buried in Wood- 
lawn and Brooklyn when they might 
pass the same time up here in New 
Hampshire. Over in that corner— 
(Pointing to stage left) are the old 
stones,—1670, 1680. Strong-minded 
people that come a long way to be 
independent. Summer people walk 
around there laughing at the funnv 
words on the tombstones ... it don’t 
do any harm. And genealogists come 
up from Boston—get paid by city 
people for looking up their ancestors. 
They w'ant to make sure they re 


Daughters of the American Revolu¬ 
tion and of the Alayflower.^ . . . 
Well, I guess that don t c’o any 
harm, either. Wherever you come 
near the human race, there’s layers 
and layers of nonsense. . . • Over 
there are some Civil War \eterans 
too. Iron flags on their graves. . . . 
New Hampshire boys . . • had a no¬ 
tion that the Union ought to be kept 
together, though they’d never seen 
more than fifty miles of it themselves. 
All they knew was the name, friends 
—the United States of America. The 
United States of America. And they 
went and died about it. This here u 
the new part of the cemetery. Here’s 
your friend, Mrs. Gibbs. ’N let me 
see— Here’s Mr. Stimson, organist 
at the Congregational Church. And 
over there’s Mrs. Soames who en¬ 
joyed the wedding so—you remem¬ 
ber? Oh, and a lot of others. And 
Editor Webb’s boy, Wallace, whose 
appendix burst while he was on a Boy 
Scout trip to Crawford Notch. Yes, 
an awful lot of sorrow has sort of 
quieted down up here. People just 
wild with grief have brought their 
relatives up to this hill. We all knov; 
how it is . . . and then time . . . 
and sunny days . . . and rainy days 
. . . ’n snow . . . tz'tz-tz. We’re 
all glad they’re in a beautiful place 
and we’re coming up here ourselves 
when our fit’s over. This certainly 
is an important part of Grover’s 
Comers. A lot of thoughts come up 
here, night and day. but there’s no 
post office. Now I’m going to tell vou 
some things you kno\v already. You 

know’m as well as I do; but vou don t 

✓ 

take’m out and look at’m ven^ often. 
1 don’t care what they say with their 
mouths—evei^’bodv knows that some¬ 
thing is eternal. And it ain’t houses 
and it ain’t names, and it ain’t earth, 
and it ain’t even the stars . . . every- 
bodv knows in their bones that some- 
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thhig is eternal, and that something 
has to do with human beings. All 
the greatest people ever lived have 
been telling us that for five thousand 
years and yet vou’d be surprised how 
people are always losing hold of it. 
There's something way down deep 
that’s eternal about “every human 
being. (Pause) You Icnow as well 
as I do that the dead don't stay 
interested in us lu'ing people for 
very long. Gradually, gradually, 
they let hold of the earth . . . 
and the ambitions they had , . . and 
the pleasures they had . . . and the 
things they suffered . . . and the peo¬ 
ple they loved. They get weaned 
away from earth—that’s the way I put 
it,—weaned away. Yes, they stay here 
while the earth part of 'em bums 
away, bums out, and all that time 
they slowly get indifferent to what’s 
goin' on in Grover's Comers. They're 
waitin’. They’re waitin' for something 
that they feel is cornin'. Something 
important and great. Aren’t they wait¬ 
in’ for the eternal part in them to 
come out clear? Some of the things 
they’re going to say maybe’ll hurt 
your feelings—but that's the way it is: 
mother 'n daughter . . . husband 'n 
wife . . . enemy ’n enemy ... money 
’n miser ... all those terribly im¬ 
portant things kind of grow pale 
around here. And what's left? What’s 
left when memory’s gone, and vour 
identity, Mrs. Smith? (He looks 
at the audience a minute, then turns 
to the stage) Well! There are some 
living people. There’s Joe Stoddard, 
our undertaker, supervising a new- 
made grave. And here comes a 
Grover’s Comers boy, that left town 
to go out West. 

(joe STODDARD kos hovcred about in 
the background, sam craig enters 
left, wiping his forehead from the 
exertion. He carries an umbrella and 
strolls hont.^ 


SAM CRAIG. Good aftemoon, Joe 
Stoddard. 

JOE STODDARD. Good aftcmoon, good 
aftemoon. Let me see now: do I know 
you? 

SAM CRAIG. I’m Sam Craig. 

JOB STODDARD. Gracious sakes alive! 
Of all people! I should’a knowed 
you'd be back for the funeral. You’ve 
been away a long time, Sam. 

SAM CRAIG. Yes, I’ve been away over 
twelve years. I'm in business out in 
Buffalo now, Joe. But I was in the 
East when I got news of my cousin’s 
death, so I thought I’d combine 
things a little and come and see the 
old home. You look well. 

JOE STODDARD. Yes, yes, can't com¬ 
plain. Very sad, our journey today. 
Samuel. 

SAM CRAIG. Yes. 

JOE STODDARD. Yes, ycs. I always say, 
I hate to supervise when a young per¬ 
son is taken. I see you brought your 
umbrella. It’s going to rain and make 
it sadder still, seems like. They’ll be 
here in a few minutes now. I had to 
come here early today—my son'^ 
supervisin’ at the home. 

SAM CRAIG (reading stones). Old 
Farmer McCarty, I used to do chores 
for him—after school. He had the 
lumbago. 

JOE STODDARD. Ycs, we brought 

Farmer McCarty here a number of 
years ago now. 

SAM CRAIG (staring at Mrs. gibes' 
knees'). Whj, this is my Aunt Julia. 
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rd forgotten that she’d . . . 
of course, of course. 

JOE STODDARD. Ycs, Doc Gibbs lost 
his wife two-three years ago . . . 
about this time. And today’s another 
pretty bad blow for him, too. 

MRS. GIBBS (to SIMON STIMSON: in 

an even voice). That’s my sister 
Carey’s boy, Sam. . . . Sam Craig. 

SIMON STIMSON. I’m always uncom¬ 
fortable when they re around. 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon. 

SIMON STIMSON. They and their non¬ 
sense and their damned glee at be¬ 
ing alive. . . ♦ 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon, be patient. . . . 

SAM CRAIG. Do they choose their own 
verses much, Joe? 

JOB STODDARD. No . . . not usual. 

Mostly the bereaved pick a verse. 

SAM CRAIG. Doesn’t sound like Aunt 
Julia. There aren’t many of those 
Hersey sisters left now. Let me see: 
where are ... I wanted to look at 
my father’s and mother’s . . . 

JOB STODDARD. Over there with the 

Craigs. . . . Avenue F. 

SAM CRAIG (reading simon stim- 
son’s C'pita'ph'). He was organist at 
church, wasn’t he?— Hm, drank a lot, 
we used to say. 

JOE STODDARD. Nobody was supposed 
to know about it. He’d seen a peck 
of trouble. Those musical fellas ain’t 
like the rest of us, I reckon. (Behind 
kis hand') Took his own life, y know? 


SAM CRAIG. Oh, did he? 

JOE STODDARD. Hung himsclf in the 

attic. They tried to hush it up, but of 
course it got around. His wife s just 
married Senator Barstovv. Many a 
time I’ve seen her, eleven o clock at 
night, goin’ around the streets huntin 
for her husband. Think o’ that! Now 
she’s married to Senator Barstovv over 
at Manchester. He chose his own epy- 
taph. You can see it there. It ain’t a 
verse exactly. 

SAM CRAIG. Why, it's just some notes 
of music—what is it? 

JOE STODDARD. Oh, I wouldn’t know. 
It was wrote up in the Boston papers 
at the time. 

SAM CRAIG. Joe, what did she die off? 

JOE STODDARD. Who? 

SAM CRAIG. My cousin. 

JOE STODDARD. Oh, didn’t you know? 
Had some trouble bringing a baby 
into the world. Let’s see, today’s Fri¬ 
day—’twas almost a week ago now. 

SAM CRAIG (putting up hts umbrella). 

Did the baby live? 

JOB STODDARD (raising his coat col¬ 
lar). No. ’Twas her second, though. 
There’s a little boy ’bout four years 
old. 

SAM CRAIG. The grave’s going to be 
over there? 

JOE STODDARD. Yes, there ain’t much 
more room over here among the 
Gibbses, so they’re opening up a 
whole new Gibbs section over by Ave¬ 
nue B. You’ll excuse me now. I see 
they’re cornin’. 
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THE DEAD (wot luguhrious; and new farm, just before I died. Pef- 
strovglv New England in accent). fectly beautiful farm. 

Ravin'll do a lot of good.—Yes, 

reckon things were gettin’ downright A woman from among the dead. 

parched. Don’t look like it’s goin’ to It’s on the same roaa we lived on. 

last long, though.—Lemuel, you re¬ 
member the floods of ’79? Carried a man among the dead. Yes, just 

away all the bridges but one. near the Elks’ picnic grounds. Re- 

(Frow left to right, at the hack of the member, Joe? By the lake where we 
stage, comes a procession. Four men always used to go Fourth of July? 
carry a casket, invisible to us. All the Right smart farm. 
rest are under umbrellas. One can (They subside. The group by the 

vaguely see dr. gibbs, george, the grave starts singing "'Blessed be the 

WEBBS, etc. They gather about a tie that binds."’) 
grave in the back center of the stage, 

a little to the left of center.) A woman among the dead. I al¬ 

ways liked that hymn. I was hopin’ 
MRS. soames. Who is it, Julia? they’d sing a hymn. 


MRS. GIBBS (witho^it raising her ^ man among the dead. My wife— 
eyes). My daughter-in-law, Emily my second wife—knows all the verses 
Webb. of about every hymn there is. It just 

beats the Dutch . . . she can go 

MRS. SOAMES Utth Surprised, hut through them all by heart. 

no emotion'). Well, I declare! The (.Pause. Suddenly Emily appears 

road up here must have been awful among the umbrellas. She is 

muddy What did she die of, Julia? tvearing a white dress. Her hair is 

down her back and tied by a white 

MRS. GIBBS. In childbirth. ® ^htle girl. She comes 

slowly, gazing wonderingly at the 

MRS. SOAMES. Childbirth. (Almost ^dazed. She stops half- 

with a laugh) I’d forgotten all about faintly.) 

that! My, wasn’t life awful— (With 
a sigh) and wonderful? emily. Hello. 

SIMON STIMSON (with a sideways voices among the dead. Hello^ 
glance). Wonderful, was it? Emily. Hlo, Ms. Gibbs. 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon! Now, remember! emily. Hello, Mother Gibbs, 

MRS. soames. I remember Emily’s mrs. gibbs. Emily, 
wedding. Wasn’t it a lovely wedding? 

And I remember her reading the class emily. Hello. (The hymn continues, 

poem at Graduation Exercises. Emily emily looks back at the funeral. She 

was one of the brightest girls ever says dreamily) It’s raining, 
graduated from High School. I've 

heard Principal Wilkins say so time mrs. gibbs. Yes. . . . They’ll be gone 
after tune. I called on them at their soon, dear. Just rest yourself. 
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(emily sits dovm in the empty chair 

hy MRS. GIBBS.) 

SMiLY. It seems thousands and thou¬ 
sands of years since 1 ..,. How stupid 
they all look. They don’t ha\ e to look 
like that! 

MRS. GIBBS. Don’t look at them now, 
dear. They’ll be gone soon. 

EMILY. Oh, I wish I’d been here a 
long time. I don’t like being new here. 
—How do you do, Mr. Stimson? 

SIMON STIMSON. How do you do, 

Emily? 

(emily contimies to look about her 
with a wan and wondering smile; hut 
for a moment her eyes do not re¬ 
turn to the funeral group. As though 
to shut out front her mind the 
thought of that group she starts speak¬ 
ing to MRS. GIBBS with a touch of 
nervotisness.') 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs, George and I 
have made that farm into just the 
best place you ever saw. We thought 
of you all the time. We wanted to 
show you the new bam and a great 
long ce-ment drinking fountain for 
the stock. We bought that out of the 
money you left us. 

MRS. GIBBS. I did? 

EMILY. Don’t you remember, Mother 
Gibbs—the legacy you left us? Why, 
it was over three hundred and fifty 
dollars. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, yes, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, there’s a patent device 
on this drinking fountain so that it 
never overflows, Mother Gibbs, and 
it never sinks below a certain mark 
they have there. It’s fine. (Her voice 
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trails off and her eyes return to the 
funeral group^ It won’t be the same 
to George without me, but it’s a lovely 
farm. (Suddenly she looks directly at 
MRS. GiBBs) Live people don’t un¬ 
derstand, do they? 

MRS. GIBBS. No, dear—not very much. 

EMILY. They’re sort of shut up in 
little boxes, aren’t they? I feel as 
though I knew them last a thousand 
years ago. . . . My boy is spending 
the day at Mrs. Carter’s. (She sees 
MR CARTER among the dead) Oh. 
Mr. Carter, my little boy is spending 
the day at your house. 

MR. CARTER. Is he? 

EMILY. Yes, he loves it there.— 
Mother Gibbs, we have a Ford, too 
Never gives any trouble. I don’t drive, 
though. Mother Gibbs, when doei 
this feeling go away?—Of being . . . 
one of them? How long does it ... ? 

MRS. GIBBS. Sh! dear. Just wait and 
be patient. 

EMILY (with a sigh). I know.—Look, 
they’re finished. They’re going. 

MRS. GIBBS. Sh—. (The umbrella: 
leave the stage, dr. gibbs comes ove\ 
to his wife's grave and stands hefore 
it a moment, emily looks up at hU 
face. MRS. GIBBS does not raise her 
eyes .) 

EMILY. Look! Father Gibbs is bring¬ 
ing some of my flowers to you. He 
looks just like George, doesn’t he"^ 
Oh, hlother Gibbs, I never realized 
before how troubled and how . . 
how in the dark live persons are. 
From morning till night, that’s all 
they are—troubled. 

(dr. GIBBS goes off.) 
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THE DEAD. Little cooler than it was. 
—Yes, that rain’s cooled it off a lit- 
»:le. Those northeast winds always 
do the same thing, don’t they? If it 
isn't a rain, it’s a three-day dIow.— 
Reckon it may clear up before night; 
often does. 

(i 4 patient calm falls on the stage. 
The STAGE MANAGER appears at his 
proscenium pillar, smoking. Emily 
sits up abruptly with an idea.^ 


EMILY. But, Mother Gibbs, one can 
go back; one can go back there again 
. . . into living. I feel it. I know it. 
Why, just then for a moment I was 
thinking about . . . about the farm 
. . . and for a minute I was there, 
and my baby was on my lap as plain 
as day. 


MRS. GIBBS. Yes, of coursc you can. 

EMILY. I can go back there and live 
all those days over again . . , why 
not? 


MRS. GIBBS. All I can say is, Emily, 
don't. 


EMILY O^kes a few steps toward the 
STAGE manager). But it’s ttuc, isn’t 
it? I can go and live . . . back there 
j . . again. 


(They are silent. Her question turns 
to the STAGE manager.) 

STAGE MANAGER. You not Only live 
it; but you watch yourself living it. 

EMILY. Yes. 

STAGE MANAGER. And as you watch 
it, you see the thing that they—down 
there—never know. You see the fu¬ 
ture. You know what’s going to hap¬ 
pen afterwards. 

EMILY. But is that—painful? Why? 

MRS. GIBBS. That's not the only rea¬ 
son why you shouldn't do it, Emily. 
When you've been here longer you’ll 
see that our life here is our nope that 
soon we’ll forget all that, and think 
only of what's ahead, and be ready for 
what's ahead. When you’ve been here 
longer you'll understand. 

EMILY (softly). But, Mother Gibbs, 
how can I ever forget that life? It’s 
all I know. It's all I had. (mrs. gibbs 
does not answer) Mr. Stimson, did 
you go back? 

SIMON STIMSON (shoTply). No. 
EMILY. Did you, Mrs. Soames? 


STAGE MANAGER. Yes, some have 
tried—but they soon come back here. 

MRS. GIBBS. Don't do it, Emily. 


MRS. SOAMES. Oh, Emily. It isn't 
wise. Really, it isn't. All we can do is 
just warn you. It won’t be what you 
expect. 


MRS. SOAMES. Emily, don't. It's not 
what you think it’d be. 

EMILY. But I won't live over a sad 
day. ni choose a happy one— I’ll 
choose the day I first knew that I 
loved George. Why should that be 
painful? 


EMILY (slowly). But it’s a thing I 
must know for myself. I’ll choose a 
happy day, anyway. 

MRS. GIBBS. No. At least, choose an 
unimportant day. Choose the least 
important day in your life. It will be 
important enough. 
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EMILY (.to the STAGE MANAGER). 

Then it can’t be since I was married; 
or since the baby was bom. I can 
choose a birthday at least, can’t I?— 
I choose my twelfth birthday. 


stage manager. All right. February' 
nth, 1899- A Tuesday.-Do you 
want any special time of day? 

EMILY. Oh, I want the whole day. 

stage manager. We’ll begin at 
dawn. You remember it had been 
snowing for several days; but it had 
stopped the night before, and they 
had begun clearing the roads. The 
sun’s coming up. 


EMILY (mth a cry). There’s Main 
Street . . . why. that’s Mr. Morgan’s 
drugstore before he changed it! . . . 
And there’s the livery stable. 

(S/iC walks toward the hack of the 
stage.) 


stage manager. He'd been back to 
his college to make a speech in 
Western New York, at Clinton. 

EMILY. Look! There’s Howie New- 
some. Tlicre’s our policeman. But he s 
dead; he died. 

(The stage manager retires to his 
cortier. The voices of howie new- 

some, CONSTABLE WARREN aitd JOE 
CROWELL, JR., are heard at the left 
of the stage.) 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Whoa, Bessicl 

Bessie! Morning, Bill. 

BILL. Morning, 1 lowie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. YouYe up early. 

BILL. Been rescuin’ a party; darn near 
froze to death, down by Polish Town 
thar. Got drunk and lay out in the 
snowdrifts. Thought he was in bed 
when I shook’m. 


STAGE manager. Ycs, it’s 1899. This 
is fourteen years ago. 

EMILY. Oh, that’s the town I knew as 
a little girl. And, look, there's the 
old w'hite fence that used to be 
around our house. Oh, I’d forgotten 
that! Oh, I love it so! Are they in¬ 
side? 

STAGE MANAGER. Ycs, youT mother’ll 
be coming downstairs in a minute to 
make breakfast. 

EMILY (softly). Will she? 

STAGE MANAGER. And you remem¬ 
ber: your father had been away for 
several days; he came back on the 
early morning train. 

EMILY. No . . . ? 


EMILY. Why, there’s Joe Crowell. ... 

JOE CROWELL. Good moming, Mr, 
Warren. Moming, Howie. 

(mrs. w'EBB has appeared in her 
kitchen, hut emily does not see her 
until jhe calls.) 

MRS. WEBB. ChiVdrenl Wally! Emily! 
. . . Time to get up. 

EMILY. Mama, here I am! Oh! hov^ 
young Mama looks! I didn’t know 
Mama was ever that young. Oh! 

MRS. WEBB. You Can come and dres.r 
by the kitchen fire, if you like; but 
hurry, (howie newsome has entered 
along Main Street and brings the 
milk to MRS. webb’s door) Good 
moming, Mr. Newsome. Whhhh-- 
it’s cold. 
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HOWIE NEWSOME. Ten below by my mrs. webb. Did you sit up on the 
bam, Mrs. Webb. train all night? 


MRS. WEBB. Think of it! Keep your¬ 
self wrapped up. (She takes her hot- 
ties in, shuddering.') 

EMILY (with an effort). Mama, I 
can’t find my blue hair ribbon any¬ 
where. 

MRS. WEBB. Just Open your eyes, 
dear, that’s all. I laid it out for you 
special—on the dresser, there. If it 
were a snake it would bite you. 

EMILY. Yes, yes. . . . 

(She yuts her hand on her heart, mr. 
WEBB comes along Main Street, 
where he meets constable war¬ 
ren.) 

MR. WEBB. Good morning, Bill. 

BILL. Good morning, Mr. Webb. 
You’re up early. 

MR. WEBB. Yes, just been back to my 
old college in New York State. Been 
any trouble here? 

BILL. Well, I was called up this 
mornin' to rescue a Polish fella—dam 
near froze to death he was. 

MR. WEBB, We must get it in the 
paper. 

BILL. Twan’t much. 

EMILY (whispers). Papa. 

(mr. WEBB shakes the snow off kis 
feet and enters his house.) 

MR. WEBB. Good morning. Mother. 

MRS. WEBB. How did it go, Charles? 

MR. WEBB. Oh, fine, I guess. I told’m 
a few things. 


MR. WEBB. Yes. Never could sleep on 
a Pullman anjway. 

MRS. WEBB. Charles, seems to me— 
we’re rich enough so that you could 
sleep in a train once in a while. 

MR. WEBB. Everything all right here? 

MRS. WEBB. Yes—can’t think of any¬ 
thing that’s happened, special. Been 
right cold. Howie Newsome says it’s 
ten below over to his bam. 

MR. WEBB. Yes, well, it’s colder than 
that at Hamilton College. Students’ 
ears are falling off. It ain’t Christian. 
—Paper have any mistakes in it? 

MRS. WEBB. None that I noticed. 
Coffee's ready when you want it, (He 
starts upstairs) Charles! Don’t forget; 
it’s Emily's birthday. Did you remem¬ 
ber to get her something? 

MR. WEBB (patting kis pocket). Yes, 
I’ve got something here. 

MRS. WEBB. Goodness sakes! I hope 
she likes what I got for her. I hunted 
hard enough for it. Children/ Hurry 
up! Hurry up! 

MR. WEBB. Where’s my girl? Where’s 
my birthday girl? (He goes off left.) 

MRS. WEBB. Don’t interrupt her now, 
Charles. You can see her at break¬ 
fast. She’s slow enough as it is. Hurry 
up, children! It’s seven o’clock. Now, 
I don’t want to call you again. 

EMILY (softly, more in wonder than 
in grief). I can’t bear it. They’re so 
young and beautiful. Why did they 
ever have to get old? Mama, I'm here. 
I m grown up. I love you all, every- 
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thing.—I can't look at everything hard 
enough. There's the butternut tree. 
(She wanders up Mam Street') 
There's Mr. Morgan's drugstore. And 
there’s the High School, forever and 
ever, and ever. And there's the G)n- 
gregational Church where I got mar¬ 
ried. Oh, dear. Oh, dear. Oh, dear! 

(The STAGE MANAGER heckotts par¬ 
tially to her. He points to the house. 
She says a breathless *'yes' and goes 
to the house) Good morning, Mama. 

MRS. WEBB (at the foot of the stairs, 
kissing her in a matter-of-fact way). 
Well, now, dear, a very happy birth¬ 
day to my girl and many happy re¬ 
turns. There are some surprises wait¬ 
ing for you on the kitchen table. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, you shouldn’t 
have. (She throws an anguished 
glance at the stage manager) I 
can't—I can’t. 

MRS. WEBB (facing the audience, over 
her stove). But birthday or no birth¬ 
day, I want you to eat your breakfast 
good and slow. I want you to grow 
up and be a good strong girl. (She 
goes to the stairs and calls) Wally! 
Wally, wash yourself good. Every¬ 
thing’s getting cold down here. (She 
returns to the stove with her hack 
to EMILY. EMILY opens her parcels) 
That in the blue paper is from your 
Aunt Carrie and I reckon you can 
guess who brought the post card al¬ 
bum. I found it on the doorstep when 
I brought in the milk—George Gibbs 
.. . must have come over in the cold 
pretty early . . . right nice of him. 

EMILY (to herself). Oh, George! I'd 
forgotten that. . . . 

MRS. WEBB. Chew that bacon slow. 
It’ll help keep you warm on a cold 
dav. 
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EMILY (beginning softly hut ur¬ 
gently). Oh, Mama, just look at me 
one minute as though you really saw 
me. Mama, fourteen years have gone 
by. I'm dead. You’re a grandmother, 
Mama. I married George Gibbs, Ma 
ma. Wally’s dead, too. Mama, his ap* 
pendi.x burst on a camping trip to 
North Conway. We felt just terrible 
about it—don’t you remember? But, 
just for a moment now we’re all to¬ 
gether. Mama, just for a moment 
we’re happy. Let's look at one an* 
other. 

MRS. WEBB. That in the yellow papei 
is something I found in the attic 
among your grandmother’s things. 
You’re old enough to wear it now, 
and I thought you’d like it. 

EMILY. And this is from you. Why, 
Mama, it’s just lovely and it’s just 
what I wanted. It’s beautiful! (Fhe 
flings her arms around her mother’i 
neck. Her mother goes on with he) 
cooking, but is pleased.) 

MRS. WEBB. Well, I hoped you'd like 

it. Hunted all over. Your Aunt Norah 

couldn’t find one in Concord, so I 

had to send all the way to Boston. 

(Laughing) Wally has something for 

you, too. He made it at Manual 
# 

Training class and he’s very proud of 
it. Be sure you make a big fuss about 
it.—Your father has a surprise for you, 
too; don’t know what it is myself^ 
Sh—here he comes. 

MR. WEBB (off stage). Where’s my 
girl? Where’s my birthday girl? 

EMILY (in a loud voice to the stage 
manager). I can’t. I can’t go on. Ob! 
Oh. It goes so fast. We don’t have 
time to look at one another. (She 
breaks down sobbing. Ai a gesture 
from the stage manager, mbs 
WEBB disappears) I didn’t realize, St- 
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all that was going on and we never 
noticed. Take me back—up the hill 
—to my grave. But first: Wait! One 
more look. Good-by, good-by, world. 
Good-by, Grover’s Corners ... Mama 
and Papa. Good-by to clocks ticking 
... and Mama's sunflowers. And food 
and coffee. And new-ironed dresses 
and hot baths . . . and sleeping and 
waking up. Oh, earth, you’re too won¬ 
derful for anybody to realize you. 
(She looks toward the stage man¬ 
ager and asks ahruftly, through her 
tears') Do any human beings ever 
realize life while they live it?—every, 
every minute? 

STAGE MANAGER. No. (PattSe) Thc 

saints and poets, maybe—they do 
some. 

EMILY. Tm ready to go back. (She 
returns to her chair beside mrs. 
gibes) Mother Gibbs, I should have 
listened to you. Now I want to be 
quiet for a while.—Oh, Mother 
Gibbs, i saw it all. I saw your garden. 

MRS. GIBBS. Did you, dear? 

EMILY. That's all human beings are! 
—Just blind people. 

MRS. GIBBS. Look, it's clearing up. 
'^The stars are comina out. 

EMILY. Oh, Mr. Stimson, I should 
have listened to them. 

SIMON STIMSON (with mounting vio¬ 
lence; hitingly). Yes, now you know. 
Now you know! That's what it was to 
be alive. To move about in a cloud 
of ignorance; to go up and down 
trampling on the feelings of those 
. . . of those about you. To spend 
and waste time as though you had a 
million years. To be always at the 
mercv of one self-centered passion. 
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or another. Now you know—that's the 
happy existence you wanted to go 
back and see. Did you shout to 'em? 
Did you call to ’em? 

EMILY. Yes, I did. 

SIMON STIMSON. Now you know 

them as they are; in ignorance and 
blindness. 

MRS. GIBBS (spiritedly). Simon Stim¬ 
son, that ain't the whole truth and 
you know it. 

(The dead have begun to stir.) 

THE DEAD. Lemuel, wind’s coming 
up, seems like.—Oh, dear,—I keep re¬ 
membering things tonight.—It's right 
cold for June, ain’t it? 

MRS. GIBBS. Look what you’ve done, 
you and your rebellious spirit stirring 
us up here.-Emily, look at that star. 
I forget its name. 

THE DEAD. I’m getting to know them 
all, but I don’t know their names.— 
My boy Joel was a sailor,—knew 'em 
all. He’d set on the porch evenings 
and tell 'em all by name. Yes, sir, it 
was wonderful.—A star’s mightv good 
company.—Yes, yes.—Yes, ’tis. 

SIMON STIMSON. Here's one of them 
coming. 

THE DEAD. That's funny. 'Tain’t no 
time for one of them to be here.— 
Goodness sakes. 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs, it's George. 

MRS. GIBBS. Sh, dear, /ou just rest 
yourself, 

EMILY. It's George. 

(GEORGE enters from the lefty and 
slowly comes toward them.) 

A MAN FROM AMONG THE DEAD. And 

my boy, Joel, who knew the stars— 
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he used to say it took millions of years 
for that speck o’ light to git to the 
earth. Don’t seem like a body could 
believe it, but that’s what he used to 
—millions of years. 

another. That’s what they say. 
(george fliftgs himself on emily’s 

grave.) 

the dead. Goodness! That ain’t no 
way to behave!—He ought to be 
home. 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs? 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, Emily? 

EMILY. They don’t understand much, 
do they? 

MRS. GIBBS. No, dear, not very much. 
(The STAGE MANAGER af-pears at the 
right, one hand on a dark curtain 
which he slowly draws across the 
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scene. In the distance a clock is heard 
striking the hour very faintly.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Most everybody’s 

asleep in Grover's Corners. There are 
a few lights on; Shorty Hawkins, 
down at the depot, has just watched 
the Albany train go by. And at the 
livery stable somebody’s setting up 
late and talking.—Yes, it’s clearing 
up. There are the stars—doing their 
old, old criss-cross journeys in the sky. 
Scholars haven’t settled the matter 
yet, but they seem to think there are 
no living beings up there. They’re 
just chalk ... or fire. Only this one is 
straining away, straining away all the 
time to make something of itself. The 
strain’s so bad that every sixteen hours 
et’erybody lies down and gets a rest. 
(He winds his watch) Hm. . . . 
Eleven o’clock in Grover's Comers. 
—You get a good rest, too. Good¬ 
night. 
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SCENES 


The scene of the play is the living room of the Giddens house, in a small 

town in the South 

ACT ONE 

The spring of 1900, evening 

ACT TWO 

A week later, early morning 

ACT THREE 

Two weeks later, late afternoon 

rhere has oeen no attempt to write Southern dialect. It is to be understood 

that the accents are Southern. 
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ACT ONE 


ScENB—The living room of the Giddens house, in a small town in the deef 
South, the spring of 1900. Upstage is a staircase leading to the second story. 
Upstage, right, are double doors to the dining room. When these doo^s are 
open we see a section of the dining room and the furniture. Upstage, left, is 
an entrance hall with a coat rack and umbrella staiid. There are large lace- 
curtained windows on the left wall. The room is lit by a center gas chandelier 
and painted china oil lamps on the tables. Against the wall is a large piano. 
Downstage, right, are a high couch, a large table, several chairs. Against the 
left back wall are a table and several chairs. Near the window there are a 
entailer couch and tables. The room is good-looking, the furniture expensive; 
but it reflects no particular taste. Everything is of the best and that is all. 

At rise—addie, a tall, nice-looking Negro woman of about fifty-five, is cloy¬ 
ing the windows. From behind the closed dining-room doors there is the sound 
of voices. After a second, cal, a middle-aged Negro, comes in from the 
entrance hall carrying a tray with glasses and a bottle of port, addie crosses, 
takes the tray from him, puts it on table, begins to arrange it. 


addie (pointing to the bottle"). You 
gone stark out of your head? 

CAL. No, smart lady, I ain’t. Miss 
Reaina told me to get out that bottle. 
(Points to bottle) That verj' bottle 
for the mighty honored guest. When 
Miss Regina changes orders like that 
vou can bet your dime she got her 
reason. 

ADDIE (points to dining room). Go 
on. You’ll be needed. 

CAL, Miss Zan she had two helpings 
frozen fruit cream and she tell that 
honored guest, she tell him that you 
make the best frozen fruit cream in 
all the South. 

addie (smiles, pleased). Did she? 
Well, see that Belle saves a little for 
her. She like it right before she go to 


bed. Save a few little cakes, too, she 
like— 

(The dining-room doors are opened 
and quickly closed again by birdie 
HUBBARD. BIRDIE is a womau of 

about forty, with a pretty, well-bred, 
faded face. Her movements are usu¬ 
ally nervous and timid, hut now, as 
she comes running into the room, she 
is gay and excited, cal turns to 

BIRDIE.) 

BIRDIE. Oh, Cal. (Closes door) I 
want you to get one of the kitchen 
bovs to run home for me. He’s to 
look in my desk drawer and— (To 
addie) My, Addie. What a good 
supper! Just as good as good can be. 

addie. You look pretty this evening 
Miss Birdie, and young. 

birdie (laughing). Me. youngV 
(Turns back to cal) Maybe you bet- 
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ter find Simon and tell him to do it 
himself. He's to look in my desk, the 
left drawer, and bring my music al¬ 
bum right away. Mr. Marshall is 
very anxious to see it because of his 
father and the opera in Chicago. (To 
addie) Mr. Marshall is such a polite 
man with his manners and very edu¬ 
cated and cultured and I’ve told him 
all about how my mamma and papa 
used to go to Europe for the music— 
(Laughs. To addie) Imagine going 
all the way to Europe just to listen to 
music. Wouldn’t that be nice, Addie? 
Just to sit there and listen and— 
(Tutus and steps to cal) Left 
drawer, Cal. Tell him that twnce be¬ 
cause he forgets. And tell him not to 
let any of the things drop out of the 
album and to bring it right in here 

D O 

when he comes back. 

(The dining-room doors are opened 
and quickly closed hv oscAR hub- 
bard. He is a man in his late forties.') 

CAL. Yes’m. But Simon he won't get 
it right. But I'll tell him. 

BIRDIE. Left drawer, Cal, and tell 
him to bring the blue book and— 

OSCAR (sharply). Birdie. 

BIRDIE (turning nervously). Oh, Os¬ 
car. I was just sending Simon for my 
music album. 

OSCAR (to cal). Never mind about 
the album. Miss Birdie has changed 
her mind. 

BIRDIE. But, really, Oscar. Really I 
promised Mr. Marshall. I— (cal 
looks fit them, exits.) 

OSCAR. Why do you leave the dinner 
table and go running about like a 
cliild? 
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BIRDIE (trying to he gay). But, Os¬ 
car, Mr. Marshall said most specially 
he wanted to see my album. I told 
him about the time Mama met Wag¬ 
ner, and Mrs. Wagner gave her the 
signed program and the big picture. 
Mr. Marshall wants to see that. 
Very, very much. We had such a nice 
talk and— 

OSCAR (taking a step to her). You 
have been chattering to him like a 
magpie. You haven’t let him he for a 
second. I can’t think he came South 
to be bored with you. 

BIRDIE (quickly, hurt). He wasn’t 
bored. I don’t believe he was bored. 
He’s a very educated, cultured gen¬ 
tleman. (Her voice rises) I just don’t 
believe it. You always talk like that 
when I’m having a nice time. 

OSCAR (turning to her, sharply). You 
have had too much wine. Get your¬ 
self in hand now. 

BIRDIE (drawing hack, about to cry, 
shrilly). What am I doing? I am not 
doing anything. What am I doing? 

OSCAR (taking a step to her, tensely). 
I said get yourself in hand. Stop act¬ 
ing like a fool. 

BIRDIE (turns to him, quietly). 1 
don’t believe he w'as bored. I just 
don’t believe it. Some people like 
music and like to talk about it. That’s 
all I w’as doing. 

(leo HUBBARD comes hurrying 
through the dining-room door. He is 
a young man of hventy, with a weak 
kind of good looks.) 

LEO. Mama! Papa! They are coming 
in now'. 

OSCAR (softly). Sit down, Birdie. Sit 
down now. (birdie sits doum, hows 
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her head as if to hide her face.') 

(The dining-rootn doors are opened 
iy CAL. We see people hegmning to 
rise from the table, regina giddens 
comes in ^vith william marshall, 
regina is a handsome woman of 
forty, marshall is forty-five, pleas- 
ant-looking, self-possessed. Behind 
them comes Alexandra giddens, a 
very pretty, rather delicate-looking 
girl of seventeen. She is followed by 
benjamin HUBBARD, fifty-fve, With 
a large jovial face and the light grace- 
ful movements that one often ffjds in 
large men.) 

regina. Mr. Marshall, I think you're 
tiy'ing to console me. Chicago may 
he the noisiest, dirtiest city in the 
world but I should still prefer it to 
the sound of our horses and the smell 
of our azaleas. I should like crowds 
of people, and theatres, and lovely 
women— Very lovely women, Mr. 
Marshall? 

marshall (crossing to sofa). In Chi¬ 
cago? Oh, I suppose so. But I can tell 
you this: I've never dined there with 
three S7ich lovely ladies. 

(addie begins to pass the port.) 

BEN. Our Southern women are well 
favored. 

LEO (laughs). But one must go to 
Mobile for the ladies, sir. Very ele¬ 
gant worldly ladies, too. 

BEN (looks at him very deliberately). 
Worldly, eh? Worldly, did you say? 

OSCAR (hastily, to leo). Your uncle 
Ben means that worldliness is not a 
mark of beauty in any woman. 

LEO (quickly). Of course, Uncle 
Ben. I didn't mean— 
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MARSHALL. Your port is excellent 
Mrs. Giddens. 

REGINA. TTiank you, Mr. Marshall. 
We had been saving that bottle, hop¬ 
ing we could open it just for you. 

ALEXANDRA (flS ADDIE COmCS tO hct 

with the tray). Oh. May I really, 
Addie? 

ADDIE. Better ask Mama. 

ALEXANDRA. May I, Mama? 

REGINA (nods, smiles). In Mr. Mar 
shall's honor. 

ALEXANDRA (smiles). Mr. Marshall, 
this will be the first taste of port I’ve 
ever had. 

(addie serves leo.) 

MARSHALL. No onc cvcr had their 
first taste of a better port. (He lifts 
his glass in a toast; she lifts hers; they 
both drink) Well, I suppose it is all 
true, Mrs. Giddens. 

REGINA. What is true? 

MARSHALL. TTiat you Southerners 
occupy a unique position in America. 
You live better than the rest of us, 
you eat better, you drink better. I 
wonder you find time, or want to find 
time, to do business. 

BEN. A great many Southerners don’t. 

MARSHALL. Do all of you live here 
together? 

REGINA. Here with me? (Laughs) 
Oh, no. My brother Ben lives next 
door. My brother Oscar and his fam* 
ily live in the next square. 

BEN. But we are a very close family 
We’ve always wanted it that way. 
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marshall. That is very pleasant. 
Keeping your family together to 
share each other’s lives. My family 
moves around too much. My chih 
dren seem never to come home. Away 
fit school in the winter; in the sum¬ 
mer, Europe with their mother— 

REGINA (eagerly). Oh, yes. Even 
down here we read about Mrs. Mar¬ 
shall in the society pages. 

MARSHALL. I dare say. She moves 
about a great deal. And all of you are 
part of the same business? Hubbard 
Sons? 

BEN (motions to oscar). Oscar and 
me. (Motions to regina) My sister’s 
good husband is a banker. 

marshall (looks at regina, sur¬ 
prised). Oh. 

REGINA. I am so sorry that my hus¬ 
band isn’t here to meet you. He’s 
been very ill. He is at Johns Hopkins. 
But he will be home soon. We think 
he is getting better now. 

LEO. I work for Uncle Horace, (re- 
gina looks at him') I mean I work for 
Uncle Horace at his bank. I keep an 
eye on things while he’s away. 

regina (smiles). Really, Leo? 

BEN (looks at LEO, then to mar¬ 
shall). Modesty in the young is as 
excellent as it is rare. (Looks at LEO 
again.) 

OSCAR (to LEo). Your uncle means 
that a young man should speak more 
modestly. 

LEO (Jiflsrily, taking a step to ben). 
Oh, I didn’t mean, sir— 


marshall. Oh, Mrs. Hubbard. 
Where’s that Wagner autograph you 
promised to let me see? My train will 
be leaving soon and— 

birdie. The autograph? Oh. Well. 
Really, Mr. Marshall, I didn’t mean 
to chatter so about it. Really I— 
(Nervously, looking at oscar) You 
must excuse me. I didn’t get it be¬ 
cause, well, because I had—I—I had 
a little headache and— 

OSCAR. My wife is a miserable victim 
of headaches. 

REGINA (quickly). Mr. Marshall said 
at supper that he would like you to 
play for him, Alexandra. 

ALEXANDRA (who hos heen looking 
at birdie). It’s not I who play well, 
sir. It’s my aunt. She plays just won¬ 
derfully. She’s my teacher. (Rises. 
Eagerly) May we play a duet? May 
we. Mama? 

BIRDIE (taking Alexandra’s hand). 
Thank you, dear. But I have my head¬ 
ache now. I— 

OSCAR (sharply). Don’t he stubborn, 
Birdie. Mr. Marshall wants you to 
play. 

MARSHALL. Indeed I do. If your head¬ 
ache isn’t— 

BIRDIE (hesitates, then gets up. 
pleased). But I’d like to, sir. Veiy* 
much. (Skc and Alexandra go to 
the piatjo.) 

MARSHALL. It s vcty remarkable how 
you Southern aristocrats have kept 
together. Kept together and kept 
what belonged to you. 

BEN. You misunderstand, sir. South¬ 
ern aristocrats have not kept together 
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and have not kept what belonged to 
them. 

MARSHALL Qaughs, indicates room). 
You don’t call this keeping what be¬ 
longs to you? 

BEN. But we are not aristocrats. 
(Points to BIRDIE at the pano) Our 
brother’s wife is the only one of us 
who belongs to the Southern aristoc¬ 
racy. 

(birdie looks towards ben.) 

MARSHALL (smiles'). My information 
is that you people have been here, 
and solidly here, for a long time. 

OSCAR. And so we have. Since our 
great-grandfather. 

BEN (smiles). Who was not an aris¬ 
tocrat, like Birdie’s. 

MARSHALL (a Utile sharply). You 
make great distinctions. 

BEN. Oh, they have been made for 
us. And maybe they are important dis¬ 
tinctions. (Leans forward, intimate¬ 
ly) Now you take Birdie’s family. 
When my great-grandfather came 
here they were the highest-tone plan¬ 
tation owners in this state. 

LEO (steps to MARSHALL. Proudly). 
My mother’s grandfather was gov¬ 
ernor of the state before the war, 

OSCAR. They owned the plantation, 
Lionnet. You may have heard of it, 
sir? 

MARSHALL (laugks). No, Fve never 
heard of anything but brick houses 
on a lake, and cotton mills. 

BEN. Lionnet in its day was the best 
aotton land in the South. It still 


brings us in a fair crop. (Sits hack) 
Ah, they were great days for those 
people—even when I can remember. 
They had the best of everything. 
(birdie turns to them) Cloth from 
Paris, trips to Europe, horses you 
cant raise any more, niggers to lift 
their fingers— 

BIRDIE (suddenly). We were good 
to our people. Everybody knew that. 
We were better to them than— 
(marshall looks up at birdie.) 

REGINA. Why, Birdie. You aren’t 
playing. 

BEN. But when the war comes these 
fine gentlemen ride off and leave the 
cotton, and the women, to rot. 

BIRDIE. My father was killed in the 
war. He was a fine soldier, Mr. Mar 
shall. A fine man. 

REGINA. Oh, certainly, Birdie, A 
famous soldier. 

ben (fo birdie). But that isn’t the 
tale I am telling Mr. Marshall. (To 
marshall) Well, sir, the war ends. 
(birdie goes hack to piano) Lionnet 
is almost ruined, and the sons finish 
ruining it. And there W'ere thousands 
like them. Why? (Leans forward) 
Because the Southern aristocrat can 
adapt himself to nothing. Too high- 
tone to try. 

marshall. Sometimes it is difficult 
to learn new ways, (birdie and 
ALEXANDRA begin to play, marshall 
Jeans forward, listening.) 

BEN. Perhaps, perhaps. (He sees that 
MARSHALL IS listening to the music. 
Irritated, he turns to birdie and 
ALEXANDRA at the piano, then hack 
to marshall) You’re right. Mi.. 
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Marshall. It is difficult to leam new 
ways. But maybe that’s why it’s prof¬ 
itable. Out grandfather and our 
father learned the new ways and 
learned how to make them pay. They 
work. (Smiles nastily') They are in 
trade. Hubbard Sons, Merchan¬ 
dise. Others, Birdie’s family, for ex¬ 
ample, look down on them. (Settles 
hack in chair) To make a long story 
short, Lionnet now belongs to us. 
(birdib stops playing) Twenty years 
ago we took over their land, their 
cotton, and their daughter, (birdie 
rises and stands stiffly hy the piano. 
MARSHALL, who has been watching 

her, rises.) 

MARSHALL. May I bring you a glass 
of port, Mrs. Hubbard? 

BIRDIE (softly). No, thank you, sir. 
You are most polite. 

REGINA (sharply, to ben). You are 
boring hlr. Marshall with these an¬ 
cient family tales. 

BEN. I hope not. I hope not. I am 
trying to make an important point— 
(Boai's to marshall) for our future 
business partner. 

OSCAR (to marshall). My brother 
always says that it’s folks like us who 
have struggled and fought to bring to 
our land some of the prosperity of 
your land. 

BEN. Some people call that patriot¬ 
ism. 

REGINA (Irttigbs gnily). I hope you 
don’t find my brothers too obvious, 
Mr. Marshall. I’m afraid they mean 
that this is the time for the ladies to 
leave the gentlemen to talk business. 
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MARSHALL (hastily). Not at all. We 
settled everything this afternoon. 
(marshall looks at his watch) I 
have only a few minutes before I 
must leave for the train. (Smiles at 
her) And I insist they be spent with 


REGINA 

port. 


. And with another glass of 


marshall. Thank you. 


BEN (to regina). My sister is right. 
(To marshall) I am a plain man 
and I am trying to say a plain thing. 
A man ain’t only in business foi 
what he can get out of it. It s got to 
give him something here. (Puts hand 
to his breast) That’s every bit as 
true for the nigger picking cotton for 
a silver quarter, as it is for you and 
me. (regina gives marshall a glass 
of port) If it don’t give him some¬ 
thing here, then he don’t pick the 
cotton right. Money isn't all. Not by 
three shots. 


marshall. Really? Well, I always 
thought it was a great deal. 

REGINA. And so did I, Mr. Marshall. 

MARSHALL (leans forward. Pleasant¬ 
ly, hut with meaning). Now you 
don’t have to comince me that you 
are the right people for the deal. I 
wouldn't be here if you hadn’t con¬ 
vinced me six months ago. You want 
the mill here, and I want it here. It 
isn’t my business to find out why 
you want it. 

BEN. To bring the machine to the 
cotton, and not the cotton to the 
machine. 


MARSHALL (amuscd). You have a 
turn for neat phrases, Hubbard 
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Well, however grand your reasons 
<ire, mine are simple: I want to make 
money and I believe Til make it on 
you. C^s BEN starts to s^eak, he 
smiles') Mind you, I have no objec¬ 
tions to more high-minded reasons. 
They are mighty valuable in busi¬ 
ness. Its fine to have partners who 
so closely follow the teachings of 
Christ. (Gets up) And now I must 
leave for my train. 

REGINA. I’m sorry you won’t stay 
over with us, Mr. Marshall, but 
you’ll come again. Any time you like. 

BEN (motions to leg, indicating the 
hottle). Fill them up, boy, fill them 
up. (leg moves around filling the 
glasses as ben speahs) Down here, 
sir, we have a strange custom. We 
drink the last drink for a toast. That's 
to prove that the Southerner is always 
still on his feet for the last drink. 
(Picks up his glass) It was Henry 
Frick, your Mr. Henry Frick, who 
said, "Railroads are the Rembrandts 
of investments.” Well, I say, "South¬ 
ern cotton mills will he the Rem¬ 
brandts of investment.” So I give you 
the firm of Hubbard Sons and Mar¬ 
shall, Cotton Mills, and to it a long 
and prosperous life. 

(They all pick up their glasses, mar¬ 
shall looks at them, amused. Then 
he, too, lifts his glass, smiles.) 

OSCAR. The children will drive you 
to the depot. Leo! Alexandra! You 
will drive Mr. Marshall down. 

LEO (eagerly,looks at ben who nods). 
Yes, sir. (To marshall) Not often 
Uncle Ben lets me drive the horses. 
And a beautiful pair they are. (Starts 
for hall) Come on, Zan. 

ALEXANDRA. May I drive tonight, 
Uncle Ben, please? I’d like to and— 


BEN (shakes his head, laughs). In 
your evening clothes? Oh, no, my 
dear. 

ALEXANDRA. But Leo always— (Stops, 
exits quickly.) 

REGINA. I don’t like to say good-bye 
to you, Mr. Marshall. 

MARSHALL. Then vve won’t say good¬ 
bye. You have promised that vou 
would come and let me show you 
Chicago. Do I have to make you 
promise again? 

REGINA (looks at him as he presses 
her hand). I promise again. 

MARSHALL (touches her hand again, 
then moves to birdie). Good-bye, 
Mrs. Hubbard. 

BIRDIE (shyly, with sweetness and 
dignity). Good-bye, sir. 

MARSHALL (os he posses regina), 
Remember. 

REGINA. I will. 

OSCAR. We’ll see you to the carriage. 
(marshall exits, followed hy ben 
and GSCAR. For a second regina and 
birdie stand looking after them. 
Then regina throws up her arms, 
laughs happily.) 

regina. And there. Birdie, goes the 
man who has opened the door to our 
future. 

BIRDIE (surprised at the unaccuS' 
tomed friendliness). What? 

regina (turning to her). Our fu- 
ture. Yours and mine, Ben’s and Os¬ 
car’s, the children— (Looks at bir¬ 
die's puzzled face, laughs) Ou^ 
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future! (Gail}') You were charming 
at supper, Birdie. Mr. Marshall cer¬ 
tainly thought so. 

BiRDifi (pleased). Why, Regina! Do 
you think he did? 

REGINA. Can’t you tell when you re 
being admired? 

BIRDIE. Oscar said I bored Mr. Mar¬ 
shall. (Then quietly^ But he admired 
you. He told me so. 

REGINA. What did he say? 

BIRDIE. He said to me, “I hope your 
sister-in-law will come to Chicago. 
Chicago will be at her feet.” He said 
the ladies would bow to your man¬ 
ners and the gentlemen to your looks. 

REGINA. Did he? He seems a lonely 

✓ 

man. Imagine being lonely with all 
that money. I don't think he likes his 
ivife. 

BIRDIE. Not like hie wife? What a 
thing to say. 

REGINA. She’s away a great deal. He 
said that several times. And once he 
made fun of her being so social and 
high-tone. But that fits in all right. 
(Sits hack, arms on hack of sofa, 
stretches') Her being social, I mean. 
She can introduce me. It won’t take 
long with an introduction from her. 

BIRDIE (heivildered'). Introduce you? 
In Chicago? You mean you really 
might go? Oh, Regina, you can't 
leave here. What about Horace? 

REGINA. Don’t look so scared about 
cver\'thing, Birdie. I’m going to live 
in Chicago. I've always wanted to. 
And now there'll be plenty of money 
to go with. 
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BIRDIE. But Horace won’t be able to 
move around. You know what the 
doctor wrote. 

REGINA. There’ll be millions, Birdie, 
millions. You know what I’ve always 
said when pK)ple told me we were 
rich? I said I think you should either 
be a nigger or a millionaire. In be¬ 
tween, luce us, what for? (Laughs. 
Looks at birdie) But I’m not going 
away tomorrow, Birdie. There s plen¬ 
ty of time to worry about Horace 
when he comes home. If he ever de¬ 
cides to come home. 

birdie. Will we be going to Chicago? 

I mean, Oscar and Leo and me? 

REGINA. You? I shouldn’t think so 
(Laughs) Well, we must remember 
tonight. It’s a very important night 
and we mustn’t forget it. We shall 
plan all the things we'd like to have 
and then we'll really have them. 
Make a wish, Birdie, any wish. It’s 
bound to come true now. 

(ben and oscar enter.') 

birdie (laughs). Well. Well, I don't 
know. Maybe, (regina turns to look 
at ben) Well, I guess I’d know right 
off what I wanted. 

(oscar stands hy the upper window, 
waves to the departing carriage.') 

REGINA (looks up at BEN, swilcs. He 
stniles hack at her). Well, you did it, 

BEN. Looks like it might he we did. 

REGINA (springs lip, laughs). IBooks 
like it! Don’t pretend. You’re like a 
cat who’s been licking the cream. 
(Crosses to wine bottle') Now we 
must all have a drink to celebrate. 

OSCAR. The children, Alexandra and 
Leo, make a very handsome couple* 
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Regina. Marshall remarked himself 
what fine young folks they were. 
How well they looked together! 

REGINA (shflrp/y). Yes. You said that 
before, Oscar. 

BEN. Yes, sir. It s beginning to look 
as if the deal’s all set. I may not be 
a subtle man—but— (Titnis to them. 
After a second') Now somebody ask 
me how I know the deal is set. 

OSCAR. What do you mean, Ben? 

BEN. You remember I told him that 
down here we drink the last drink 
for a toast? 

OSCAR Ct^oughtfully). Yes. I never 
heard that before. 

BEN. Nobody’s ever heard it before. 
God forgives those who invent what 
they need. I already had his signa¬ 
ture. But we’ve all done business 
with men whose word over a glass is 
better than a bond. Anyway it don’t 
hurt to have both. 

OSCAR (fwrMS to regina). You under¬ 
stand what Ben means? 

REGINA (smiles). Yes, Oscar. I un¬ 
derstand. I understood immediately. 

BEN CJooks at her admiringly). Did 
you, Regina? Well, when he lifted 
his glass to drink, I closed my eyes 
and saw the bricks going into place. 

REGINA. And 1 saw a lot more than 
that. 

BEN. Slowly, slowly. As yet w’e have 
only our hopes. 

REGINA. Birdie and I have just been 
planning what we want. ^ know 


U'hat I want. What will you want, 
Ben? 

BEN. Caution. Don’t count the chick¬ 
ens. (Leans hack, laughs) Well, God 
would allow us a little daydreaming. 
Good for the soul when you’ve 
worked hard enough to deserv'e it. 
(Pfluscs) I think I’ll have a stable. 
For a long time I’ve had my good eye 
on Carter’s in Savannah. A rich man’s 
pleasure, the sport of kings, why not 
the sport of Hubbards? Why not? 

REGINA (smiles). Why not? What 
will you have, Oscar? 

OSCAR. I don’t know. (Thoughtfully) 
The pleasure of seeing the bricks 
grow will be enough for me. 

BEN. Oh, of course. Our greatest 
pleasure will be to see the bricks 
grow. But we are all entitled to a little 
side indulgence. 

OSCAR. Yes, I suppose so. Well, then, 

I think we might take a few trips 
here and there, eh, Birdie? 

BIRDIE (surprised at being consult¬ 
ed). Yes, Oscar. I’d like that. 

OSCAR. We might even make a regu¬ 
lar trip to Jekyll Island. I've heard 
the Comelly place is for sale. We 
might think about buying it. Make a 
nice change. Do you good. Birdie, a 
change of climate. Fine shooting on 
Jekyll, the best. 

BIRDIE. I’d like— 

OSCAR (indulgently). What would 
you like? 

BIRDIE. Two things. Two things I’d 
like most. 
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REGINA. Two! I should like a thou' 
sand. You are modest, Birdie. 

BIRDIE (^warmly, delighted with the 
unexpected interest}. I should like 
to have Lionnet back. I know you 
own it now, but I’d like to see it fixed 
up again, the w'ay Mama and Papa 
had it. Every year it used to get a nice 
coat of paint—Papa was very particu¬ 
lar about the paint—and the lawn 
was so smooth all the way down to 
the river, with the trims of zinnias 
and red'feather plush. And the figs 
and blue little plums and the scup- 
pemongs— (Swi/es. Turns to re- 
gina) The organ is still there and it 
wouldn’t cost much to fix. We could 
have parties for Zan, the way Mama 
used to have for me. 

BEN. That’s a pretty picture. Birdie. 
Might be a most pleasant way to 
live. (Dismissiwg birdie) What do 
you want, Regina"? 

BIRDIE (very happily, not noticing 
that they are no longer listening to 
her). I could have a cutting garden. 
Just where Mama’s used to be. Oh, 
T do think we could be happier there. 
Papa used to say that twhody had ever 
lost their temper at Lionnet, and ko- 
hody ever would. Papa would never 
let anybody be nasty-spoken or 
mean. No, sir. He just didn’t like it. 

BEN. What do you want, Regina? 

REGINA. I’m going to Chicago. And 
when I’m settled there and know the 
riglu people and the right things to 
buv—because I certainly don’t now— 
I shall go to Paris and buy them. 
(Laiigh^ I’m going to leave you and 
Oscar to count the bricks. 
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OSCAR (to regina). You ate serious 
about moving to Chicago? 

BEN. She is going to sen the great 
world and leave us in the little one. 
Well, we’ll come and visit you and 
meet all the great and be proud to 
think you are our sister. 

REGINA (gaily). Certainly. And you 
won’t even have to learn to be subtle, 
Ben. Stay as you are. You will be rich 
and the rich don’t have to be subtle. 

OSCAR. But what about Alexandra? 
She's seventeen. Old enough to be 
thinking about marrying. 

BIRDIE. And, Oscar, I have one more 
wish. Just one more wish. 

OSCAR (films). What is it, Birdie? 
What are you saying? 

BIRDIE. I want you to stop shooting. 

I mean, so much. I don’t like to see 
animals and birds killed just for the 
killing. You only throw them away— 

BEN (to regina). It’ll take a great 
deal of money to live as you’re plan¬ 
ning, Regina. 

REGINA. Certainly. But there’ll be 
plenty of money. You have estimated 
the profits very high. 

ben. I have— 

BIRDIE (oscAR ts looking at her furi- 
ously). And you never let anybody 
else shoot, and the niggers need it so 
much to keep from star\dng. It’s 
wicked to shoot food just because 
you like to shoot, when poor people 
need it so— 


RIRDIE. Oscar. Please let me have ben (Innghs). I have estimated the 
Lionnet back. profits ver\' high—for myself. 
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REGINA. What did you say? 

birdie. I've always wanted to speak 
about it, Oscar. 

OSCAR (slowly, carefully). What are 
you chattering about? 

birdie (nervously). I was talking 
about Lionnet and—and about your 
shooting— 

OSCAR. You are exciting yourself. 

REGINA (to ben). I didn’t hear you. 
There was so much talking. 

OSCAR (to birdie). You have been 
acting very childish, very excited, all 
evening. 

birdie. Regina asked me what I’d 
like. 

REGINA. What did you say, Ben? 

BIRDIE. Now that we’ll be so rich 
everybody was saying what they 
would like, so I said what I would 
like, too. 

BEN. I said— (He is interru'pted hy 

OSCAR.) 

OSCAR (to birdie). Very well. We’ve 
all heard you. That’s enough now, 

BEN. I am waiting. (They stop) I am 
waiting for you to finish. You and 
Birdie. Four conversations are three 
too many, (birdie slowly sits down. 
BEN smiles, to regina) I said that I 
had, and I do, estimate the profits 
very high—for myself, and Oscar, of 
course. 

REGINA (slowly). And what does that 
mean? 

(ben shrugs, looks towards oscar.) 
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OSCAR (looks at BEN, clears throat). 
Well, Regina, it’s like this. For forty- 
nine per cent Marshall will put up 
four hundred thousand dollars. For 
fifty-one per cent— (Smi/cs archly) 
a controlling interest, mind you, we 
will put up two hundred and twenty- 
five thousand dollars besides offering 
him certain benefits that our (Looks 
at ben) local position allows us to 
manage. Ben means that two hun¬ 
dred and twenty-five thousand dollars 
is a lot of money. 

REGINA. I know the terms and I know 
it’s a lot of money. 

BEN (nodding). It is. 

OSCAR. Ben means that we are ready 
with our two-thirds of the money. 
Your third, Horace’s I mean, doesn’t 
seem to be ready. (Raises his hand 
as REGINA starts to speak) Ben has 
written to Horace, I have written, and 
you have written. He answers. But 
he never mentions this business. Yet 
we have explained it to him in great 
detail, and told him the urgency. Still 
he never mentions it. Ben has been 
very patient, Regina. Naturally, you 
are our sister and we want you to 
benefit from anything we do. 

REGINA. And in addition to vour con¬ 
cern for me, you do not want control 
to go out of the family. (To ben) 
That right, Ben? 

BEN. That’s cynical. (Smiles) Cvn- 
icism is an unpleasant way of saying 
the truth. 

OSCAR. No need to be cynical. We’d 
have no trouble raising the third 
share, the share that you want to 
take. 

REGINA. I am sure you could get the 
third share, the share you were sav 
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sng for me. But that would give you 
a strange partner. And strange part¬ 
ners sometimes want a great deal. 
(^Smiles tinpleasantly') But perhaps 
it would be wise for you to find him. 


OSCAR. Now, now. Nobody says we 
want to do that. We would like to 
have you in and you would like to 
come in. 
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BEN. Certainly. He is a shrewd trad¬ 
er. Always has been. The bank is 
nroof of that. 


REGINA. Then, possibly, he may be 
keeping silent because he doesn’t 
think he is getting enough for his 
money. (Looks at oscar) Seventy- 
five thousand he has to put up. That's 
a lot of money, too. 


REGINA. Yes. I certainly would. 

BEN (laughs, futs U'p his hand). But 
we haven't heard from Horace. 

REGINA. I’ve given my word that 
Horace will put up the money. That 
should be enough. 

BEN. Oh, it was enough. I took your 
word. But Tve got to have more than 
our word now. The contracts will 
e signed this week, and Marshall 
will want to see our money soon after. 
Regina, Horace has been in Balti¬ 
more for five months. I know that 
you’ve written him to come home, 
and that he hasn’t come, 

OSCAR. Its beginning to look as if he 
doesn't want to come home. 

REGINA. Of course he wants to come 
home. You can't move around uath 
heart trouble at any moment you 
choose. You know what doctors are 
like once they get their hands on a 
case like this— 

OSCAR, They can’t very w^ell keep him 
from answering letters, can they? 
(regina tnr«s to ben) They couldn’t 
keep him from arranging for the 
money if he wanted to- 


oscAR. Nonsense. He knows a good 
thing when he hears it. He knows 
that we can make twice the profit on 
cotton goods manufactured here than 
can be made in the North. 

BEN. That isn't what Regina means. 
(Smiles) May I interpret you, Re¬ 
gina? (To oscar) Regina is saying 
that Hotace wants more than a third 
of our share. 

OSCAR, But he's only putting up a 
third of the money. You put up a 
third and you get a third. What else 
could he expect? 

REGINA. Well, I don't know. I don’t 
know about these things. It would 
seem that if you put up a third vou 
should only get a third. But tten 
again, there’s no law about it, is 
there? I should think that if you 
knew your money w^as very badly 
needed, well, you just might say, I 
want more, I want a bigger share. 
You hoys have done that. I’ve heard 
you say so. 

BEN (after a pause, laughs). So you 
believe he has deliberately held out? 
For a larger share? (Leaning for¬ 
ward) Wdl, I don't believe it. But I 
do believe that’s what you want. Am 
I right, Regina? 



REGINA. Has it occuned to you that regina. Oh, I shouldn’t like to be 
Horace is also a good business man? too definite. But I cotdd say that I 
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wouMn^t like to persuade Horace un¬ 
less he did get a larger share. I must 
look after his interests. It seems only 

natural— 

OSCAR. And wliere would the larger 
share come from? 

REGINA. I don't know. That’s not my 
business. (Giggles) But perhaps it 
could come off your share, Oscar. 
(regina and ben laugh.') 

OSCAR (rises and wheels furiously on 
both of them as they laugh). What 
kind of talk is this? 

ben. I haven't said a thing. 

OSCAR (to regina). You are talking 
very big tonight. 

regina (stops laughing). Am I? 
Well, you should know me well 
enough to know that 1 wouldn’t be 
asking for things I didn’t think I 
could get. 

OSCAR. Listen. I don’t believe you can 
even get Horace to come home, much 
less get money from him or talk quite 
so big about what you want. 

REGINA. Oh, I can get him home. 

OSCAR. Then why haven’t you? 

REGINA. I thought I should fight his 
battles for him, before he came home. 
Horace is a very sick man. And even 
if you don’t care how sick he is, I do. 

BEN. Stop this foolish squabbling. 
How can you get him home? 

REGINA. I will send Alexandra to 
Baltimore. She will ask him to come 
home. She will say that she wants 


8 ii 

him to come home, and that I want 
him to come home. 

BIRDIE Csuddenh). Well, of course 
she wants him here, but he’s sick and 
maybe he’s happy where he is. 

REGINA (ig7ZOreS BIRDIE, tO BEN). 

You agree that he will come home if 
she asks him to, if she says that I miss 
him and want him— 

BEN (looks at her, smiles). I admire 
you, Regina. And I agree. TTiat’s set¬ 
tled now and— (Storfs to rise.) 

REGINA (quickly). But before she 
brings him home, I want to know 
what he’s going to get. 

BEN. WTiat do you want? 

REGINA. Twice what you offered. 

BEN. Well, you won’t get it. 

OSCAR (to regina). I think youVf 
gone crazy. 

REGINA. I don't want to fight, Ben— 

BEN. I don’t either. You won’t get it. 
There isn’t any chance of that. (Ro- 
guishly) You’re holding us up, and 
that’s not pretty, Regina, not pretty. 
(Holds u'p his hand as he sees she is 
about to speak) But we need you, and 
I don’t want to fight. Here’s what I’ll 
do: I’ll gi\'e Horace forty per cent, 
instead of the thirty-three and a third 
he really should get. I’ll do that, pro 
vided he is home and his money is up 
within two weeks. How’s that? 

REGINA. All right. 

OSCAR, I’ve asked before; where is 
this extra share coming from? 
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BEN ('Pleasantly'). From you. From 
your share. 

OSCAR (furiously). From me, is it? 
That’s just fine and dandy. That’s 
my reward. For thirty-five years I've 
worked my hands to the bone for 
you. For thirty-five years I’ve done all 
the things you didn’t want to do. And 
this is what I— 

BEN (turns slowly to look at oscar. 
OSCAR breaks off). My, my. I am be¬ 
ing attacked tonight on all sides. 
First by my sister, then by my broth¬ 
er. And I ain’t a man who likes being 
attacked. I can't believe that God 
wants the strong to parade their 
strength, but I don’t mind doing it if 
it s got to be done. (Leans hack in 
his chair) You ought to take these 
things better, Oscar. I’ve made you 
money in the past. I’m going to make 
you more money now. You’ll be a 
very rich man. What’s the difFerence 
to any of us if a little more goes here, 
a little less goes there—it’s all in the 
family. And it will stay in the fam¬ 
ily- ril never marry, (addie enters, 
begins to gather the glasses from the 
table. OSCAR turns to ben) So my 
money will go to Alexandra and Leo. 
They may even marry some day 
and— (addie looks at ben.) 

BIRDIE (rising). Marry—Zan and 
Leo— 

OSCAR (carefully). That would make 
a great difference in my feelings. If 
they married. 

BEN. Yes, that’s what I mean. Of 
course it would make a difference. 

OSCAR (carefully). Is that what you 
mean, Regina? 

REGINA. Oh, it's too far away. We’ll 
talk about it in a few years. 


OSCAR. I want to talk about it now. 

BEN (nods). Naturally. 

REGINA. There’s a lot of things to 
consider. They are first cousins, and— 

OSCAR. That isn’t unusual. Our 
grandmother and grandfather were 
first cousins. 

REGINA (giggles). And look at us. 
(ben giggles.) 

OSCAR (angrily). You’re both being 
very gay with my money. 

BEN (sighs). These quaixels. I dis¬ 
like them so. (Leans forward to 
regina) a marriage might be a very 
wise arrangement, for several rea¬ 
sons. And then, Oscar has given up 
something for you. You should try 
to manage something for him. 

REGINA. I haven’t said I was opposed 
to it. But Leo is a wild boy. There 
were those times when he took a 
little money from the bank and— 

OSCAR. That’s all past history— 

REGINA. Oh, I know. And I know 
all young men are wild. I’m only 
mentioning it to show you that there 
are considerations— 

BEN (irritated because she does not 
understand that he is trying to keep 
OSCAR quiet). All right, so there are. 
But please assure Oscar that you 
will think about it very seriously. 

PEGiNA (smiles, nods). Very well. I 

assure Oscar that I will think about 
it seriously. 

OSCAR (sharply). That is not an 
answer. 
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REGINA (rises). My, you’re in a bad 
humor and you shall put me in one. 
I have said all that I am willing to 
say now. After all, Horace has to give 
his consent, too. 

OSCAR. Horace will do what you tell 
him to. 

REGINA. Yes, I think he will. 

OSCAR. And I have your word that 
you will try to— 

REGINA (patiently'). Yes, Oscar. You 
have my word ^hat I will think about 
it. Now do leave me alone. 

(There is the sound of the front 
door being closed.) 

BIRDIE. I—Alexandra is only seven¬ 
teen. She— 

REGINA (calling). Alexandra? Are 
you back? 

ALEXANDRA. Ycs, Mama. 

LEO (comes into the room). Mr. 
Marshall got off safe and sound. 
Weren’t those fine clothes he had? 
You can always spot clothes made in 
a good place. Looks like maybe they 
were done in England. Lots of men 
in the North send all the way to 
England for their stuff. 

BEN (to LEo). Were you careful driv¬ 
ing the horses? 

LEO, Oh, yes, sir. I was. 

(ALEXANDRA has comc in on ben’s 
question, hears the answer, looks 
angrily at leo.) 

ALEXANDRA. It’s a lovely night. You 
should have come. Aunt Birdie. 

REGINA. Were you gracious to Mr. 
Marshall? 


ALEXANDRA. I think SO, Mama. I liked 
him. 

REGINA. Good. And now I have great 
news for vou. You are i^oina to Haiti- 
mere in the morning to bring your 
father home. 

ALEXANDRA then dcliguicd). 

Me? Papa said 1 should comc? That 
must mean— (7'nr7/s to adoie) Ad- 
die, he must be well. Think of it, 
he’ll be back home again. Well 
bring him home. 

REGINA. You are going alone, Alex¬ 
andra. 

ADDIE (ALEXANDRA llGS turncd in 

surprise). Going alone? Going bv 
herself? A child that aoe! Mr. I (or- 
ace ain t going to like Zan traipsing 
up there by herself. 

REGINA (sharply). Go upstairs and 
lay out Alexandra’s things. 

ADDIE. He’d expect me to be along— 

REGINA. I’ll be up in a few minutes 
to tell you what to pack, (addib 
slowly begins to climb the steps. To 
ALEXANDRA) I should think you’d 
like going alone. At your age it cer¬ 
tainly would have delighted me. 
You’re a strange girl, Alexandra. Ad- 
die has babied you so much. 

ALEXANDRA. I Only thought it would 
be more fun if Addie and I went to¬ 
gether. 

BIRDIE (timidly). Maybe I could go 
with her, Regina. I’d really like to. 

REGINA. She is going alone. She i' 
getting old enough to take some re¬ 
sponsibilities. 
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OSCAR. She’d better learn now. She s 
almost old enough to get married. 
(jovially, to LEO, sla-ppng him on 
shoulder) Eh, son? 

LEO. Huh? 

OSCAR (^annoyed with LEO for not 
ifnderstanding). Old enough to get 
married, you’re thinking, eh? 

LEO. Oh, yes, sir. (FeeHy) Lots of 
girls get married at Zan’s age. Look 
at Mary Prcster and Johanna and— 

RECiNA. Well, she’s not getting mar¬ 
ried tomorrow. But she is going to 
Baltimore tomorrow, so let’s talk 
about that. (To Alexandra) You’ll 
be glad to have Papa home again. 

\LEXANDRA. I Wanted to go before. 
Mama. You remember that. But you 
said you couldn’t go, and that I 
couldn’t go alone. 

REGINA. I’ve changed my mind. (Too 
casually) You’re to tell Papa how 
much you missed him, and that he 
must come home now—for your sake. 
Tell him that you need him home. 

ALEXANDRA. Need Kim home? 1 don’t 
understand. 

REGINA. There is nothing for you to 
understand. You are simply to say 
v\hat I have told you. 

ciRoiE (fLcs). He may be too sick. 
She couldn’t do that— 

ALEXANDRA. Ycs. He may be too sick 
to travel. I couldn’t make him think 
he had to come home for me, if he 
is too sick to— 

REGINA (looks at her, sharply, chal- 
Icngingly). You couldjj't do what I 
tell you to do, Alexandra? 
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ALEXANDRA (^Mietly). No. I couldn’t 

If 1 thought it would hurt huTi. 

REGINA (after a second's silence^ 
smiles pleasantly). But you are doing 
this for Papa’s own good. (T«Ke& 
Alexandra's hand) You must let me 
be the judge of his condition. It’s 
the best possible cure for him to come 
home and be taken care of here. He 
mustn’t stay there any longer and 
listen to those alarmist doctors. You 
are doing this entirely for his sake. 
Tell your papa that I want him to 
come home, that I miss him very 
much. 

ALEXANDRA (slowly). Ycs, Mama. 

REGINA (to the others. Rises). I must 
go and start getting Alexandra ready 
now. Why don’t you all go home? 

BEN (rises). I’ll attend to the rail¬ 
road ticket. One of the boys will 
bring it over. Good night, everybody. 
Have a nice trip, Alexandra. The 
food on the train is very good. The 
celery is so crisp. Have a good time 
and act like a little lady, (^xifs.) 

REGINA. Good night, Ben. Good 
night, Oscar— (Playfully) Don’t be 
so glum, Oscar. It makes you look as 
if you had chronic indigestion. 

BIRDIE. Good night, Regina. 

REGINA. Good night, Birdie. (Exits 
upstairs.) 

Come along. 

LEO (to Alexandra). Imagine youi 
not wanting to go! ^^at a little foo* 
you are. Wish it were me. What I 
could do in a place like Baltimore! 


OSCAR (starts for hall). 
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ALEXANDRA C^ngrily, looking away 
from hint). Mind your business. I can 
guess the kind of things you could do. 

LEO (Iflwghs). Oh, no, you couldn’t. 
(He exits.) 

REGINA (calling front the top of the 

stairs). Come on, Alexandra. 

BIRDIE Cquicklyt softly). Zan. 

ALEXANDRA. I don’t Understand about 
my going, Aunt Birdie. (Shrttgs) 
But anyway, Papa will be home again. 
(Pats birdie’s arm) Don't worry 
about me. I can take care of myself. 
Really I can. 

birdie (shakes her head, softly). 
That’s not what I’m worried about. 
Zan— 

ALEXANDRA (cowcs close to her). 

What’s the matter? 

BIRDIE. It’s about Leo— 

ALEXANDRA (whispering). He beat 
the horses. That’s why we were late 
getting back. We had to wait until 
they cooled off. He always beats the 
horses as if— 

BIRDIE (whispering frantically, hold- 
ing Alexandra’s hands). He’s my 
son. My own son. But you are more 
to me—more to me than my own 
child. I love you more than anybody 
else— 

ALEXANDRA. Don’t worry about the 
horses. I’m sorry I told you. 

BIRDIE (her voice rising). I am not 
worrying about the horses. I am 
worrying about you. You are not go¬ 
ing to marry Leo. I am not going to 
let them do that to you- 
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ALEXANDRA. Many? To Leo? 

(Laughs) I wouldn’t marry, Aunt 

Birdie. I’ve never even thought about 
♦ 

It— 

BIRDIE. But they have thought about 
it. (Wildly) Zan, I couldn’t stand 
to think about such a thing. You 
and— 

(oscAR has come into the doonipay 
on Alexandra’s speech. He is stand' 
ing quietly, listening.) 

ALEXANDRA (laughs). But I’m not 
going to marry. And I’m certainly 
not going to marry Leo. 

BIRDIE. Don’t you understand? 
They’ll make you. They’ll make 
you— 

ALEXANDRA (takes birdie’s hands, 
quietly, firmly). TTiat's foolish, Aunt 
Birdie. I’m grown now. Nobody can 
make me do anything. 

BIRDIE. I just couldn’t stand— 

OSCAR (sharply). Birdie, (birdie 
looks up, draws quickly away from 
ALEXANDRA. Shc stauds rigid, fright' 
ened. Quietly) Birdie, get your hat 
and coat. 

ADDiE (calls from upstairs). Come on, 
baby. Your mama’s waiting for you, 
and she ain’t nobody to keep waiting. 

ALEXANDRA. All right. (Then softly, 

embracing birdie) Good night, Aunt 
Birdie. (As she passes oscar) Good 
night, Uncle Oscar, (birdie begins 
to move slowly towards the door as 
ALEXANDRA cUmbs the stairs. Alex¬ 
andra is almost out of view when 
BIRDIE reaches oscar in the doorway. 
As BIRDIE quickly attempts to pass 
him, he slaps her hard, across the 
face. BIRDIE cries out, puts her hand 
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to her face. On the cry, Alexandra 
turns, begins to run down the stairs') 
Aunt Birdie! What happened? What 
happened? I— 

BIRDIE (softly, without turning) 
Nothing, darling. Nothing happened. 
(Quickly, as if anxious to keep alex- 
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andra from coming close) Now go 
to bed. (oscAR exits) Nothing ha^ 
pened. (Turns to Alexandra who is 
holding her hand) I only-I only 
twisted my ankle. (She goes out. 

ALEXANDRA stands ow the stairs look¬ 
ing after her as if she were puzzled 
and frightened.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


Scene—S ame as Act One. A week later, morning. 

At Rise— TJie light comes from the open shutter of the right window; 
the other-shutters are tightly closed, addie is standing at the window, look¬ 
ing out. Near the dining-room doors are brooms, mops, rags, etc. After a 
second, oscar comes into the entrance hall, looks in the room, shivers, decides 
not to take his hat and coat off, comes into the room. At the sound of the 
door, ADDIE turns to see who has come in. 


addie (uuthout interest). Oh, it*s 
you, Mr. Oscar. 

OSCAR. What is this? It’s not night. 
What’s the matter here? (Shivers) 
Fine thing at this time of the morn¬ 
ing. Blinds all closed, (addie begins 
to open shutters) Where’s Miss 
Regina? It’s cold in here. 


ADDIE. Miss Regina ain’t down yet. 


ADDIE. Something must have hap¬ 
pened. If Zan say she was coming 
last night, she’s coming last night. 
Unless something happened. Sure 
fire disgrace to let a baby like that go 
all that way alone to bring home a 
sick man without— 


OSCAR. You do a lot of judging around 
here, Addie, eh? Judging of your 
white folks, I mean. 


OSCAR. She had any word? 

ADDIE (wearily). No, sir. 

OSCAR. W^ouldn’t you think a girl 
that age could get on a train at one 
place and have sense enough to get 
off at another? 


ADDIE (looks at him, sighs). Fra 
tired. I been up all night watching 
for them. 

REGINA (speaking from the upstairs 
hall). Who’s downstairs, Addie? 
(She appears in a dressing gown, 
peers down from the landing, addie 
picks up broom, dtntpan and Intish 
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and exits') Oh, it’s you, Oscar. What 
are you doing here so early? I haven’t 
been down yet. I’m not finished dress¬ 
ing. 

OSCAR Cspeaking up to her). You 
had any word from them? 

begina. No. 

OSCAR. Then something certainly 
has happened. People don’t just say 
they are arriving on Thursday night, 
and they haven’t come by Friday 
morning. 

REGINA. Oh, nothing has happened. 
Alexandra just hasn't got sense 
enough to send a message. 

OSCAR. If nothing’s happened, then 
why aren’t they here? 

REGINA. You asked me that ten times 
last night. My, you do fret so, Oscar. 
Anything might have happened. 
They may have missed connections 
in Atlanta, the train may have been 
delayed—oh, a hundred things could 
have kept them. 

OSCAR, Where’s Ben? 

REGINA (os she disappears upstairs). 
Where should he be? At home, prob¬ 
ably. Really, Oscar, I don’t tuck him 
in his bed and I don't take him out 
of it. Have some coffee and don’t 
worry so much. 

OSCAR. Have some coffee? There isn’t 
any coffee. (Looks at his watch, 
shakes his head. After a second cal 
enters with a large silver tray, coffee 
um, small cups, newspaper). Oh, 
there you are. Is ever^^thing in this 
fancy house always late? 


cal (looks at him surprised). You 
ain’t out shooting this morning, Mr. 
Oscar? 

OSCAR. First day I missed since I had 
my head cold. First day I missed in 
eight years. 

cal. Yes, sir. I bet you. Simon he say 
you had a mighty good day yester¬ 
day morning. That’s what Simon say. 
{Brings OSCAR coffee and newspaper.) 

OSCAR. Pretty good, pretty good. 

CAL (laughs, slyly). Bet you got 
enough bobvvhite and squirrel to give 
every nigger in town a Jesus-party. 
Most of ’em ain’t had no meat since 
the cotton picking was over. Bet 
they’d give anything for a little piece 
of that meat— 

OSCAR (turns his head to look at 
cal). Cal, if I catch a nigger in this 
town going shooting, you know 
what’s going to happen. 

(leo enters.) 

cal (hastily). Yes, sir, Mr. Oscar. 1 
didn’t say nothing about nothing. It 
was Simon who told me and— Morn¬ 
ing, Mr. Leo. You gentlemen hav¬ 
ing your breakfast with us here? 

LEO. The boys in the bank don’t 
know a thing. They haven’t had any 
message. 

(cal waits for an answer, gets none, 
shrugs, moves to door, exits.) 

OSCAR (peers at leo). What you 
doing here, son? 

LEO. You told me to find out if the 
boys at the bank had any message 
from Uncle Horace or Zan— 
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OSCAR. I told you if they had a mes- 
iage to bring it here. I told you that 
if they didn’t have a message to stay 
it the bank and do your work. 

LEO. Oh, I guess I misunderstood. 

OSCAR. You didn’t misunderstand, 
ifou just were looking for any excuse 
to take an hour off. (leo pours a cup 
of coffee) You got to stop that kind 
of thing. You got to start settling 
down. You going to be a married 
man one of these days. 

LEO. Yes, sir. 

OSCAR. Vou also got to stop with that 
woman in Mobile. (As leo is about 
to speak) You’re young and I haven’t 
got no objections to outside women. 
That is, I haven’t got no objections 
so long as they don’t interfere with 
serious things. Outside women are 
all right in their place, but uow isn’t 
their place. You got to realize that. 

LEO r;7od.s'). Yes, sir. I’ll tell her. 
She’ll act all right about it. 

OSCAR. Also, you got to start work¬ 
ing harder at the bank. You got to 
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convince your Uncle Horace you go¬ 
ing to make a fit husband for Alex¬ 
andra. 

LEO. What do you think has hap¬ 
pened to them? Supposed to be here 
last night— (Laughs) Bet you Uncle 
Ben’s mighty worried. Sevent\'-five 
thousand dollars worried. 

OSCAR (smi7es happily). Ought to be 
worried. Damn well ought to be. 
First he don’t answer the letters, 
then he don’t come home—(Giggles.) 

LEO. What wiW happen if Uncle 
Horace don’t come home or don’t— 
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OSCAR. Or don't put up the money? 
Oh, we’ll get it from outside. Easy 

enough. 

LEO (surprised). But you don’t want 
outsiders. 

OSCAR. What do I care who gets my 
share? I been shaved already. Serve 
Ben right if he had to give away some 
of his. 

LEO. Damn shame what they did to 
you. 

OSCAR (looking up the stairs). Don’t 
talk so loud. Don’t you worry. When 
I die, you’ll have as much as the 
rest. You might have yours and 
Alexandra’s. I’m not so easily licked. 

LEO. I wasn’t thinking of myself, 
Papa— 

OSCAR. Well, you should be, vou 
should be. It’s every man’s duty to 
think of himself. 

LEO. You think Uncle Horace don’t 
want to go in on this? 

OSCAR (giggles). That’s my hunch. 
He hasn’t showed any signs of lov¬ 
ing it yet. 

LEO (laughs). But he hasn’t listened 
to Aunt Re^na yet, either. Oh, he’ll 
go alono. It s too good a thing. Why 
wouldn t he want to? He’s got plenty 
and plenty to invest with. He don’t 
even have to sell anything. Eighty- 
eight thousand worth of Union Pa¬ 
cific bonds sitting right in his safe 
deposit box. All he’s got to do is open 
the box. 

OSCAR (after a pause. Looks at his 
watch). Mighty late breakfast in this 
fancy house. Yes, he’s had those 
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bonds for fifteen years. Bought them 
when they were low and just locked 

them up. 

LEO. Yeah. Just has to open the box 
an take them out. That’s all. Easy as 
easy can he. (Lnughs) The things in 
that box! There’s all those bonds, 
looking mighty fine, (oscar slowly 
pits down his newspaper and turns 
to LEo) Then right next to them is a 
baby shoe of Zan’s and a cheap old 
cameo on a string, and, ana—no- 
body’d believe this—a piece of an old 
violin. Not even a whole violin. Just 
a piece of an old thing, a piece of a 
violin. 

OSCAR (very softly, as if he were try¬ 
ing to control his voice'). A piece of a 
violin! What do you think of that! 

LEO. Yes, sirree. A lot of other crazy 
things, too. A poem, I guess it is, 
signed with his mother’s name, and 
two old schoolbooks with notes and 
— (leo catches oscar’s look. His 
voice trails off. He turns his head 
away.) 


LEO. Yes, sir, yes, he did. My word of 
honor. (Very nervotisly, looking 
away) I suppose that don’t e.xcuse 
me for looking— (Looking at oscar) 
but I did make him close it up and 
put the keys back in Manders' 
drawer— 

OSCAR (leans forward, very softly). 
Tell me the truth, Leo. I am not 
going to be angry with you. Did you 
open the box yourself? 

LEO. No, sir, 1 didn’t. I told you I 
didn’t. No, I— 

OSCAR (irritated, patient). I am not 
going to be angry with you. (Watch¬ 
ing LEO carefully) Sometimes s: 
young fellow deser\'es credit for look¬ 
ing round him to see what’s going on. 
Sometimes that’s a good sign in a fel¬ 
low your age. (oscar rises) Many 
great men have made their fortune 
with their eyes. Did you open the 
box? 

LEO (very puzzled). No. !— 


OSCAR (very softly). How do you 
know what’s in the box, son? 

LEO (stops, draws hack, frightened, 
realizing what he has said). Oh, 
well. Well, er. Well, one of the boys, 
sir. It was one of the boys at the bank. 
He took old Manders' keys. It was 
Joe Homs. He just up and took 
Manders’ keys and, and—well, took 
the box out. (Quickly) Then they 
all asked me if I wanted to see, too. 
So I looked a little, I guess, but then 
I made them close up the box quick 
and I told them never— 


OSCAR (moves to leo). Did you open 
the box? It may have been—well, 
it may have been a good thing if you 
had. 


LEO (after a long pause). I opened 
it. 


OSCAR (quickly). Is that the truth? 
(leo nods) Does anybody else know 
that you opened it? Come, Leo, don’? 
be afraid of speaking the truth to me. 

LEO. No. Nobody knew. Nobody was 
in the bank when I did it. But— 


OSCAR (looks at him). Joe Homs, oscar. Did your Uncle Horace eve? 
you say? He opuned it? know you opened it? 
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LEO (^shakes kis kead^. He looks 
in it once every six months when he 
cuts the coupons, and sometimes 
Manders even does that for him. 
Uncle Horace don’t even have the 
keys. Manders keeps them for him. 
Imagine not looking at all that. You 
can bet if I had the bonds, I’d watch 
'em like— 

OSCAR. If you had them, (leo 
watches him) If you had them. Then 
you could have a share in the mill, 
you and me. A fine, big share, too. 
(Patfses, shrugs} Well, a man can’t 
be shot for wanting to see his son get 
on in the world, can he, boy^ 

LEO (looks up, begins to understand}. 
No, he can’t. Natural enough. 
(Laughs} But I haven’t got the bonds 
and Uncle Horace has. And now he 
can just sit back and wait to be a 
millionaire. 

OSCAR (innocently}. You think your 
Uncle Horace likes you well enough 
to lend you the bonds if he decides 
not to use them himself? 

LEO. Papa, it must be that you haven’t 
had vour brealTasf! (Laughs loudly) 
Lend me the bonds! My God— 

OSCAR (disappointed}. No, I sup¬ 
pose not. Just a fancy of mine. A loan 
for three months, maybe four, easy 
enough for us to pay it back then. 
Anyway, this is only April— (Slowly 
counting the months on his fngers} 
and if he doesn’t look at them until 
Fall, he wouldn’t even miss them out 
of the box. 
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never looks at them? (Sighs as leg 
stares at him} Well, here we are sit¬ 
ting around waiting for him to come 
home and invest his money in some¬ 
thing he hasn’t lifted his hand to get. 
But I can’t help thinking he’s acting 
strange. You laugh when I say he 
could lend you the bonds if he’s not 
going to use them himself. But would 
it hurt him? 

LEO (slowly looking at oscar). No. 
No, it wouldn't. 

OSCAR. People ought to help other 
people. But that’s not aWays the way 
it happens, (ben enters, hangs his 
coat and hat in hall. Very carefully} 
And so sometimes you got to think 
of yourself. (As leo stares at hint, 
BEN appears in the doorway} Morn¬ 
ing, Ben. 

BEN (coming in, carrying his news¬ 
paper}. Fine sunny morning. Any 
news from the runaways? 

REGINA (on the staircase}. There’s 
no news or you would have heard it. 
Quite a convention so early in the 
morning, aren’t you all? (Goes to 
coffee um.} 

OSCAR. You rising mighty late these 
days. Is that the way they do things 
in Chicago society? 

BEN (looking at his paper}. Old 
Carter died up in Senateville. Eighty- 
one is a good time for us all, eh? 
M^at do you think has really hap¬ 
pened to Horace, Regina? 


LEO. That’s it. He wouldn’t even regina. Nothing, 
miss them. AIi, well— 

ben (too castirtUy). You don’t think 
OSCAR. No, sir. Wouldn’t even miss maybe he never started from Balti- 
;hem. How could he miss them if he more and never intends to start? 
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liEGiNA (inttfltei). Of course they’ve 
started. Didn’t I have a letter from 
Alexandra? What is so strange about 
people arriving late? He has that 
cousin in Savannah he’s so fond of. 
He may have stopped to see him. 
They’ll be along today some time, 
very' flattered that you and Oscar are 
so worried about them. 

ben. I’m a natural worrier. Espe¬ 
cially when I am getting ready to 
close a business deal and one of my 
partners remains silent afid invisible. 

BEGINA (b?ngbs). Oh, is that it? I 
thought you were worried about 
Horace’s health. 

OSCAR. Oh, that too. Who could help 
but worry? I’m worried. This is the 
first day I haven’t shot since my head 
cold. 

REGINA (starts towards dinuig room'). 
Then you haven't had your break¬ 
fast. Come along, (oscar and leo 
follow her.) 

BEN. Regina. (She Uirns at dining¬ 
room door) That cousin of Horace’s 
has been dead for years and, in any 
case, the train does not go through 
Savannah. 

REGINA (laughs, continues into din¬ 
ing room, seats herself). Did he die? 
You’re always remembering about 
people dying, (ben rises) Now I in¬ 
tend to eat my breakfast in peace, and 
read my newspaper. 

BEN (goes towards dining room as 
he talks). This is second breakfast 
for me. My first was bad. Celia ain’t 
the cook she used to be. Too old to 
have taste any more. If she hadn’t be¬ 


82r 

longed to Mama, I’d send her off to 
the countr)^ 

(oscAR and LEO start to eat. ben seats 
himself.) 

LEO. Uncle Horace will have some 
tales to tell, I bet. Baltimore is a lively 
to^vn. 

REGINA (to cal). The grits isn’t hot 
enough. Take it back. 

CAL. Oh, yes'm. (Calling into kitch¬ 
en as he exits) Grits didn’t hold 
the heat. Grits didn’t hold the heat. 

LEO. When I ^vas at school three 
of the boys and myself took a train 
once and went over to Baltimore. It 
was so bio we thought wc were in 
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Europe. I was just a kid then— 

REGINA. I find it ^'cry pleasant 
(addie enters) to have breakfast 
alone. I hate chattering before I’ve 
had something hot. (cal closes the 
dining-room doors) Do be still, Leo. 
(addie comes into the room, begins 
gathering up the cups, carries them 
to the large tray. Outside there are 
the sounds of voices. Quickly addie 
runs into the hall. A few seco7ids 
later she appears again in the door- 
%vay, her arm around the shoulders 
of HORACE giddens, Supporting him. 
HORACE is a tall man of about forty- 
five. He has been good looking, but 
now his face is tired and ill. He walks 
stifPy, as if it were an enormous ef¬ 
fort, and carefully, as if he were un¬ 
sure of his bala7ice. addie takes off 
his overcoat and hangs it on the hall 
tree. She then helps hhn to a chair.) 

HORACE. How are you, Addie? How 
have you been? 

addie. I’m all right, Mr. Horace 
I’ve just been worried about you. 
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(ALEXANDRA entcTs. Shc is flushed 
and excited, her hat awry, her face 
dirty. Her arms are full of packages, 
hut she comes quickly to addie.) 
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ALEXANDRA (/ifls hecome conscious 
the voices in the dining room). I bet 
Mama was worried. I better tell her 
we're here now. (She starts for door.) 


ALEXANDRA. Now don't tell me how 
worried vou were. We couldn’t help 
h and there was no way to send a 
message. 

ADDIE (begins to take packages from 
ALEXANDRA). Yes, sir, I was mighty 
worried. 

ALEXANDRA. We had to stop in 
Mobile overnight. Papa— (Looks at 
him) Papa didn't feel well. The trip 
was too much for him, and I made 
him stop and rest— (As addie takes 
the last package) No, don't take that. 
That’s father’s medicine. I'll hold it. 
It mustn’t break. Now, about the 
stuff outside. Papa must have his 
wheel chair. I’ll get that and the 
valises— 


ADDIE (very happy, holding Alex¬ 
andra’s arms). Since when you got 
to carry your own valises? Since 
ivhen I ain’t old enough to hold a 
bottle of medicine? (horace coughs) 
You feel all right, Mr. Horace? 

HORACE (nods). Glad to be sitting 
down. 


ALEXANDRA (opening package of 
^ledicine). He doesn’t feel all right. 
(addie looks at her, then at horace) 
\ le just says that. The trip was ver^^ 
hard on him, and now he must go 
right to bed. 


ADDIE (looking at him carefully). 

Them fancy doctors, they give you 
help? ' - 6 ; 


HORACE. Zan. (She stops) Not for a 
minute, dear. 

ALEXANDRA. Oh, Papa, you feel bad 
again. I knew you did. Do you want 
your medicine? 

HORACE. No, I don't feel that way. 
I’m just tired, darling. Let me rest a 
little. 

ALEXANDRA. Yes, but Mama will be 
mad if I don’t tell her we’re here. 

ADDIE. They're all in there eating 
breakfast. 

ALEXANDRA. OH, are they all here? 
Why do they always have to be here? 
I was hoping Papa wouldn’t have to 
see anybody, that it would be nice for 
him and quiet. 

ADDIE. Then let your papa rest for a 
minute. 

HORACE. Addie, I bet your coffee’s 
as good as ever. They don't have such 
good coffee up North. (Looks at the 
urn) Is it as good, Addie? (addie 
starts for coffee um.) 

ALEXANDRA. No. Dr. Reevcs said not 
much coffee. Just now and then. I'm 
the nurse now, Addie. 


ADDIE. You'd he a better one if vou 
didn t look so dirty. Now go and take 
a bath, Miss (Srowm-up. Change 
your linens, get out a fresh dress ana 
give your hair a good brushing—go 
on— 


HORACE. They did their best. 
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ALEXANDRA. Will you be all right, 

Papa? 

addib. Go on. 

ALEXANDRA (o« stairs, talks as she 
goes up)- The pills Papa must take 
once every four hours. And the bottle 
only when—only if he feels ver^' bad. 
Now don't move until I come back 
and don’t talk much and remember 
about his medicine, Addie— 

addie. Ring for Belle and have her 
help you and then I’ll make you a 
fresh breakfast. 

ALEXANDRA (fls she disappears). 
How’s Aunt Birdie? Is she here? 

addie. It ain’t right for you to have 
coffee? It will hurt you? 

HORACE (slowly). Nothing can make 
much difference now. Get me a cup, 
Addie. (She looks at him, crosses to 
urn, pours a cup) Funny. They can't 
make coffee up North, (addie brings 
him a cup) They don’t like red 
pepper, either. (He takes the cup 
and gulps it greedily) God, that’s 
good. You remember how I used to 
drink it? Ten, twelve cups a day. So 
strong it had to stain the cup. (Then 
slowly) Addie, before I see anybody 
else, I want to know why Zan came 
to fetch me home. She’s tried to tell 
me, but she doesn’t seem to know 
herself. 

addie (turns away). I don’t know. 
All I know is big things are going on. 
Everybody going to be high-tone rich. 
Big rich. You too. All because smoke’s 
going to start out of a building that 
ain't even up yet. 

HORACE. I’ve heard about it. 
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ADDIE. And, er— (Hesitatessteps 
to him) And—well, Zan, she going 
to marry Mr. Leo in a little while. 

HORACE (looks at her, then very 
slowly). What are you talking 
about? 

ADDIE. That’s right. That’s the talk, 
God help us. 

HORACE (angrily). What's the talk? 

ADDIE. I’m telling you. There’s go¬ 
ing to be a wedding— (Angrily turnr 
away) Over my dead body there is 

HORACE (after a second, qtiietly). 
Go and tell them I’m home. 

ADDIE (hesitates). Now you ain’t to 
get excited. You’re to be in your bed— 

HORACE. Go on, Addie. Go and say 
I'm back, (addie opens dining-room 
doors. He rises with difficulty, stands 
stiff, as if he were in pain, facing the 
dining room.) 

addie. Miss Regina. They’re home 
They got here— 

REGINA. Horace! (regina quickly 
rises, runs into the room. Warmly). 
Horace! You’ve finally arrived. (As 
she kisses him, the others come for¬ 
ward, all talking together.) 

BEN (in doorway, carrying a napkin) 
Well, sir, you had us all mighty wor¬ 
ried. (He steps forward. They 
shake hands, addie exits.) 

OSCAR. You're a sight for sore eye# 

HORACE. Hello, Ben. 

(leo enters, eating a biscuit.) 
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OSCAR. And how you feel? Tip¬ 
top, I bet, because that’s the way 
you’re looking. 

HORACE (coldly, irritated with 

Oscar’s lie). Hello, Oscar. Hello, 
Leo, how are you? 

LEO (^shaking hands). I’ni fine, sir. 
But a lot better now that you're back. 

REGINA. Now sit down. What did 
happen to you and where’s Alex¬ 
andra? I am so excited about seeing 
you that I almost forgot about her. 
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HORACE (looking at oscar). Oscar 
thinks I look very well. 

OSCAR C^fifioyed. 'Turns on leo). 
Don’t stand there holding that bis¬ 
cuit in your hand. 

LEO. Oh, well. I’ll just finish my 
breakfast, Uncle Horace, and then 
ril give you all the news about the 
Lank— (He exits into the dining 
room.) 

OSCAR. And what is that costume you 
have on? 


HORACE. I didn't feel good, a little 
weak, I guess, and we stopped over¬ 
night to rest. Zan’s upstairs washing 
off the train dirt. 

REGINA. Oh, I am so sorry the trip 
was hard on you. I didn’t think 
that— 

HORACE. Well, it’s just as if I had 
ne\'er been away. All of you here— 

BEN. Waiting to welcome you home. 
(birdie bursts in. She is wearing a 
flnunel kimono and her face is 
llushed and excited.) 

HiUDiE (ntns to him, kisses him). 
Horace! 

HORACE (warmly pressing her arm). 
1 was just ^vonde^ing where you were, 
Bird'c. 

BIRDIE (excited). Oh, I would have 
been here. I didn’t know you were 
back until Simon said he saw the 
bugg)’. (Sbe draws hack to look at 
him. Her face sobers). Oh, you don't 
look well, Horace. No, you don't. 

REGINA (laughs). Birdie, what a 
thing to say— 


BIRDIE (looking at Horace). Now 
that you’re home, you’ll feel better. 
Plenty of good rest and we’ll take 
such fine care of you. (Stops) But 
where is Zan? I missed her so much. 

OSCAR. I asked you what is that 
strange costume you’re parading 
around in? 

BiRDiB (nervously, hacking towards 
stairs), hie? Oh! It's my wTapper. I 
was so excited about Horace I just 
rushed out of the house— 

OSCAR. Did you come across the 
square dressed that way? My dear 
Birdie, I— 

HORACE (to REGINA, weaTtly). Ycs, 
it’s just like old times. 

REGINA (quickly to oscar). Now, no 
fights. This is a holiday. 

BIRDIE (runs quickly up the stairs). 
Zan! Zannic! 

OSCAR. Birdie! (She stops.) 

BIRDIE. Oh. Tell Zan I’ll be back in 
a little while. (Whispers) Sorry, 
Oscar. (E.vits.) 
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REGINA (to OSCAR and ben). Why 
don’t you go finish your breakfast 
and let Horace rest for a minute? 

ben ^crossing to dining room with 
oscar). Never leave a meal unfin¬ 
ished. There are too many poor 
people who need the food. Mighty 
glad to see you home, Horace. Fine 
to have you back. Fine to have you 
back. 
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HORACE. That’s not the way to put 
it. (T/iew, kindly, as he sees her turn 
her head away') But there I was and 
I got kind of used to it, kind of 
to like lying there and thinking. 
(Smiles) I never had much time to 
think before. And time’s become 
valuable to me. 


REGINA. It sounds almost like a holi¬ 
day. 


OSCAR (to LEO as BEN closes dining¬ 
room doors). Your mother has gone 
crazy. Running around the streets 
like a woman— 

(The moment regina and Horace 
are alone, they become awkward and 
self-conscious.) 

regina (laughs awkwardly). Well. 
Here we are. It’s been a long time. 
(HORACE smiles) Five months. You 
know, Horace, I wanted to come and 
be with you in the hospital, but I 
didn’t know where my duty was. 
Here, or with you. But you know 
how much I wanted to come. 

HORACE. That’s kind of you, Regina. 
There was no need to come. 

REGINA. Oh, but there was. Five 
months lying there all by yourself, 
no kinfolks, no friends. Don’t try to 
tell me you didn’t have a bad time 
of it. 


HORACE (IflRgks). It was, sort of. 
The first holiday I’ve had since I 
was a little kid. 

REGINA. And here I was thinking 
you were in pain and— 

HORACE (quietly). I was in pain. 

REGINA. And instead you were hav¬ 
ing a holiday! A holiday of thinking. 
Couldn’t you have done that here? 

HORACE. I wanted to do it before 1 
came here. I was thinking about us. 

REGINA. About us? About you and 
me? Thinking about you and me 
after all these years. (Unpleasantly) 
You shall tell me everything you 
thought—some day. 

HORACE (there is silence for a min¬ 
ute). Regina. (She turns to him) 
Why did you send Zan to Baltimore’ 


HORACE. I didn’t have a bad time. 
(As she shakes her head, he becomes 
insistent) No, I didn’t, Regina. Oh, 
at first when I—when I heard the 
news about mvself—but after I got 
used to that, I liked it there. 

REGINA. You liked it? (Coldly) Isn’t 
that strange. You liked it so well you 
didn’t want to come home? 


REGINA. Why? Because I wanted vou 
home. You can’t make anvthing sus¬ 
picious out of that, can you? 

HORACE. I didn’t mean to make any 

/ 

thing suspicious about it. (Hesi- 
tantly, taking her hand) Zan said 
you wanted me to come home. I was 
so pleased at that and touched, it 
made me feel good. 
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REGINA (^ta}dng away her hand, 
tnrns^. Toi'ched that I should want 
you home? 

HORACE (sighs). I’m saying all the 
wrong things as usual. Let’s try to 
get along better. There isn’t so much 
more time. Regina, what’s all this 
crazy talk Tve been hearing about 
Zan and Leo? Zan and Leo marry¬ 
ing? 

REGINA (turning to him, sharply'). 
Who gossips so much around here? 

HORACE (shocked). Regina! 
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HORACE (there is a silence. Then he 
looks up at her, his face cold). You 
misunderstand. I don’t intend to gos¬ 
sip about my sickness. I thought it 
was only fair to tell you. I was not 
asking tor your sympathy. 


REGINA (sharply, turns to him). 
What do the doctors think caused 
your bad heart? 


HORACE. What do you mean? 


REGINA. They didn’t think it pos¬ 
sible, did they, that your fancy 
women may have— 


REGINA (annoyed, anxious to quiet 
him). It’s some foolishness that Oscar 
thought up. ril explain later. I have 
no intention of allowing any such 
arrangement. It was simply a way of 
keeping Oscar quiet in all this busi¬ 
ness I’ve been writing you about— 


HORACE (smiles unpleasantly). 
Caused my heart to be bad? I don’t 
think that’s the best scientific theory. 
You don’t catch heart trouble in bed. 

REGINA (angrily). I didn’t think you 
did. I only thought you might catch 
a bad conscience—in bed, as you say. 


HORACE (carefully). What has Zan 
to do with any business of Oscar’s? 
Whatever it is, you had better put it 
out of Oscar’s head immediately. You 
know what I think of Leo. 

REGINA. But there’s no need to talk 
about it now. 


HORACE. There is no need to talk 
about it ever. Not as long as I live. 
(HORACE stops, slowly tums to look 
at her) As long as I live. I’ve been 

o 

in a hospital for five months. Yet 
since been here vou have not 
once asked me about—about my 
health. (Then gently) Well, I sup¬ 
pose they’^'e WTitten you. I can’t live 
very long. 


HORACE. I didn’t tell them about my 
bad conscience. Or about my fancy 
women. Nor did I tell them that mv 
wife has not wanted me in bed with 
her for- (Sharply) How long is it, 
Regina? (regina turns to him) Ten 
years? Did you bring me home for 
this, to make me feel guilt\^ again? 
That means you want something. 
But you’ll not make me feel guilty 
any more. My “thinking” has made 
a difference. 

REGINA. I see that it has. (She looks 
towards dining-room door. Then 
comes to him, her manner warm and 
friendly) It’s foolish for us to fight 
this way. I didn’t mean to be un¬ 
pleasant. I wes stupid. 


REGINA (coldly). I’ve never under¬ 
stood why people have to talk about 
this kind of thing. 


HORACE (weariZy). God know's I 
didn t either. I came home w'anting 
so much not to fight, and then all of 
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a sudden there we were. I got hurt 
and— 

REGINA (/lostiZy). It’s all my fault. I 
didn’t ask about—about your illness 
because I didn’t want to remind you 
of it. Anyway I never believe doc¬ 
tors when they talk about— 
(Brightly^ when they talk like that. 

HORACE (not looking at her). Well, 
we’ll try our best with each other. 
(He rises.) 

REGINA (quickly). I'll try. Honestly, 
I will. Horace, Horace, I know 
you’re tired but, but—couldn’t you 
stay down i'^ere a few minutes longer? 
I want Ben to tell you something. 

HORACE. Tomonow. 

REGINA. I’d like to now. It’s very im¬ 
portant to me. It’s very important to 
all of us. (Gaily, as she moves toward 
dining room) Important to your be¬ 
loved daughter. She’ll be a very great 
heiress— 

HORACE. Will she? That’s nice. 

REGINA (opens doors). Ben, are you 
finished breakfast? 

HORACE. Is this the mill business I’ve 
had so many letters about? 

REGINA (to ben). Horacc would like 
to talk to you now. 

HORACE. Horace would not like to 
talk to you now. I am very tired, 
Regina— 

REGINA (comes to him). Please. 
You’ve said we’ll try our best with 
each other. I’ll try. Really, I will. 
Please do this for me now. You will 
see what fve done while you've been 
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away. How 1 watched your interests. 
(Laughs gaily) And I’ve done very 
well too. But things can’t be delayed 
any longer. Evcry’thing must be set¬ 
tled this week— (horace sits down. 
BEN enters, oscar has stayed in the 
dining room, his head turned to 
watch them, leo is pretending to rend 
the newspaper) Now you must tell 
Horace all about it. Only be quick 
because he is very tired and must go 
to bed. (HORACE is looking up at her. 
I Us face hardens as she speaks) But 
I think your news will be better foi 
him than all the medicine in the 
world. 

BEN (looking at Horace). It could 
wait. Horace may not feel like talk¬ 
ing today. 

REGINA. \^^at an old faker you arc! 
You know it can’t wait. You know it 
must be finished this week. You’ve 
been just as anxious for Horace to get 
here as I’ve been. 

BEN (very jovial). I suppose I have 
been. And why not? Horace has done 
Hubbard Sons many a good turn. 
Why shouldn’t I be anxious to help 
him now? 

REGINA (laughs). Help him! Help 
him when you need him, that’s what 
you mean. 

BEN. What a woman you married, 
Horace! (Laughs awkwardly when 
HORACE does not answer) Well, then 
I’ll make it quick. You know what 
I’ve been telling you for years. How 
I’ve always said that evei-v one of 
little Southern business men 1 ■'d 
great things— (Extends his arm] 
right beyond our finger tips. It’s beeh 
my dream: my dieam to make those 
fingers grows longer. I’m a lucky man. 
Horace, a luckv man. To dream and 
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to live to get what you’ve dreamed 
of. That’s my idea of a lucky man. 
(Looks at his fingers as his arm drofs 
sJowlr') For thirty years I ve cried 
bring the cotton mills to the cotton. 
fHORACii o-pens medicine hottle^ 
Well, finallv I got up nerve to go to 
Marshall Company in Chicago. 

HouACH. I know all this. (He takes 
the medicine, regina rises, steps to 
/iim.) 

BEN. Can I get you something? 

HORACE. Some water, please. 

REGINA (turns quickly'). Oh, I’m 
sorry. Let me. (Brings him a glass of 
mater. He drinks as they wait in si¬ 
lence) You feel all right now? 

HORACE. Yes. You wrote me. I know 
ell that. 

(oscAR enters from dining room.) 

REGINA (triumphantly). But you 
don’t know that in the last few days 
Ben has agreed to give us—you, I 
mean—a much larger share. 

HORACE. Really? That’s very generous 
of him. 

BEN (laughs). It wasn’t so generous 
of me. It was smart of Regina. 

REGINA (as if she were signaling 
Horace). I explained to Ben that 
perhaps you hadn’t answered his let¬ 
ters because YOU didn’t think he ivas 
offering you enough, and that the 
time w'as getting short and vou could 

O O « 

guess hov much he needed you— 

HORACE (smiles at her, nods). And I 
:ould guess that he wants to keep 
control in the family? 
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REGINA (to BEN, trhimphantly). Ex 
actlv. (To HORACE) So I did a lit¬ 
tle bargaining for you and convinced 
my brothers they weren’t the only 
Hubbards who had a business sense, 

HORACE. Did you have to convince 
them of that? How little people know 
about each other! (Laughs) But you'll 
know better about Regina next time, 
eh, Ben? (ben, regina, Horace 
laugh together o?car’s face is angry) 
Now let's see. We’re getting a bigger 
share. (Looking at oscar) Who’s 
getting less? 

BEN. Oscar. 

HORACE. Well, Oscar, you’ve grown 
very unselfish. What's happened to 
you? 

(leo enters from dining room.) 

BEN (quicklyy before cscar can an¬ 
swer). Oscar doesn’t mind. Not worth 
fighting about now, eh, Oscar? 

OSCAR (angrily). I’ll get mine in the 
end. You can be sure of that. Tve got 
my son’s future to think about. 

HORACE (sharply). Leo? Oh, I see. 
(Puts his head hack, laughs, regina 
looks at him 7iervously) I am begin¬ 
ning to see. Everybody will get theirs. 

BEN. I knew you'd see it. Seventy- 
five thousand, and that seventy-five 
thousand will make you a million. 

REGINA (steps to table, leaning for¬ 
ward). It will, Horace, it will. 

HORACE. I believe you. (After a sec¬ 
ond) Now I can understand Oscar’s 
self-sacrifice, but what did you have 
to promise Marshall Company besides 
the money you’re putting up? 
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BBN. They wouldn’t take promises. 
They wanted guarantees. 

HORACE. Of what? 

ben (nods'). Water power. Free and 
plenty of it. 

HORACE. You got them that, of course. 

ben. Cheap. You’d think the Gover¬ 
nor of a great state would make his 
price a little higher. From pride, you 
know. (HORACE smiles, ben smiles) 
Cheap wages. “What do you mean by 
cheap wages'^” I say to Marshall. 
“Less than Massachusetts,” he says to 
me, “and that averages eight a week.” 
“Eight a week! By God,” I tell him, 
“I'd work for eight a week myself.” 
Why, there ain’t a mountain white or 
a town nigger but wouldn’t give his 
right arm for three silver dollars 
e/ery week, eh, Horace? 

HORACE. Sure. And they’ll take less 
than that when you get around to 
playing them off against each other. 
You can save a little money that way, 
Ben. (Angrily) And make them hate 
each other just a little more than they 
do now. 

r.EGiNA. What’s all this about? 

BEN (Imighs). There’ll be no trouble 
from anybody, white or black. Mar¬ 
shall said that to me. “What about 
strikes? That’s all we’ve had in Massa¬ 
chusetts for the last three years.” I 
say to him, ‘What’s a strike? I never 
heard of one. Come South, Marshall. 
We got good folks and we don’t 
stand for any fancy fooling.” 

HORACE. Y^ou’re right. (Slowly) 
Well, it looks like you made a good 
deal for yourselves, and for Marshall, 
too. (To ben) Your father used to 


say he made the thousands and you 
boys would make the millions. 1 think 
he was right. (Rises.) 

REGINA (They .'ire ail looking ai 
HORACE. She hitglis nervously). 

Millions for us, too. 

HORACE. Lis? You and me? I don’t 
think so. We’ve got enough money, 
Regina. We’ll just sit by and watch 
the boys grow rich. (They watch 
HORACE tensely as he begins to more 
towards the staircase. He passes leg. 
looks at him for a second) How’s 
everything at the bank, Leo? 

LEO. Fine, sir. Eveiy'thing is fine. 

HORACE. How are all the ladies in 
Mobile? (HORACE turns to regina, 
sharply) Whatever made you think 
I’d let Zan marry— 

REGINA. Do you mean that vou are 
turning this down? Is it possible that’s 
what you mean? 

BEN. No, that’s not what he means. 
Turning down a fortune. Horace is 
tired. He’d rather talk about it to 
morrow— 

REGINA. We can’t keep putting it off 
this way. Oscar must be in Chicago 
by the end of the week with the 
money and contracts. 

OSCAR (giggles, pleased). Yes, sir. 
Got to be there end of the week. Nc 
sense going v/ithout the money. 

REGINA (tensely). I’ve waited long 
enough for your answer. I’m not go- 
ing to wait any longer. 

HORACE (very deliberately). I’m vei;* 
tired no v, Regina. 
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BEN (kustilyX Now, Horace prob¬ 
ably has his reasons. Things he’d like 
explained. Tomorrow will do. I can- • 

REGINA (ttirns to BEN, skar'ply'). I 
want to know his reasons now! 
(Turns hack to Horace). 

HORACE (as he cUnths the steps'), I 
don’t know them all myself. Let’s 
leave it at that. 

REGINA. We shall not lea/e it at 
drat! We have waited for you here 
like children. Waited for you to come 
Rome. 

HORACE. So that you could invest my 
money. So this is why '^ou wanted me 
heme? Well, I had hoped— 
(Quietly) If you are disappointed, 
f^egina, I'm sorry. But I must do what 
f think best. We’ll talk about it an- 
-ither day. 

REGINA. We’ll talk about it now. Just 
vou and me. 

HORACE (looks down at her. His voice 
is tense). Please, Regina. It’s been a 
hard trip. 1 don’t feel well. Please 
leave me alone nov/. 

REGINA (quietly). I want to talk to 
vou, Horace. I’m coming up. (He 
looks at her for a minute, then moves 
vn again out of sight She begins to 
xUmb the stairs.) 

BEN (softly. REGINA tums to hivt as 
he speaks). Sometimes it is better to 
uait for the sun to rise again. (She 
.hes not answer) And sometimes, as 
our mother used to tell you, (regina 
starts up stairs) it’s unwise for a good- 
looking woman to frowm. (sen rises, 
ni'^i’cs toxvards stairs) Softness nd a 
smile do more to tlic heart of men— 
(She disappears, ben stands looking 
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up the stairs. There is a long silence. 
Then, suddenly, OSCAR giggles.) 

OSCAR. Let us hope she’ll change his 
mind. Let us hope. (After a second 
BEN crosses to table, picks up his 
newspaper, oscar looks at ben. The 
silence makes LEO uncomfortable.) 

LEO. The paper says twenty-seven 
cases of yellow fever in New Orleans. 
Guess the flood waters caused it. 
CNohody pays attention) Thought 
they were building the levees high 
enough. Like the niggers always say: 
a man bom of woman can’t build 
nothing high enough for the Missis¬ 
sippi. (Gets no answer. Gives an 
embarrassed laugh.) 

(Upstairs there is the sound of 
voices. The voices are not loud, but 
BEN, OSCAR, LEO hecome conscious 
of them. LEO crosses to landing, looks 
up, listens.) 

OSCAR (pointing up). Now just sup¬ 
pose she don’t change his mind? Just 
suppose he keeps on refusing? 

BEN (without conviction). He’s tired. 
It was a mistake to talk to him today. 
He’s a sick man, but he isn’t a crazy 
one. 

OSCAR, (giggles). But just suppose he 
is crazy. What then? 

BEN (puts down Iiis paper, peers at 
oscar). Then we’ll go outside for the 
money. There’s plenty who would 
give it. 

OSCAR. And plenty who will want a 
lot for what they give. The ones who 
are rich enough to give will be smart 
enough to want. That means we’d be 
working for them, ion't it, Ben? 

BEN. You don’t have to tell me the 
things I told you six months ago. 
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OSCAR. Oh, you’re right not to worry. 
She’ll change his mind. She always 
has. (There is a silence. Suddenly 
liEGiNA's voice becomes louder and 
sharper. All of them begin to listen 
now. Slowly ben rises, goes to lis¬ 
ten by the staircase, oscar, v^atching 
him, smiles. As they listen regina s 
voice becomes very loud. Horace’s 
voice is no longer heard) Maybe. But 
I don’t believe it. I never did believe 
he was going in with us. 

ben (turning on him). What the 
hell do you expect me to do? 

OSCAR (mildly). Nothing. You done 
your almighty best. Nobody could 
blame you if the whole thing just 
dripped away right through our fin¬ 
gers. You can’t do a thing. But there 
may be something I could do for us. 
(oscar rises) Or, I might better say, 
Leo could do for us. (ben stops, 
turns, looks at oscar. leo is staring 
at oscar) Ain’t that true, son? Ain’t 
it true you might be able to help your 
own kinfolks? 

LEO (nervously taking a step to him). 
Papa, I— 

BEN (slowly). How would he help 
us, Oscar? 

OSCAR. Leo’s got a friend. Leo’s 
friend owns eighty-eight thousand 
dollars in Union Pacific bonds, (ben 
turns to look at leo) Leo’s friend 
don’t look at the bonds much—not for 
five or six months at a time. 

BEN (after a pause). Union Pacific. 
Uh, huh. Let me understand. Leo’s 
friend would—would lend him these 
bonds and he— 

©SCAR (nods). Would be kind 
enough to lend them to us. 


BEN. Leo. 

LEO (excited, comes to him). Yes, 
sir? 

BEN. When would your friend be 
wanting the bonds back? 

LEO (very nervous). I don’t know. 

I—well, I— 

OSCAR (sharply. Steps to him). You. 
told me he won’t look at them until 
Fall- 

LEO. Oh, that’s right. But I—not till 
Fall. Uncle Horace never— 

BEN (sharply). Be still. 

OSCAR (smiles at leo). Yo ir unci 
doesn’t wish to know your friend’* 
name. 

LEO (starts to laugh). That’s a gooc 
one. Not know his name— 

OSCAR. Shut up, Leo! (leo turns 
away slowly, moves to table, ben 
turns to oscar) He won’t look ai 
them again until September. That 
gives us five months. Leo will return 
the bonds in three months. And we’U 
have no trouble raising the money 
once the mills are going up. Will 
Marshall accept bonds? 

(ben stops to listen to sudden sharp 
voices from above. The voices are 
now very angry and very loud.) 

ben (smiling). Why not? Why not? 
(Laughs) Good. We are lucky. We’ll 
take the loan from Leo’s friend—I 
think he will make a safer partner 
than our sister. (Nods towards stairs. 
Turns to leo) How soon can you get 
them? 

LEO. Today. Right now. They’re w 
the safe-deposit box and— 
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BEN (^shar-ply'). I don’t want to know 
where they are. 

OSCAR Oaughs'). We will keep it 
secret from you. (Pats ben’s arwt. J 

BEN (smiles). Good. Draw a check 
for our part. You can take the night 
train for Chicago. Well, Oscar, 
(Holds oiit his hand') good luck to 
us. 

OSCAR. Leo will be taken care oD 

LEO. I’m entitled to Uncle Horace’s 
share. I’d enjoy being a partner— 

BEN Ctitrns to stare at him). You 
would? You can go to hell, you lit¬ 
tle— (Starts towards leo.) 

OSCAR Cnervonsly). Now, now. He 
didn’t mean that. I only want to be 
sure he’ll get something out of all 
this. 

BEN Of course. We’ll take care of 
him \\^e won’t have any trouble 
about that. I’ll see you at the store. 

OSCAR («ods). Tliat’s settled then. 
Come on, son. (Starts for door.) 

LEO (puts out his hand). I didn't 
mean just that. I was only going to 
sav what a great day this was for me 
and— (ben ignores his hand.) 

BEN. Go on. 

(leo looks at himy turns, follows 
OSCAR cnit. BEN Stands where he is, 
thinking. Again the voices upstairs 
can he heard, regina’s voice is high 
and furious, ben looks up, smiles, 
winces at the noise.) 

ALEXANDRA (wpstflirs). Mama—Ma¬ 
ma— don’t . . . (The noise of ntn- 
aing footsteps is heard and Alex¬ 
andra comes rutiwing down the 
steps, speaking as she comes) Uncle 
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Ben! Uncle Ben! Please go up. Please 
make Mama stop. Uncle Ben, he's 
sick, he’s so sick. How can Mama 
talk to him like that-please, make 
her stop. She'll— 

BEN, Alexandra, you have a tender 
heart. 

ALEXANDRA (cryWg). Go 0X1 Up, 
Uncle Ben, please— 

(Suddenly the voices stop. A sec¬ 
ond later there is the sound of a door 
being slammed.) 

BEN. Now you see. Everything is 
over. Don't worry. (He starts for the 
door) Alexandra, I want you to tell 
your mother how sorry I am that I 
had to leave. And don’t worry so, my 
dear. Married folk frequently raise 
their voices, unfortunately. (He 
starts to put on his hat and coat as 
REGINA appears on the stairs.) 

ALEXANDRA (furtously). How Can 
you treat Papa like this? He’s sick. 
He’s very sick. Don’t you know that? 
I won’t let YOU. 

REGINA. Mind your business, Alex¬ 
andra. (To BEN. Her voice is cold 
and calm) How much longer can 
you wait far the money? 

BEN (puffing on his coat). He has re¬ 
fused? My, that’s too bad. 

REGINA. He \nll change his mind. 
I’ll find a way to make him. What’s 
the longest you can wait now? 

BEN. I could wait until next week. 
But I can’t wait until next week. 
(He giggles, pleased at the joke) I 
could hut I can’t. Could and can’t. 
Well, I must go new. I’m very late - 
REGINA (coining dountsfmrs towards 
liiw)- You’re not going. I want to 
talk to you. 
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bBN. I was about to give Alexandra a 
message for you. I wanted to tell you 
that Oscar is going to Chicago to¬ 
night, so we can’t be here for our 
usual Friday supper. 

REGINA (tensely). Oscar is going to 
Chi— (Softly) What do you mean? 

ben. Just that. Everything is set¬ 
tled. He’s going on to deliver to 
Marshall— 

REGINA (taking a step to him). I de¬ 
mand to know what— You are lying. 
You are trying to scare me. You 
haven’t got the money. How could 
you have it? You can't have— (ben 
laughs) You will wait until I— 
(HORACE comes into view on the 
landing.) 

BEN. You are getting out of hand. 
Since when do I take orders from 
you? 

REGINA. Wait, you— (ben stops) 
How can he go to Chicago? Did a 
ghost arrive with the money? (ben 
starts for the hall) I don’t believe you. 
Come back here, (regina starts 
after him) Come back here, you— 
(The door slams. She stops in the 
doorway, staring, her fists clenched. 
After a pause she turns slowly.) 
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hate to think that I’m going to be 
alive and have what I want. 

HORACE. I should have known you’d 
think that was the reason. 

REGINA. Because you’re going to die 
and you know you’re going to die. 

ALEXANDRA (shrilly). Mama! Don’t— 
Don’t listen, Papa. Just don’t listen. 
Go away — 

HORACE. Not to keep you from get¬ 
ting what you want. Not even partly 
that. (Holding to the rail) I’m sick of 
you, sick of this house, sick of my 
life here. I’m sick of your brothers 
and their dirty tricks to make a dime. 
There must be better ways of getting 
rich than cheating niggers on a pound 
of bacon. Why should I give you the 
money? (Very angrily) To pound the 
bones of this town to make dividends 
for you to spend? You wreck the 
town, you and your brothers, you 
wreck the town and live on it. Not 
me. Maybe it’s easy for the dying to 
be honest. But it’s not my fault I’m 
dying, (addie enters, stands at door 
quietly) I'll do no more harm now. 
I’ve done enough. I’ll die my own 
way. And I’ll do it without making 
the world any worse. I leave that to 
you. 


HORACE (very quietly) It’s a great 
day when you and Ben cross swords. 
Pve been waiting for it for years. 

ALEXANDRA. Papa, Papa, please go 

back! You will— 

HORACE. And so they don’t need you, 
and so you will not have your mil¬ 
lions, after all. 

REGINA (turns slowly). You hate to 
see anybody live now, don’t you? You 


REGINA (looks up at him slowly, 
calmly). I hope you die. I hope you 
die soon. (Smiles) I’ll be waiting for 
you to die. 


ALEXANDRA (shrieking). Papa! 
Don’t— Don’t listen— Don’t— 


addie. Come here, Zan. Come out of 
this room. 

(ALEXANDRA runs quickly to addie, 
who holds her. Horace turns slowly 
and starts upstairs.) 


CURTAIN 
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ACT THREE 


Scene—S flwe as Act One. Two weeks later. It is late afternoon and it is 
'‘aining. 

At Rise—HORACE is siitbig near the window in a wheel chair. On the 
table next to him is a safe deposit box, and a small bottle of medicine, bikdip. 
and ALEXANDRA are playing the piano. On a chair is a large sewing basket. 


BIRDIE Ccounting for Alexandra). 

and two and three and four. One 
and two and three and four. (Nods 
—^iirns to HORACE) We once played 
together, Horace. Remember? 

HORACE Qias been looking out of the 
window^. M^at, Birdie? 



me. 


his things. I want him to go an 
errand. 

Caddie nods, exits, Horace moves 
nervously in his chair, looks out of 
the window.') 

ALEXANDRA (w/io hos been watching 
him). It's too bad it's been raining all 
day, Papa. But you can go out in the 
yard tomorrow. Don't be restless. 


\LEXANDER. Papa used to play? 


HORACE. I’m not restless, darling. 


BIRDIE. Indeed he did. Caddie ap¬ 
pears at the door in a large kitchen 
apron. She is wiping her hands on a 
loirel) He played the fiddle and very 
well. too. 


ALEXANDRA C^ums to S7nile at 
Horace). I never knew— 

<tDDiE. \\Ticre’s your mama? 

ftLEXANDRA. Gone to Miss Safronia's 
0 fit her dresses. 

[addie nods, starts to exit.) 


BIRDIE. I remember so well the time 
we played together, your papa and 
me. It was the first time Oscar 
brought me here to supper. I had 
never seen all the Hubbards together 
before, and you know what a ninny I 
am and how shy. CTwms to look at 
Horace) You said you could play 
the fiddle and you'd te much obliged 
if I d play with you. I was obliged 
to }'OK, all right, all right. Cf-futgbs 
when he does not answer her') Hor¬ 
ace, you haven’t heard a word I’\i 
said. 


HORACE. Addie. 

ADDiB, Yes, Mr. Horace. 


HORACE. Birdie, when did Oscar 
back from Chicago? 


HORACE Cspcflks ns if be hfld wwde a birdie. Yesterday. Hasn’t he been 
siid.dcH decision). Tell Cal to get on here vet? 


THE LITTLE FOXES 835 


ALEXANDRA (stops playing) . No. 

Neither has Uncle Ben since—since 
that day. 

birdie. Oh, I didn’t know it was that 
bad. Oscar never tells me anything— 

HORACE (smiles, nods). The Hub¬ 
bards have had their great quarrel. I 
knew it would come some day, 
(Laughs) It came. 

ALEXANDRA. It camc. It certainly 
came all right. 

birdie (amazed). But Oscar w'as in 
such a good humor when he got 
home, I didn’t— 

HORACE. Yes, I can understand that. 
(addie enters carrying a large tray 
with glasses, a carafe of elderberry 
wine and a plate of cookies, whicl? 
she puts on the table.) 

ALEXANDRA. Addie! A party! What 
for? 

ADDIE. Nothing for. I had the fresh 
butter, so I made the cakes, and a 
little elderberry does the stomach 
good in the rain. 

birdie. Isn’t this nice! A party just 
for us. Let’s play party music, Zan. 
(ALEXANDRA begins to play a gay 
piece.) 

ADDIE (to HORACE, wheeling his 

chair to center). Come over here, Mr. 
Horace, and don’t be thinking so 
much. A glass of elderberry will do 
more good. 

(ALEXANDRA reaches for a cake, bir¬ 
die pours herself a glass of wine.) 

ALEXANDRA, (^od cakes, Addie. It’s 
Qice here. Just us. Be nice if it could 
alv/ays be this way. 


birdie (nods happily). Quiet and 
restful. 

ADDIE. Well, it won’t be that way 
long. Little while now, even sitting 
here, you'll hear the red bricks going 
into place. The next day the smoke’ll 
be pushing out the chimneys and by 
church time that Sunday every hu¬ 
man born of woman will be living 
on chicken. That’s how Mr. Ben’s 
been telling the story. 

HORACE (looks at her). They believe 
it that way? 

ADDIE. Believe it? They use to be^ 
lieving what Mr. Ben orders. TTrere 
ain’t been so much talk around here 
since Sherman’s army didn’t come 
near. 

HORACE (softly). Tlicy are fools. 

ADDIE (}}ods, sits down with the sew- 
ing basket). You ain’t born in the. 
South unless you’re a fool. 

BIRDIE (has drunk another glasi 
wine). But we didn’t play together 
after that night. Oscar said he didn’t 
like me to play on the piano. (Turns 
to ALEXANDRA) You know what he 
said that night? 

ALEXANDRA. Who? 

BIRDIE. Oscar. He said that music 
made him nervous. He said he just 
sat and waited for the next note. 
(ALEXANDRA laughs) He wasn’t pok¬ 
ing fun. He meant it. Ah, well— 
(She finishes her glass, shakes her 
head. Horace looks at her, smiles) 
Your papa don’t like to admit it, bur 
he's been mighty kind to me all these 
years. (Running the hack of her 
hand along his sleeve) Often he’d 
step in when somebody said some 
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thing and once— (She stops, UiTns 
away, her face still') Once he stopped 
Oscar from— (She stops, turns. 
Quickly) I’m sorry I said that. Why, 
here I am so happy and yet I think 
about bad things. QLaughs nerv¬ 
ously) That's not right, now, is it? 
(She 'pours a drink. CAL appears in 
the door. He has on an old coat and 
is carrying a tom umbrella.) 

ALEXANDRA, Havc a cakc, Cal. 

CAL Qcomes in, takes a cake). Yes^rci. 
ifou want me, Mr. Horace? 

HORACE. What time is it, Cal? 

CAL. 'Bout ten minutes before it^s 
five. 

HORACE. All right. Now you walk 
yourself down to the bank. 

CAL. It'll be closed. Nobody’ll he 
there but Mr. Manders, Mr. Joe 
Homs, Mr. Leo— 

HORACE. Go in the back wav. They’ll 
be at the table, going over the day's 
business. (Points to the deposit box) 
See that bo.\? 

CAL (nods). Yes, sir. 

HORACE. You tell Mr. Manders that 
Mr. Horace says he’s much obliged 
to him for bringing the box, it ar¬ 
rived all rioht. 

O 

CAL Chcu'ildcrcd). He know vou got 
the box. He brino it himself Wednes- 

O 

day. I opened the door to him and he 
say, “Hello. Cal, coming on to sum¬ 
mer weather.” 

HORACE. You say just what I tell you. 
Understand? 

(dirdie pours another drink, stands 
at table.) 


hellman 

CAL. No, sir. I ain't going to say I 
understand. I'm going down and tell 
a man he give you something he al¬ 
ready know he give you, and you say 

“understand.” 

HORACE. Now, Cal. 

CAL. Yes, sir. I just going to say you 
obliged for the box coming all right. 

I ain’t going to understand it, but I’m 
going to say it. 

HORACE. And tell him I want him to 
come over here after supper, and to 
bring Mr. Sol Fowler with him. 

CAL. (nods). He's to come after sup¬ 
per and bring Mr. Sol Fowler, youi 
attomey-flt-law, with him. 

HORACE (stwilcs). That’s right. Just 
walk right in the back room and say 
your piece. (Slowly') In front of 
everybody. 

CAL. 'Ves, sir. (Mumbles to himself as 
he exits.) 

ALEXANDRA (who hos been ivatching 
HORACE). Is anything the matter, 

Papa? 

HORACE. Oh, no. Nothing. 

ADDiE. Miss Birdie, that elderberry 
going to give you a headache spell, 

BIRDIE (hegmning to he drunk. 
Gaily). Oh, I don’t think so. I don't 
think it will. 

ALEXANDRA (uS HORACE pttfS his 

hand to his throat). Do you w^ant 
your medicine, Papa? 

HORACE. No, no. Pm all right, 
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3 IBDIE. Mama used to give me elder- 
beny wine when I was a little girl. 
Foi hiccoughs. (Lnwg/is) You know, 
I don’t think people get hiccoughs 
any more. Isn’t that funny? (birdie 
laughs. HORACE and Alexandra 
JauglO I used to get hiccoughs just 
when I shouldn’t have. 

addie (nods). And nobody gets grow- 
ing pains no more. That is funny. 
Just as if there was some style in what 
YOU get. One year an ailment’s styl¬ 
ish and the next year it ain’t. 

biruib (turns). I remember. It was 
my first big party, at Lionnet I mean, 
and I was so excited, and there I was 
with hiccoughs and Mama laughing. 
(Softly. Looking at carafe) Nlama 
always laughed. QPicks up carafe) 
A big party, a lovely dress from Mr. 
Worth in Paris, France, and hic¬ 
coughs. (Pours drink) My brother 
pounding me on the back and Mama 
with the elderberry bottle, laughing 
at me. Everybody was on their way 
to come, and I was such a ninny, 
hiccoughing away. (Drinks) You 
know, that was the first day I ever 
saw Oscar Hubbard. The Ballongs 
were selling their horses and he was 
going there to buy. He passed and 
lifted his hat—we could see him from 
the window—and my brother, to tease 
Mama, said maybe we should have 
invited the Hubbards to the party. 
He said Mama didn’t like them be¬ 
cause they kept a store, and he said 
that was old-fashioned of her. (Her 
face lights up) And then, and then, 
I saw Mama angry for the first time 
in my life. She said that wasn’t the 
reason. She said she was old- 
fashioned, but not that way. She said 
she was old-fashioned enough not to 
like people who killed animals they 
couldn’t use, and who made their 
vjoney charging avful interest to 


poor, ignorant niggers and cheating 
them on what they bought. She was 
very angrv, Mama was. I had never 
seen her face like that. And then 
suddenly she laughed and said, 
“Look, I’ve frightened Birdie out of 
the hiccoughs.’’ (Her head drops. 
Thej7 softly) And so she had. Thev 
were all gone. (Moves to sofa, sits.) 

addie. Yeah, they got mighty well off 
cheating niggers. Well, there are 
people who eat the earth and eat all 
the people on it like in the Bible with 
the locusts. Tlicn there are people 
who stand around and watch them 
eat it. (Softly) Sometimes I think it 
ain’t right to stand and watch them 
do it. 

birdie (thoughtfully)^ Like I say, 
if we could only go back to Lionnet. 
Eveiybody’d he Letter there. Tliey’d 
be good and kind. I like people to be 
kind. (Pours drink) Don’t you, Hor¬ 
ace; don’t you like people to be kind? 

HORACE. Yes, Birdie. 

BIRDIE (very drunk now). Yes, that 
was the first day I ever saw Oscar. 
Who would have thought— 
(Quickly) You all want to know 
something? Well, I don’t like L.eo. 
My very own son, and I don’t like 
him. (Laughs, gaily) My, I guess I 
even like Oscar more. 

ALEXANDRA. Why did you marry 
Uncle Oscar? 

ADDIE (sharply). That’s no question 
for you to be asking. 

HORACE (sharply). Wdiy not? She’s 
heard enough around here to ask 
anything. 

ALEXANDRA. Aunt Birdie, why did 
you maiT)^ Uncle Oscar? 
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bitidib. I don’t know. I thought I 
liked him. He was kind to me and 1 
thought it was because he liked me 
too. But that wasn’t the reason— 
(Wheels on Alexandra) Ask why 
he married we. I can tell you that: 
He’s told it to me often enough. 

ADDTE Cleaning forward^. Miss 
Birdie, don’t— 

BIRDIE C^P^<diing very ra'pidly, 
tensely'). l\ly family was good and 
the cotton on Lionnet’s fields was bet¬ 
ter. Ben Hubbard wanted the cotton 
and (Rises) Oscar Hubbard married 
It for him. He was kind to me, then. 
He used to smile at me. He hasn’t 
smiled at me since. Everybody knew 
tliat’s what he married me for. Cad¬ 
die rises) Everybody but me. Stupid, 
stupid me. 

.u nxANDRA (fo HORACE, holding his 
hand, softly). I see. (Hesitates) 
Papa. I mean—when vou feel bet¬ 
ter couldn’t we go awavi^ I mean, by 
ourseh'cs. Couldn’t we find a way to 

Go- 


imnACE. Yes, T know what vou mean. 
W’e’ll to find a wav. I promise 

vou, dnrlino. 

/ w 

Annin Cn;ovrs to birdie) Rest a bit, 
Miss Birdie. You get talking like this 
vou’ll get a headache and— 

RiRDiE (sharply, turning to her). IVe 
never had a headache in my life. 
(Begins to erv' .Izysfericonr) You 
know it ns well ns 1 do. (Tunis to 
ALEXANDRA) I Dcvcr had a headache, 
Zan. That’s a lie they tell for me. 
I drink. All bv myself, in my own 
room, hy myself, I drink. Then, when 
liicy want to hide it, they say, 
'^'"die’s got a headache again”— 
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ALEXANDRA (comes to hcT qutcJdy), 
Aunt Birdie. 


BIRDIE (turning away). Even you 
won’t like me now. You won’t like 
me any more. 


ALEXANDRA. I lovc you. I’ll always 
love you. 


BIRDIE (furiously). Well, dont. 
Don’t love me. Because in twenty 
years you’ll just be like me. They'll 
do all the same things to you. (Be¬ 
gins to laugh hysterically) You know 
whatf^ In twenty-two years I haven’t 
had a whole day of happiness. Oh, i 
little, like today with you all. But 
never a single, whole day. I say to 
myself, if only I had one more wnole 
day, then— (The laugh stops) And 
that’s the way you’ll be. And you'll 
trail after them, just like me, hoping 
they won’t he so mean that day or 
say something to make you feel sf 
bad—only j'ou’ll be worse off because 
vou haven’t got my Mama to remem- 
l)er— (Turns away, her head drops. 
She stands quietly, swaying a little, 
holding onto the sofa. Alexandra 
leans down, puts her cheek on 
birdie’s ann.) 


ALEXANDRA (tO BIRDIE ). I gUesS WC 

were all tr^nng to make a happy day. 
You knoW: w'e sit around and try to 
pretend nothing’s happened. We try 
to pretend we are not here. We make 
believe we are just by ourselves, some 
place else, and it doesn’t seem to work. 
(Kisses birdie’s hand) Come now, 
Aunt Birdie, I’ll walk you home. You 
and me. (She fakes birdie’s ortit. 
They more sloirly out.) 

BIRDIE (softly as they exit). You and 
me. 


ADDIE (after a minute). Well. First 
tims I ever heard Miss Birdie say a 
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■word. (HORACE looks at her") Maybe 
it's good for her. I’m just sorry Zan 
had to hear it. (horacb moves his 
head as if he were uncomfortable') 
You feel bad, don’t you? (He 
shrugs.) 

HORACE. So you didn’t want Zan to 
hear? It would be nice to let her stay 
innocent, like Birdie at her age. Let 
her listen now. Let her see every¬ 
thing. How else is she going to know 
that she’s got to get away? I’m tiding 
to show her that. I’m trying, but I've 
only got a little time left. She can 
even hate me when I’m dead, if she’ll 
only learn to hate and fear this. 

addie. Mr. Horace— 

HORACE. Pretty soon there’ll be no¬ 
body to help her but you. 

addie C<^ossing to him). What can 
Ido? 

HORACE. Take her away. 

addie. How can I do that? Do you 
iihink they’d let me just go away with 
her? 

HORACE, ril fix it so they can’t stop 
you when you’re ready to go. You'll 
go, Addie? 

ADDIE (after a second, softly). Yes, 
sir. I promise. (He touches her arm, 
nods.) 

HORACE (quietly). I’m going to have 
Sol Fowler make me a new will. 
They’ll make trouble, but you make 
Zan stand firm and Fowler’ll do the 
rest. Addie, I’d like to leave you 
something for yourself. I always 
wanted to. 

ADDIE (hughs). Don’t you do that, 
Mr. Horace. A nigger woman in a 


white man’s will! I’d never get it 
nohow. 

HORACE. I know. But upstairs in the 
armoire drawer there’s seventcer. 
hundred dollar bills. It’s money ietl 
from my trip. It’s in an envelope 
with your name. It’s for you. 

ADDIE. Seventeen hundred dollar 
bills! My God, Mr. Horace, I won't 
know how to count up that high 
(S/iyly) It’s mighty kind and good 
of you. I don’t know what to say lor 
thanks— 

CAL (appears in doorway). I’m back. 
(No answer) I'm back. 

ADDIE. So we see. 

HORACE. Well? 

CAL. Nothing. I just went down and 
spoke my piece. Just like you told 
me. I say, ”Mr. Horace he thank vou 
mightily for the safe box arriving in 
good shape and he say you come 
right after supper to his house and 
bring Mr. Attomey-at-law Sol Fowl¬ 
er with you.” Then I wipe my hands 
on my coat. Every time I ever told ? 
lie in my whole life, I wipe my hand* 
right after. Can’t help doing it. Well 
while I’m wiping my hands, Mr. Leo 
jump up and say to me, ‘What box? 
What you talking about?” 

HORACE (smiles). Did he? 

CAL. And Mr. Leo say he got to leave 
a little early cause he got something 
to do. And then Mr. Manders say 
Mr. Leo should sit right down and 
finish up his work and stop acting 
like somebody made him Mr. Piesi- 
dent. So he sit down. Now, just like 
I told you, Mr. Manders was mighty 
surprised with the message becaus# 
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he knows right well he brought the 
box— C^oints to box, sighs') But he 
took it all right. Some men take ev¬ 
erything easy and some do not. 

HORACE Cptits his head hack, laughs'). 
Mr. Leo was telling the truth; he has 
got something to do. I hope Manders 
don’t keep him too long. (^Outside 
there is the sound of voices, cal 
its. ADDiE crosses quickly to Horace, 
uts basket on table, begins to wheel 
is chair towards the stairs. Sharply) 
No. Leave me where ^ am. 
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HORACE (swiles). Before you do I 
want to tell you that after all, we 
have invested our money in Hub- 
hard Sons and Marshall, Cotton 
Manufacturers. 

REGINA (stops, turns, stares at him). 
What are you talking about? You 
haven’t seen Ben— When did you 
change your mind? 

HORACE. I didn't change my mind. 1 
didn't invest the money. CSmiles) It 
was invested for me. 


ADDIE. But that's Miss Regina com- 
•ng back. 

HORACE (nods, looking at docn'). Go 
.^’.vay, Addie. 

ADDIE (hesitates). Mr. Horace. Don’t 
talk no more today. You don't feel 
well and it won’t do no good— 

iriORACE (as he hears footsteps in the 
hall). Go on. (She looks at hint for a 
second, then picks up her sewing 
from table and exits as regina comes 
in from hall. Horace’s chair is now 
so placed that he is in front of the 
able with the medicine, recina 
stands in the hall, shakes umbrella, 
stands it in the corner, 'akes off her 
cloak and throws it over the banister. 
She stares at Horace.) 

REGINA (as she takes off her gloves). 
We had agreed that you were to stay 
in your part of this house and I in 
mine. This room is my part jf the 
liouse. Please don’t come down here 
egair. 

HORACE. I won’t. 

REGINA (crosses towards bell-cord). 
ril get Cal to take you upstaiia. 


REGINA (angrily). What—? 

HORACE. I had eighty-eight thousand 
dollars' worth of Union Pacific bonds 
in that safe-deposit box. They are not 
there now. Go and look. (As she 
stares at him, he points to the box) 
Go and look, Regina. (She crosses 
quickly to the box, opens it) Those 
bonds are as negotiable as money. 

REGINA (fiirns hick to him). 
kind of joke are you playing now? Is 
this for my benefit? 

HORACE. I don’t look in that box ven' 
often, hi* three days ago, on Wednes¬ 
day it was, because I had made a 
decision— 

REGINA. I want to know what you 
are talking about. 

HORACE (sharply). Don’t interrupt 
me again. Because I had made a de- 
eision, I sent for the box. The bonds 
were gone. Eighty-eight thousand 
dollars gone. (He smiles at her.) 

REGINA (after a moment^s siZetice, 
quietly). Do you think I’m craz) 
enough to hel'ove what vou're saying? 
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HORACB (shrugs). Believe anything 
you like. 

bEGINA (stares at him, slowly). 
Where did they go to? 

HORACE. They are in Chicago. With 
Mr. Marshall, I should guess. 

REGINA. What did they do? Walk to 
Chicago? Have you really gone 

crazy? 

HORACE. Leo took the bonds. 

REGINA (turns sharply, then speaks 
softly, without conviction). I don’t 

believe it. 

HORACE (leans forward). I vi'asn’t 
there but I can guess what happened. 
Tl*-- gentleman, to v'hom you 
were willing to marry your daughter, 
took the keys and opened the box. 
You remember that the day of the 
fight Oscar went to Chicago? Well, 
he went with my bonds that his son 
Leo had stolen for him. (Pleasantly) 
And for Ben, of course, too. 

REGINA (slowly, nods). When did 
you find out the bonds were gone? 

4 

HORACE. Wednesday night. 

REGINA. I thought that’s what you 
said. Why have you waited three 
days to do anything? (Suddenly 
laughs) This will make a fine story. 

HORACE (nods). Couldn’t it? 

REGINA (still laughing). A fine story 
to hold over their heads. How could 
they be such fools? (Turns to him.) 

HORACE. But I'm not going to hold it 
over their heads. 
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REGINA (the laugh stops). Wliat? 

HORACE (turns his chair to face her) 
I’m going to let them keep the bonds 
—as a loan from you. An eighty-eight 
thousand-dollar loan; they should be 
grateful to you. They will be, I think- 

REGiNA (slowly, smiles). I see. You 
are punishing me. But I won’t let 
you punish me. If you won’t do any¬ 
thing, I will. Now. (She starts for 
door.) 

HORACE. You won’t do anything. Be¬ 
cause you can’t, (regina stops) L 
won’t do you any good to make trou¬ 
ble because I shall simply say that I 
lent them the bonds. 

REGINA (slowly). You would do that? 

HORACE. Yes. For once in your life 1 
am tying your hands. There is noth¬ 
ing for you to do. (There is silence 
Then she sits down.) 

REGINA. I see. You are going to lend 
them the bonds and let them keep 
all the profit they make on them, 
and there is nothing I can do abour 
it. Is that right? 

HORACE. Yes. 

REGINA (softly). Why did you say 
that I was making this gift? 

HORACE. I was coming to that. I am 
going to make a new will, Regina, 
leaving you eighty-eight thousand 
dollars in Union Pacific bonds. The 
rest will go to Zan. It’s true that your 
brothers have bonowed your share 
for a little while. After my death 1 
advise you to talk to Ben and Oscar. 
They won’t admit anything and Ben, 
I think, will be smart enough to see 
that he’s safe. Because I knew about 
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the theft and said nothing. Nor will 
I say anything as long as I live. Is 
that clear to you? 

KEGiNA (wods, softly, without look¬ 
ing at him^. You will not say any¬ 
thing as long as you live. 

/toRACE. That’s right. And by that 
time they will probably have replaced 
vour bonds, and then they’ll belong 
to you and nobody but us will ever 
know what happened. (Stops, smiles) 
They’ll be around any minute to see 
“ivhat I am going to do. I took good 
rare to see that word reached Leo. 
rhey’ll be mighty relieved to know 
I'm going to do nothing and Ben will 
think it all a capital joke on you. 
And that will be the end of that. 
There’s nothing you can do to them, 
•iothino vou can do to me. 

O > 

REGINA. You hate me very much. 
!iorace. No. 

REGINA. Oh, I think vou do. (P«ts 
her head hack, sighs') Well, we 
liavcn’t been verv good together. 
Anvwav, I don’t hate you either. I 
have onlv contempt for you. I’ve al- 
ivavs had. 

HORACE. From the very first? 

I'EGiNA. I think so. 

HORACE. I was in love with you. But 

> 

ivhv did you marry lue? 

y • ^ 

REGINA. I was lonely when I w^as 
young. 

HORACE. You were lonelv? 

r 

REGINA. Not the way people usually 
mean. Lonely for all the things I 
wasn’t going to get. Ever\'hody in this 
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house was so busy and there was so 
little place for what I wanted. 1 
wanted the world. Then, and then— 
(Smiles) Papa died and left the 
money to Ben and Oscar. 

HORACE. And you married me? 

REGINA. Yes, I thought— But I was 
wrong. You were a small-town clerk 
then. You haven’t changed. 

HORACE (nods, smiles). And that 
wasn’t what you wanted. 

REGINA. No. No, it wasn’t what 1 
wanted. (Pauses, leans hack, 'pleaS' 
antly) It took me a little while to find 
out I had made a mistake. As for 
you—I don’t know. It was almost as 
if I couldn’t stand the kind of man 
you w'ere— (Smiles, softly) I used to 
lie there at night, praying you 
wouldn’t come near— 

HORACE. Really? It was as bad as 
that? 

REGINA (nods). Remember when I 
went to Doctor Sloan and I told you 
he said there was something the mat¬ 
ter with me and that you shouldn’t 
touch me any more? 

HORACE. I remember. 

REGINA. But you believed it. I 
couldn’t understand that. I couldn’t 
understand that anybody could be 
such a soft fool. That was when 1 be¬ 
gan to despise you. 

HORACE (puts his hand to his throat, 
looks at the hottle of medicine on 
table). Wliy didn’t you leave me? 

REGINA. 1 told you I married you for 
something. It turned out it was only 
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for this. ^Carefully) This wasn’t 
what I wanted, but it was something. 

I never thought about it much but if 
I had ("HORACE pt(ts his hand to his 
throaO rd ha\'e known that you 
would die before I would. But I 
couldn’t have known that you would 
get heart trouble so early and so bad. 
I’m lucky, Horace. I’ve always been 
lucky. (HORACE turns slowly to the 
medicine') I’ll be lucky again. (Hor¬ 
ace looks at her. Then he puts his 
hand to his throat. Because he cannot 
reach the bottle he moves the chair 
closer. He reaches for the medicine, 
takes out the cork, picks up the spoon. 
The bottle slips and smashes on the 
table. He draws in his breath, gasps.) 

HORACE. Please. Tell Addie— The 
other bottle is upstairs, (regina has 
not moved. She does not move now. 
hie stares at her. Then, suddenly as 
if he understood, he raises his voice. 
It is a panic-stricken whisper, too 
small to be heard outside the room) 
Addie! Addie! Come— (Stops as he 
hears the softness of his voice. He 
makes a sudden, furious spring from 
the chair to the stairs, taking the first 
few steps as if he were a desperate 
runner. On the fourth step he slips, 
gasps, grasps the rail, makes a great 
effort to reach the landing. When he 
reaches the landing, he is on his 
knees. His knees give way, he falls 
on the landing, out of view, regina 
has not turned during his climb up 
the stairs. Now she waits a second. 
Then she goes below the landing, 
speaks up.) 

REGINA. Horace. Horace. (When 
there is no answer, she turns, calls) 
^ddie! Cal! Come in here. (She starts 
uv the steps, addie and cal appear. 
Both run towards the stairs) He’s 
had an attack. Come up here. (They 
run up the steps quickly.) 


cal. My God. Mr. Horace— 

(They cannot he seen now.) 

REGINA (her voice comes from the 
head of the stairs). Be still, Cal 
Bring him in here. 

(Before the footsteps and the voices 
have completely died away, Alex¬ 
andra appears in the hall door, in 
her raincloak and hood. She comes 
into the room, begins to unfasten the 
cloak, suddenly looks around, sees 
the empty wheel chair, stares, begins 
to move swiftly as if to look in the 
dining room. At the same moment 
ADDIE runs down the stairs. Alexan¬ 
dra turns and stares up at addie.) 

ALEXANDRA. Addie! What) 

addie (takes Alexandra by the 
shoulders). I’m going for the doctor. 
Go upstairs. (Alexandra looks at 
her, then quickly breaks away and 
runs up the steps, addie exits. The 
stage is empty for a minute. Then 
the front-door bell begins to ring. 
When there is no answer, it rings 
again. A second later leo appears in 
the hall, talking as he comes in.) 

LEO (very nervous). Hello, (hrita- 
bly) Never saw any use ringing a 
bell when a door was open. If you 
are going to ring a bell, then some¬ 
body should answer it. (Gets in the 
room, looks around, puzzled, listens, 
hears no sound) Aunt Regina. (Hr 
moves around restlessly) Addie. 
(Waits) Where the hell— (Crosses 
to the bell cord, rings it impatiently, 
waits, gets no answer, calls) Cal! Cal! 
(cal appears on the stair landing.) 

CAL (his voice is soft, shaken). Mr. 
Leo. Miss Regina says you stop that 
screaming noise. 
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LEO C^ngrily'). Where is everybody? 

CAL. Mr. Horace he got an attack. 
I Je's bad. Miss Regina says you stop 
that noise. 

LEO. Uncle Horace— What— What 
happened? (cal starts down the 
stairs, shakes his head, begins to 
move swiftly off. leo looks around 
wildly') But when— You seen Mr. 
Oscar or Mr. Ben? (cal shakes his 
head. Moves on. leo grabs him by 
the arm) Answer me, wil) you? 

CAL. No, I ain’t seen ’em. I ain’t got 
time to answer you. I got to get 
things, (cal runs off.) 

LEO. But what’s the matter w'ith him? 
When did this happen— (Colirng 
after cal) You’d think Papa’d be 
some place where you could find him. 
I been chasing him all afternoon. 
(oscAR and ben come into the room, 
talking excitedly.) 

OSCAR. T hope it’s not a bad attack. 

BEN. It’s the first one he’s had since 
he came home. 

LEO. Papa, I’ve been looking all over 
town for vou and Uncle Ben— 

PEN. Where is he? 

OSCAR. Addie said it was sudden. 

PEN (to leo). \^’hc^e is he? When 
did it happen? 

LEO. Upstairs. \\ ill you listen to me, 
please? I been looking for you for— 

OSCAR (fo ben). You think we should 
go up? (ben, looking up the steps, 
shakes his head.) 
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ben. I don't know. I don’t know. 

OSCAR (shakes his head). But he was 
all right— 

LEO (yelling). Will you listen to me? 

OSCAR (sharply). Wliat is the mat¬ 
ter with you? 

LEO. I been trying to tell you. I been 
trying to find you for an hour— 

OSCAR. Tell me what? 

LEO. Uncle Horace knows about the 
bonds. He knows about them. He’s 
had the box since Wednesday— 

BEN (sharply). Stop shouting! What 
the hell are you talking about? 

LEO (fttriously). I’m telling you he 
know's about the bonds. Ain’t that 
clear enough— 

OSCAR (grabbing leg’s arm). You 
God-damn fool! Stop screaming! 

ben. Now what happened? Talk 
quietly. 

LEO. You heard me. Uncle Horace 
knows about the bonds. He’s kno^vn 
since Wednesday. 

BEN (after a second). How do you 
know' that? 

LEO. Because Cal comes down to 
Manders and says the box came O.K. 
and— 

OSCAR (frembling). That might not 
mean a thins— 

LEO (flHgriiy,). No? It might not, 
huh? Then he says Manders should 
come here tonight and bring Sol 
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Fowler with him. I guess that don’t 
^ean a thing either. 

OSCAR (to ben). Ben— W^iat— Do 
you think he’s seen the— 

ben (motions to the box'). There’s 
the box. (Both oscar and leo turn 
sharply- leo makes a leap to the box') 
You ass. Put it down. What are you 
going to do with it, eat it? 

leo. I’m going to— (Starts.) 

ben Qfuriously'). Put it down. Don’t 
touch it again. Now sit down and 
shut up for a minute. 

OSCAR. Since Wednesday. (To leo) 
You said he had it since Wednesday. 
Why didn’t he say something— (To 
ben) I don’t understand— 

LEO (taking a step'). I can put it back. 
[ can put it back before anybody 
knows. 

BEN (who is standing at the table, 
softly^ He’s had it since Wednes¬ 
day. Yet he hasn’t said a word to us. 

OSCAR. Why? Why? 

leo. What’s the difference why? He 
was getting ready to say plenty. He 
was going to say it to Fowler tonight— 

OSCAR (angrily). Be still. (Turns to 
ben, looks at him, waits.) 

ben (after a minute). I don’t believe 
that. 

LEO (wildly). You don’t believe it? 
What do I care what yoit believe? I 
do the dirty work and then— 

ben (turning his head sharply to 
leo). I’m remembering that. I’m re¬ 
membering that, Leo. 


OSCAR. What do you mean? 

LEO. You— 

BEN (to oscar). If you don’t shut 
that little fool up, I'll show you what 
I mean. For some reason he knows, 
but he don’t say a word. 

OSCAR. Maybe he didn’t know that 
we— 

BEN (quickly). That Leo— He’s no 
fool. Does Manders know the bonds 
are missing? 

LEO. How could I tell? I was half 
crazy. I don't think so. Because 
Manders seemed kind of puzzled 
and— 

OSCAR. But we got to find out— (He 
breaks off as cal comes into the 
room carrying a kettle of hot water.) 

BEN. How is he. Cal? 

CAL. I don’t know, Mr. Ben. He was 
bad. (Going towards stairs.) 

OSCAR. But when did it happen? 

CAL (shrugs). He wasn’t feeling bad 
early, (addie comes in quickly from 
the hall) Then there he is next thing 
on the landing, fallen o^'er, his eyes 
tight- 

ADDIE (to cal). Dr. Sloan’s over ai 
the Ballongs. Hitch the buggy and 
go get him. (She takes the kettle and 
cloths from him, pushes him, runs up 
the stairs) Go on. (She disappears. 
CAL exits.) 

BEN. Never seen Sloan anywhere 
when you need him. 

OSCAR (softly). Sounds bad 
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LEO. He would have told her about 
it. Aunt Regina. He would have told 
his own wife— 

BEN (turning to leo}. Yes, he might 
have told her. But they weren’t on 
such pretty terms and maybe he 
didn’t. Maybe he didn’t. (Goes 
quickly to LEo) Now, listen to me. 
If she doesn’t know, it may work out 
all right. If she does know, you’re 
to say he lent you the bonds. 

LEO. Lent them to me! Who’s going 
to believe th^t? 

BEN. Nobody. 

OSCAR (to LEo). Don’t you under¬ 
stand? It can’t do no harm to say it— 

LEO. Why should I say he lent them 
to me? Why not to you? (Carefully') 
Why not to Uncle Ben? 

BEN (smiles). Just because he didn’t 
lend them to me. Remember that. 

LEO. But all he has to do is say he 
didn’t lend them to me— 

BEN (furiously). But for some rea¬ 
son, he doesn’t seem to be talking, 
does he? 

(There are footsteps above. They 
all stand looking at the stairs, rbgina 
I’cgiHS to come sIoiHy down.) 

BEN. What happened? 

REGINA. He’s had a bad attack. 

OSCAR. Too bad. I’m so sorry we 
VN'cren’t here when—when Horace 
needed us 

BEN. When you needed us. 
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BEN. How is he? Can we—can we go 
up? 

REGINA (shakes her head). He’s not 
conscious. 

OSCAR (pacing around). It’s that— 
it’s that bad? Wouldn’t you think 
Sloan could be found quickly, just 
once, just once? 

REGINA. I don’t think there is much 
for him to do. 

BEN. Oh, don’t talk like that. He’s 
come through attacks before. He will 
now. 

(regina sits down. After a second 
she speaks softly.) 

REGINA. Well. We haven't seen each 
other since the day of our fight. 

BEN (tenderly). That was nothing. 
Why, you and Oscar and I used to 
fight when we were kids. 

OSCAR (hurriedly). Don’t you think 
we should go up? Is there anything 
we can do for Horace— 

BEN. You don’t feel well. Ah-' 

REGINA (uHtho^it looking at them). 
No, I don’t. (Slight patise) Horace 
told me about the bonds this after¬ 
noon. (There is an immediate 
shocked silence.) 

LEO. The bonds. What do you mean? 
W^at bonds? What— 

BEN (looks at him furiottsly. Then 
to regina). The Union Pacific 
bonds? Horace's Union Pacific 
bonds? 


regina (looks at hiwO* Yes. 


REGINA. Yes. 
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OSCAR (!steps to her, very nervously'). 
Well. Well what—what about them> 
'Aliat— what could he say? 

REGINA. He said that Leo had stolen 
the bonds and given them to you. 

OSCAR C^ghost, 7ery loudly). That’s 
ridiculous, Regina, absolutely— 

lEO. I don’t know what you’re talk¬ 
ing about. What would I— Why— 

REGINA (wenrily fo ben). Isn’t it 
enough that he stole them from me? 
Do I have to listen to this in the 

bargain? 

OSCAR. You are talking- 

lbo. 1 didn’t steal anything. I don’t 
know why— 

REGINA (to ben). Would you ask 
them to stop that, please? 

(There is silence for a minute, ben 
glowers at oscar and leo.) 

ben. Aren't we starting at the wTong 
end, Regina? What did Horace tell 
you? 

REGINA (smiles at him). He told me 
that Leo had stolen the bonds. 

LEO. I didn’t steal— 

REGINA. Please. Let me finish. Then 
he told me that he was going to pre¬ 
tend that he had lent them to you 
(leo turns sharply to regina, then 
looks at OSCAR, then looks hack at 
regina) as a present from me—to my 
brothers. He said there was nothing 
I could do about it. He said the rest 
of his money would go to Alexan¬ 
dra. That is all. 

^There is a silence, oscar coughs, 
LEO smiles slyly.) 
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LEO (taking a step to her). I told you 
he had lent them— I could have told 
you— 

REGINA (ignores him, smiles sadly 
ben). So I’m very badly off, you see. 
(Carefidly) But Horace said there 
was nothing I could do about it as 
long as he was alive to say he had 
lent you the bonds. 

BEN. You shouldn’t feel that way. It 
can all be explained, all be adjusted. 
It isn’t as bad— 

REGINA. So you, at least, are willing 
to admit that the bonds were stolen? 

ben (oscar laughs nervously). I ad¬ 
mit no such thing. It’s possible that 
Horace made up that part of the 
story to tease you— (Looks at her) 
Or perhaps to punish you. Punish 
you. 

REGINA (sadly). It’s not a pleasant 
story. I feel bad, Ben, naturally, 
hadn’t thought— 

ben. Now you shall have the bonds 
safely back. That was the under¬ 
standing, wasn’t it, Oscar? 

OSCAR. Yes. 

REGINA. I'm glad to know that. 
(Smiles) Ah, I had greater hopes— 

ben. Don’t talk that way. That's 
foolish. (Looks at his watch) I think 
we ought to drive out for Sloan our- 
selves. If we can’t find him we’ll go 
over to Senateville for Doctor Mor¬ 
ris. And don’t think I’m dismissing 
this other business. I’m not. We’ll 
have it all out on a more appropriate 
day. 
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REGINA (looks ii'p, quietly^. I don t 
think you had better go yet. I think 
you had better stay and sit down. 

BEN. We’ll be back with Sloan. 

REGINA. Cal has gone for him. I don t 
want you to go. 

BEN. Now don’t worry and— 
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BEN. And on what evidence would 
you put Oscar and Leo in jail? 


REGINA (laughs, gaily^- Oscar, listen 
to him. He’s getting ready to swear 
that it was you and Leo! What do 
you say to that? (oscar turns furi¬ 
ously towards ben) Oh, don’t be an- 
gry, Oscar. I’m going to see that he 
goes in with you. 


REGINA. You will come back in this 
room and sit down. I have something 
more to say. 

PEN (tun.s, comes towards her'). 
Since when do I take orders from 
you? 

REGINA (smiles). You don’t—yet. 
(Sharply) Come back, Oscar. You 
ioo, Leo. 

OSCAR (sure of himself, laughs). My 
dear Regina— 

BEN (softlv, pats her hand). Horace 
has already clipped your wings and 
very wittily. Do I have to clip them, 
too? (Smiles at her) You’d get far¬ 
ther with a smile, Regina. I’m a soft 
man for a woman’s smile. 

REGINA. I’m smiling, Ben. I’m smil¬ 
ing because you are quite safe while 
Horace lives. But I don’t think Hor¬ 
ace will li\ e. And if he doesn’t live I 
shall want sc\enty-five per cent in 
e.vchangc for the bonds. 

BUN (steps hack, whistles, laughs). 
Greedy! What a greedv girl you are! 

y 0 ^ 0 .' 

You want so much of everything. 

REGINA. Yes. And if I don’t get what 
I want I am going to put all three 
of you in jail. 

OSCAR (fnnoHsIy). You’re mighty- 
crazy. Having just admitted— 


BEN. Try anything you like, Regina. 
(Sharply) And now we can stop all 
this and say good-bye to you. (Alex¬ 
andra comes slowly down the steps) 
It’s his money and he’s obviously wilh 
ing to let us borrow it. (More pleas¬ 
antly) Learn to make threats when 
you can carry them through. For how 
many years have I told you a good- 
looking woman gets more by being 
soft and appealing? Mama used to 
tell you that. (Looks at his watch) 
Where the hell is Sloan? (To oscar) 
Take the buggy and— (As ben trims 
to OSCAR, he sees Alexandra. She 
walks stiffly. She goes slowly to the 
lower windoiv, her head henU They 
all turn to look at her.) 

OSCAR (after a second, moving to¬ 
ward her). What? Alexandra— (Ske 
does not ansrver. After a second, ad* 
DIE comes slou’Iy down the stairs, 
moving as if she were very tired. At 
foot of steps, she looks at Alexan¬ 
dra, then turns arid slowly crosses to 
door and exits, regina rises. BEN 
looks nervously at Alexandra, at 

REGINA.) 

OSCAR C«s ADDiE passes him, irritably 
to ALEXANDRA). Well, what is— 
(Turns into room—sees addie at foot 
of steps) \\^at’s— (ben puts up a 
hand, shakes his head) My God, I 
didn’t know—who could have knoum 
—I didn't know he was that sick. 
Well, well-T- 
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(rEGINA stands quietly, her hack to 
them.') 


ALEXANDRA. No, Mama. I’ll wait 
I’ve got to talk to you. 


ben (softly, sincerely). Seems like 
yesterday when he first came here. 

OSCAR (sincerely, 7iervously). Yes, 
that’s true. (Tunis to ben) The 
whole towm loved him and respected 

him. 

ALEXANDRA (tums). Did you love 
him, Uncle Oscar? 


REGINA. Later. Go and rest now. 

ALEXANDRA (quietly). I’ll wail, 
Mama. I’ve plenty of time. 

REGINA (hesitates, stares, makes r 
half shrug, turns back to ben). As I 
was saying. Tomorrow morning 1 
am going up to Judge Simmes. I shal 
tell him about Leo. 


OSCAR. Certainly, I— What a strange 
thing to ask! I— 

ALEXANDRA. Did you love him, Un¬ 
cle Ben? 

ben (simply). He had— 

ALEXANDRA (suddenly starts to laugh 
very loudly). And you, Mama, did 
you love him, too? 

REGINA. I know what you feel, Alex¬ 
andra, but please try to control your¬ 
self. 


BEN (motioning toward Alexandra). 
Not in front of the child, Regina. I— 

REGINA (turns to him. Sharply). I 
didn’t ask her to stay. Tomorrow 
morning I go to Judge Simmes— 

OSCAR. And what proof? Wliat proof 
of all this— 

REGINA (turns sharply). None. I 
won’t need any. The bonds arc miss¬ 
ing and they are with Marshall. 
That will be enough. If it isn’t, I’ll 
add what’s necessaiy\ 


ALEXANDRA (stUl laughwg). I’m try¬ 
ing, Mama. I’m tr\'ing very hard. 

BEN. Grief makes some people laugh 
and some people cry. It’s better to cr\', 
Alexandra. 


BEN. I’m sure of that. 

REGINA (turns to ben). You can be 
quite sure. 

OSCAR. We’ll deny— 


ALEXANDRA (the laugh has stopped. 
Tensely moves toward regina). 
What was Papa doing on the stair¬ 
case? 

(ben turns to look at Alexandra.) 

REGINA. Please go and lie down, my 
dear. We all need time to get over 
shocks like this. (Alexandra does 
not move, regina’s voice becomes 
softer, more insistent) Please go, 
Alexandra. 


REGINA. Deny your heads off. You 
couldn’t find a jury that wouldn’t 
weep for a woman whose brothers 
steal from her. And you couldn’t find 
twelve men in this state you haven’t 
cheated and hate you for it. 

OSCAR. WTiat kind of talk is this? 
You couldn’t do anything like that! 
We’re your own brothers. (Points 
upstairs) How can you talk that way 
when upstairs not five minutes ago— 
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REGINA C^lowly'). There are people 
who can never go back, who must 
finish uhat they start. I am one of 
those people, Oscar. (After a slight 
pause) Where was I? (Swiiles at 
ben) Well, they’ll convict you. But 
I wen t care much if they don’t. 
(Leatis forward, pleasantly) Because 
by that time you’ll be ruined. I shall 
also tell my story to Mr. Marshall, 
who likes me, I think, and who will 
not ^vant to be involved in your 
tcandal. A respectable firm like 
Marshall and Company. The deal 
would be off in an hour. (Turns to 
them angrily) And you know it. 
Now I don’t want to hear any more 
from any of you. Yonll do no more 
bargaining in this house. I’ll take my 
seventy-five per cent and we’ll for¬ 
get the story fore\'er. That’s one way 
of doing it, and the wav I prefer, 
^’ou know me well enough to know 
that I don’t mind taking the other 

wav. 

BEN (after a second, slowly). None 
of us have ever known you well 
enough, Regina. 

REGINA. You’re getting old, Ben. 
Your tricks aren’t ns smart as they 
used to be. (There is no answer. She 
waits, then svtiles) All right. I take 
it that’s settled and I get what I 
asked for. 

OSCAR (fttriouslv to ben). Are you 
going to let her do this— 

BEN (fnrus to look at him, slowly). 
You have a suggestion? 

REGINA (prtfs her arms above her 
head, stretches, laughs). No. he 
hasn’t. All right. Now, Leo, I have 
forgotten that you c^’e^ saw the bonds, 
(.drc/i/v, to BEN and Oscar) And as 
long as you boys both behave your- 
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selves, I’ve forgotten that we ever 
talked about them. You can draw up 
the necessary papers tomorrow, (ben 
laughs. LEO stares at him, starts for 
door. Exits. OSCAR moves towards 
door angrily, regina looks at ben, 
nods, laughs with him. for a second, 
OSCAR Stands in the door, looking 
hack at them. Then he exits.) 

REGINA. You’re a good loser, Ben. I 
like that. 

BEN (he picks up his coat, then turns 
to her). Well, I say to myself, what’s 
the good? You and I aren’t like 
Oscar. We’re not sour people. I think 
that comes from a good digestion. 
Hien, too, one loses today and wdns 
tomorrow. I say to myself, years of 
planning and I get what I want. 
Then I don’t get it. But I’m not dis¬ 
couraged. TTie century’s turning, the 
world is open. Open for people like 
you and me. Ready for us, waiting 
for us. After all this is just the begin¬ 
ning. There are hundreds of Hub¬ 
bards sitting in rooms like this 
throughout the countr)\ All their 
names aren’t Hubbard, but they are 
all Hubbards and they will own this 
countr\' some day. We’ll get along. 

REGINA (smiles). I think so. 

BEN, Then, too, I say to myself, 
things may change. (Looks at Alex¬ 
andra) I agree with Alexandra. 
What is a man in a wheel chair do¬ 
ing on a staircase? I ask myself that. 

REGINA (looks Up at him). And 
what do you answer? 

BEN. I have no answer. But maybe 
some day I will. Maybe never, out 
maybe some day. (Smiles. Pafs her 
arm) \Mien I do. I'll let you know< 
(Goes towards hall) 


THE LITTLE FOXES 


aEGiNA. When you do, write me. 
1 will be in Chicago. (Gaily) Ah, 
Ben, if Papa had only left me his 

aioney! 

bbn. I’ll see you tomorrow. 

REGINA. Oh, yes. Certainly. You’ll 
be sort of working for me now. 

bbn (fls he passes Alexandra, 
smiles) Alexandra, you’re turning out 
to be a right interesting girl. (Looks 
at REGINA) Well, good night all. 
(He exits.) 

REGINA (sits quietly for a second, 
stretches, turns to look at Alexan¬ 
dra). What do you want to talk to 
me about, Alexandra? 

ALEXANDRA (slowly). I’ve changed 

my mind. I don’t want to talk. There’s 
nothing to talk about now. 

REGINA. You’re acting very strange. 
Not like yourself. You’ve had a bad 
shock today. I know that. And you 
loved Papa, but you must have ex¬ 
pected this to come some day. You 
knew how sick he was. 

ALEXANDRA, i Knew. We all knew. 

REGINA. It will be good for you to get 
away from here. Good for me, too. 
Time heals most wounds, Alexandra. 
You’re young, you shall have all the 
things I wanted. I’ll make the world 
for you the way I wanted it to be for 
me. (Uncomfortably) Don’t sit there 
staring. You’ve been around Birdie so 
much you’re getting just like her. 

ALEXANDRA (fiods). Funnv. That’s 
what Aunt Birdie said today. 

REGINA (nods). Be good for you to 
get away from all this. 

(addie enters.) 
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ADDIE. Cal is back, Miss Regina. He 
says Dr. Sloan will be coming in a 
few minutes. 

REGINA. We’ll go in a few weeks. 
A few weeks! That means two or 
three Saturdays, two or three Sun¬ 
days. (Sig/is) Well, I’m very tired. 
I shall go to bed. I don’t want any 
supper. Put the lights out and lock 
up. (addie moves to the piano lamp, 
turns it out) You go to your room, 
Alexandra. Addie will bring you 
something hot You look very tired. 
(Rises. To addie) Call me when Dr. 
Sloan gets here. I don’t want to see 
anybody else. I don’t want any con¬ 
dolence calls tonight. The whole 
town will be over. 

ALEXANDRA. Mama, I’m not coming 
with you. I’m not going to Chicago. 

REGINA (turns to her). You’re very 
upset, Alexandra. 

ALEXANDRA (quietly). I mean what 
I say. With all my heart. 

REGINA. We’ll talk about it tomorrow. 
The morning will make a difference. 

ALEXANDRA. It won’t make any dif¬ 
ference. And there isn’t anything to 
talk about. I am going away from you. 
Because I want to. Because I know 
Papa would want me to. 

REGINA (puzzled, careful, polite). 
You know your papa wanted you to 
go away from me? 

ALEXANDRA. YeS. 

REGINA (softly). And if I say no? 

ALEXANDRA (looks at her). Say it, 
Mama, say it. And see what happens- 
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REGINA C^oftlyj after a ‘pause'). And 
if I make you stay? 

ALEXANDRA. That would be foolish. 
It wouldn’t work in the end. 

REGINA. You re very serious about it, 
aren’t you? (Crosses to stairs) Well, 
you’ll change your mind in a few 
days. 

ALEXANDRA. You Only change your 
mind when you want to. And I won t 
want to. 


HELLMAN 

Papa was trying to tell me. (Pfluse) 
All in one day: Addie said there were 
people who ate the earth and other 
people who stood around and 
watched them do it. And just now 
Uncle Ben said the same thing. 
Really, he said the same thing. 
(Tensely) Well, tell him for me, 
Mama, Fm not going to stand 
around and watch you do it. Tell him 
I’ll be fighting as hard as he’ll be 
fighting (Rises) some place where 
people don’t just stand around and 
watch. 


REGINA (going up the steps) Alex¬ 
andra, I’ve come to the end of my 
rope. Somewhere there has to be 
what I want, too. Life goes too fast. 
Do what you want; think what you 
want; go where you W'ant. I’d like 
to keep you with me, but I won't 
make you stay. Too many people 
used to make me do too many things. 
No, I won’t make you stay. 

ALEXANDRA. You couldn’t, Mama, be¬ 
cause I want to lea\'e here. As I’ve 
ne\'er wanted anything in my life be¬ 
fore. Because now I understand what 


REGINA. Well, you have spirit, after 
all. I used to think you were all 
sugar water. We don’t have to be bad 
friends. I don’t want us to be bad 
friends, Alexandra. (Starts, stops, 
ttfrns to ALEXANDRA) Would you 
like to come and talk to me, Alex¬ 
andra? Would you—would you like 
to sleep in my room tonight? 

ALEx.\NDR.v (takes a step toxvards 
her). Are you afraid. Mama? (re- 
GINA does not ansiver. She moves 
slowly out of sight, addie cotnes to 
Ai.EXANDRA, prcsses her arm.) 
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The scene is the home of Mr. and Mrs. Stanley, in a small town in Ohio 
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the man who came to dinner 


ACT ONE 

SCENE I 


The curtain rises on the attractive living room in the home of mr. and mbs- 
ERNEST w. STANLEY, in a Small town in Ohio. The Stanleys are obviously 
peo])le of means. The room is largc^ comfortable, tastefidly furnished. 
Dottble doors lead hito a library; there is a glimpse of a dining room at the 
rear, and we see the first half dozen steps of a handsome curved staircase. At 
the other side, hay windows, the entrance hall, the outer door. 

MRS. STANLEY is hovering nervously near the library doors, which are 
tightly closed. She advances a step or two, retreats, advances again and this 
time musters up enough courage to listen at the door. Suddenly the doors 
are opened and she has to leap back. 

A NURSE in full uniform emerges-scurries, rather, out of the room. 

An angry voice from within speeds her on her way: ‘‘Great dribbling cowl" 


MRS. STANLEY (eagerly'). How is lief* 
Is he coming out? 

(But the NURSE has already disap¬ 
peared into the dining room. Simid- 
taneously the doorbell rings—at the 
same time a young lad of twenty-one, 
RICHARD STANLEY, is descending the 
stairs.) 

RICHARD, ni go, Mother. 

(joHN, a white-coated servant, comes 
hurrying in from the dining room 
and starts up the stairs, two at a 
time.) 

MRS. STANLEY. What s the matter? 
What is it? 


You re a quack if 1 ever saw one!** 
RICHARD returns from the hall, 
carrying two huge packages and a 
sheaf of cablegrams.) 

RICHARD. Four more cablegrams and 
more packages. . . . Dad is going 
crazy upstairs, with that bell ring¬ 
ing all the time. 

(Meanwhile June, the daughter of 
the house, has come down the stairs. 
An attractive girl of twenty. At the 
same time the telephone is ringing.) 

MRS. STANLEY. Oh, dear! . . . June, 
will you go? . . . What did you say, 
Richard? 


JOHN. They want pillows. (And he 
is out of sight.) 

(Meanwhile the nurse is returning 
to the sickroom. The voice is heard 
again as she opens the doors. “Don't 
call yourself a doctor in my presence! 


RICHARD (examining the packages). 
One s from New York and one from 
San Francisco. 
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MRS. STANLEY. There was something 
from Alaska early this morning. 
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JUNE (at the telephone'). Yes? . . . 
Yes, thats right. 

MRS. STANLEY. VVho IS it? 

(Before june can answer, the double 
doors are opened again and the NURSE 
appears. The voice calls after her: 
"Doesn’t that hird-hrain of yours ever 
function?”') 

THE NURSE. I—I’ll get them right 
away. . . . He wants some Players 
Club cigarettes. 

MRS. STANLEY. Players Club? 

RICHARD. TTiey have ’em at Kitch¬ 
ener’s. I’ll run down and get’ em. 

(He is off.) 

JUNE (still at the phone). Hello. 

. . . Yes, I’m waiting. 

MRS. STANLEY. Tell me, Miss Preen, 
is he —are they bringing him out 
soon? 

MISS PREEN (wearily). We're get¬ 
ting him out of bed now. He’ll be 
out very soon . . . Oh, thank you. 
(T/iis last is to John, who has 
descended the stairs with three or 
four pillows.) 

MRS. STANLEY. Oh, Fm SO glad. He 
must he very happy, 

(And again ire hear the invalid’s 
voice as miss preen passes into the 
room. "Trapped like a rat in this 
hell-hole! Take youi /ishhooks off 
vie!”) 
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MRS. STANLEY. London? My, my! 

JUNE. Two o’clock? Yes, I think he 
could talk then. All right. (She hangs 
up) Well, who do you think that 
was? Mr. H. G. Wells. 

MRS. STANLEY (wild-Cycd), H. G. 

Wells? On our telephone? 

(The doorbell again.) 

JUNE. I’ll go. This is certainly a busy 
house. 

(In the meantime sarah, the cook, 
has come from the dining room with 
a pitcher of orange juice.) 

MRS. STANLEY (flS SARAH knOcks Oft 

the double doors). Oh, that’s fine, 
Sarah. Is it fresh? 

SARAH. Yes, ma’am. 

(The doors are opened; sarah hands 
the orange juice to the nurse. The 
voice roars orice more: ’You have the 
touch of a sex-starved cobra!”) 

SARAH (beaming). His voice is just 
the same as on the radio. 

(She disappears into the dining room 
ns JUNE re/Hrus front the entrance 
hall, ushering in tiro friends of her 
mother’s, mrs. dexter mid mrs. 
mc cutcheon. Owe is carrying a 
ffotvering plant, partially ivrapped: 
the other is holding, udth some care, 
what turns out to he a jar of calf’s- 
foot jelly.) 

THE LADIES. Good moming! 


JUNE (at the phone). Hello. . . . 
Yes, he’s here, but he can’t come 
to the phone right now . . . Lon¬ 
don? (She covers the transmitter 
with her hand) It’s London callins 
Mr. Whiteside. 


MRS. STANLEY. Girls, what do you 
think? Hes getting up and coming 
out today! 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. You don't mean 
it! 



THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER 859 


MRS. PEXTER. Can \ve stay and see 

him? 


MRS. STANLEY. Why, of course— 
he’d love it. Girls, do you know what 
just happened? 


JUNE Cde'parting). I’ll be upstairs, 
Mother, if you want me. 


MRS. STANLEY. What? , , . Oh, yes. 
June, tell your father he'd better 
come down, will you? Mr. White- 
side is coming out. 


MRS. DEXTER. Is he really coming out 
today? I brought him a plant— Do 
you think it's all right if I give it 
to him? 


radio orator, intimate friend of the 
great and near great, last week found 
his celebrated wit no weapon with 
which to combat a fractured hip. 
The Falstaffian Mr. Whiteside, trek¬ 
king across the country on one of his 
annual lecture tours, met his Water¬ 
loo in the shape of a small piece of 
ice on the doorstep of Mr. and Mrs. 
Ernest W. Stanley, of Mesalia, Ohio. 
Result: Cancelled lectures and dis¬ 
appointment to thousands of ador¬ 
ing clubwomen in Omaha, Denver, 
and points w'est. Further result: The 
idol of the air waves rests until fur¬ 
ther notice in home of surprised Ml 
and Mrs. Stanley. Possibility: Christ¬ 
mas may be postponed this year." 
What’s that mean? 


MRS. STANLEY. Why, I think that 
would be lovely. 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. And some calf's- 
foot jelly. 

MRS. STANLEY. Why, how nice! Who 
do you think was on the phone just 
now? H. G. Wells, from London. 
And look at those cablegrams. He’s 
had calls and messages from all over 
this country and Europe. The New 
York Times, and Radio City Music 
Hall—I don’t know why they called 
—and Felix Frankfurter, and Dr. 
Dafoe, the Mount Wilson Obsen^a- 
tor)f—I just can't tell you what’s 
been going on. 

MRS. DEXTER. There’s a big piece 
about it in this week’s Time. Did you 
see it? (Drawing it out of her hag.) 

MRS. STANLEY. No— really? 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. Your name’s in 
it too, Daisy. It tells all about the 
whole thing. Listen: “Portly Sheri¬ 
dan Whiteside, critic, lecturer, wit, 


MRS. STANLEY. Why, w'hat do you 
think of that? (She takes the maga¬ 
zine; reads') “A small piece of ice on 
the doorstep of Mr. and Mrs. Er¬ 
nest”—think of it! 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. Of COUtSC if it 

were viy house, Daisy, I’d have a 
bronze plate put on the step, right 
where he fell. 

MRS. STANLEY. Well, of coursc I 
felt terrible about it. He just never 
goes to dinner anywhere, and he 
finally agreed to come here, and then 
this had to happen. Poor Mr. Wliitc- 
side! But it’s going to be so wonder¬ 
ful having him with us, even for a 
little while. Just think of it! We'll 
sit around in the evening and discuss 
books and plays, all the great people 
he's knovTO. And he’ll talk in that 
wonderful way of his. He may even 
read “Good-bye, Mr. Chips” to us. 
(mr. STANLEY, soUd, suhstanttal— 
the American business man—is de¬ 
scending the stairs.) 

STANLEY. Daisy, I can't wait an- 
longer. If—ah, good morning, ladies. 
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MRS. STANLEY. Emest, he*s coming 
out any minute, and H. G. Wells 
telephoned from London, and we re 
in Time. Look! 


STANLEY (^taking the magazine'). I 
don’t like this kind of publicity at 
all, Daisy. When do you suppose he*s 
going to leave? 


MRS. STANLEY. Well, hc's Only get¬ 
ting up this morning—after all, hes 
had quite a shock, and he’s been in 
bed for n\'o full weeks. He’ll cer¬ 
tainly have to rest a few deys, Emest. 


STANLEY. Well, I’m sure it’s a great 
honor, his being in the house, but it 
is a little upsetting—phone going all 
the time, bells ringing, messenger 
boys running in and out— 

(Out of the sickroom comes a husi- 
ness’like^looking young woman about 
thirty. Her name is margaret cut¬ 
ler—maggie to her friends.) 


MAGGIE. Pardon me, Mrs. Stanley— 
ha\'e the cigarettes come yet? 

MRS. STANLEY. TTiey’re on the way. 
Miss Cutler. My son went for them. 

MAGGIE. Thank you. 


MRS. STANLEY. Ah-this is Miss Cut¬ 
ler, Mr. Whiteside’s secretary. 

(An exchange of “How do you 

do'sr) ^ 


MAGGIE. May I move this chair? 

MRS. ST.ANLEY (rt/1 eagemess). You 
mean he’s—coming out now? 

MAGGIE C^uietly). He is indeed. 


(jOHN, visible in the dining roomf 
summons sarah to attend the excite¬ 
ment. “Sarah! Sarahl" sarah and 
JOHN appear in the dining-room en¬ 
trance, JUNE on the stairs, mrs. Stan¬ 
ley and the two other ladies are 
keenly expectant; even mr. Stanley 
is on the qui vive. The double doors 
are opened once more, and dr. brad- 
ley appears, hag in hand. He has 
taken a good deal of punishment, and 
speaks with a rather false heartiness.) 

dr. BRADLEY. Well, here we are, 
merry and bright. Good morning, 
good morning. Bring our little pa¬ 
tient out. Miss Preen. 

(A moment's pause,and then a wheel¬ 
chair is rolled through the door. It is 
full of pillows, blankets, and Sheri¬ 
dan WHITESIDE. SHERIDAN WHITE- 
SIDE is indeed portly and Falstafjian. 
He is wearing an elaborate velvet 
smoking jacket and a very loud tie, 
and he looks like every caricature 
ever drawn of him. There is a hush 
as the wheelchair rolls mto the room. 
Welcoming smiles break over every 
face. The chair comes to a halt; mr, 
WHITESIDE looks slowly arottnd, into 
each and every beaming face. His fin¬ 
gers drum for a moment on the arm 
of the chair. He looks slowly around 
once more. And then he speaks.) 

WHITESIDE Cqiiietly, to maggie). I 
may vomit. 

MRS. STANLEY (ivit/i a tiemoHs little 

lattgh). Good morning, Mr. White- 
side. Im i\Irs. Emest Stanley—re¬ 
member? And this is Mr. Stanley. 

STANLEY. How do you do, Mr. 

Whiteside? I hope that vou are bet¬ 
ter. 


MRS. ST.ANLEY. Emcst, Call June. 
June! June! Mr. Whiteside is com¬ 
ing out! 


WHITESIDE. Thank you. I am suing 

you for a hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars. 
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STANLEY, How s that? What? 

WHITESIDE. I said I am suing you foi 
a hundred and fifty thousand dol¬ 
lars. 

MRS. STANLEY. You mean—because 
you fell on our steps, Mr. White- 
side? 

WHITESIDE. Samuel J. Liebowitz 
will explain it to you in court. . . . 
Who are those two harpies standing 
there like the kiss of death? 

(mrs. mc cutcheon, with a little 
gasp, drops the calf’s-foot jelly. It 
smashes on the floor.') 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. Oh, dear! My 
calFs-foot jelly. 

WHITESIDE. Made from your own 
foot, I have no doubt. And now, Mrs. 
Stanley, I have a few small matters 
to take up with you. Since this comer 
druggist at my elbow tells me that 
I shall be confined in this mouldy 
mortuary for at least another ten 
days, due entirely to your stupidity 
and negligence, I shall have to carry 
on my activities as best I can. I shall 
require the exclusive use of this room, 
as well as that drafty sewer which 
you call the library. I want no one 
to come in or out while I am in this 
room. 

STANLEY. What do you mean, sir? 

MRS. STANLEY (stKwned). But we 
have to go up the stairs to get to 
our rooms, Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE, Isn’t there a back en¬ 
trance? 

MRS. STANLEY. Why—ycs. 

WHITESIDE. Then use that. I shall 
also require a room for my secretary, 
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Miss Cutler. I shall have a great 
many incoming and outgoing calls, 
so please use the telephone as little 
as possible. I sleep until noon and 
require quiet through the house until 
that hour. There will be five for lunch 
today, M^ere is the cook? 

STANLEY. Mr. Whiteside, if I may 
interrupt for a moment— 

WHITESIDE. You may not, sir. . . . 
Will you take your clammy hand off 
my chair? (This last to the nurse) 

. . . And now will you all leave 
quietly, or must I ask Miss Cutler to 
pass among you with a baseball bat? 

(mrs. DEXTER and MRS MC CUT¬ 
CHEON are heating a hasty retreat, 
their gifts still in hand.) 

MRS. MC CUTCHEON. Well— good- 

bye, Daisy. We’ll call you— Oh, no, 
we mustn’t use the phone. Well— 
we’ll see you. (And they are gone.) 

STANLEY (boldly). Now look here, 
Mr. MHiiteside— 

WHITESIDE. There is nothing to dis¬ 
cuss, sir. Considering the damage I 
have suffered at your hands, I am 
asking very little. Good day. 

STANLEY (controlling himself). I’ll 
call you from the office later, Daisy, 

WHITESIDE. Not on this phone, 
please. 

(STANLEY gives him a look, hut 
goes.) 

WHITESIDE. Here is the menu for 
lunch. (He extends a slip of paper to 

MRS, STANLEY.) 

MRS. STANLEY. But—I’vc already 
ordered lunch. 
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rt'HiTEsiDF. It will be sent up to you 
on a tray. I am using the (lining room 
for my guests. . . . Where are those 
cigarettes? 

MRS. STANLEY. Why—my son went 
for them. I don’t know why he 
—here, Sarah. (She hands sarah the 
luncheon slip) I’ll— have mine up- 
stars on a tray, (sarah and JOHN de¬ 
part.') 

WHITESIDE (to JUNE, who has hecH 
posed on the landing during all 
this). Young lady, will you either 
go uo those stairs or come down 
them? 1 annot stand indecision. 
(JUNE is about to speak, decides 
against it, and ascends the stairs with 
.a good deal of spirit, mrs. Stanley 
is hovering uncertainly on the steps 
as RICHARD returns with the cigar¬ 
ettes.) 

RICHARD. Oh, good morning. Tm 
sorry I was so long—I had to go to 
three different stores. 

WHITESIDE. How did you travel? By 
ox-cart? 

(RICHARD is considerably taken 
iback. His eyes go to his mother, 
who motions to him to come up the 
stairs. They disappear together, their 
syes unsteadily on whitesidb.) 

vHiTEsiDE. Is there a man in the 
woild who suffers as I do from the 
gros.' inadequacies of the human race? 
(V the NURSE, who is ftissing 
arou.ul the chair again) Take those 
canal boats away from me! (She 
ohevs, hrtsfi/y) Go in and read the 
life of Florence Nightingale and 
Icam how unfitted you are for vour 
chosen profession, (miss preen 
glares at him, hut goes.) 

DR. BRADLEY (hcOTtily). Wcll, I 
tliink I can safely leave you in Miss 
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Cutler’s capable hands. Shall I look 
in again this afternoon? 

WHITESIDE. If you do, I shaU spit 
right in your eye. 

DR. BRADLEY. What 3 sensc of humar 
you writers have! By the way, it isn’t 
really worth mentioning, but—IVe 
been doing a little writing myself. 
About my medical experiences. 

WHITESIDE C^uietly). Am I to be 
spared nothing? 

DR. BRADLEY. Woulcl it be too much 
to ask you to—glance over it while 
you’re here? 

WHITESIDE Ceyes half closed, as 

though the pain were too exquisite to 
bear). Trapped. 

DR. BRADLEY (delvtng into his hag). 
I just happen to have a copy with 
me. (He brings out a tremendous 
manuscript) ‘Torty Years an Ohio 
Doctor. The Story of a Humble 
Practitioner.” 

WHITESIDE. I shall drop everything. 

DR. BRADLEY. Much obliged, and I 
hope you like it. Well, see you on 
the morrow. Keep that hip quiet and 
don’t forget those little pills. (He 

goes.) 

WHITESIDE (handing the nuimt- 
script to Maggie). Maggie, will you 
take Forty Years Belatu the Nax^cl 
or whatever it’s called? 

MAGGIE (siin'cyitig him). I must say 
you have certainly behaved with all 
of your accustomed grace and charm. 

WHITESIDE. Look here. Puss—I am in 
no mood to discuss my behavior, 
good or bad. 
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maggib. These people ha\-e done 
everything in their power to make 
you comfortable. And they happen, 
God knows why, to look upon you 
with a certain wonder and admira¬ 
tion. 

WHii'ESiDE. If they had looked a little 
more carefully at their doorstep I 
would not be troubling them now. I 
did not wish to cross their cheerless 
threshold. I was hounded and badg¬ 
ered into it. I now find myself, after 
two weeks of racking pain, accused 
of behaving without charm. What 
would you have me do? Kiss them? 

MAGGIE (giving «p). Very well. 
Sherry. After ten years I should have 
known better than to try to do any¬ 
thing about your manners. But when 
I finally give up this job I may wTite 
a book about it all. Cavalcade of In- 
suit, or Through the Years with 
Prince Charming. 

WHITESIDE. Listen, Repulsive, you 
are tied to me with an umbilical cord 
made of piano wire. And now' if we 
may dismiss the subject of my charm, 
for which, incidentally, I receive fif¬ 
teen hundred dollars per appearance, 
possibly W'e can go to work ... Oh, 
no, we can't. Yes? 

(This last is addressed to a wraith¬ 
like lady of uncertain years, who has 
more or less floated into the room. 
She is carrying a large spray of holly, 
and her whole manner suggests 
something not quite of this world.) 

THE LADY (her voice seems to float, 
too). My name is Harriet Stanley. I 
know you are Sheridan M^iteside. 
I saw this holly, framed green against 
the pine trees. I remembered what 
you had w'ritten, about Tcss and 
Jude the Obscure. It was the nicest 
present I could bring you. (S/ie 
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places the holly in his lap, and drifts 
out of the room again.) 

W'HITESIDE (his eyes following her). 
For God’s sake, what w’as that? 

MAGGIE. That was Mr. Stanleys sis¬ 
ter, Harriet. I’ve talked to her a few 
times—she’s quite strange. 

WHITESIDE. Strange? She’s right out 
of The Hound of the Baskervilles. 

. . . You know. I’ve seen that face 
before somewhere. 

MAGGIE. Nonsense. You couldn’t 
have. 

WHITESIDE (dismissing it). Oh, well! 
Let’s get down to w'ork. (He hands 
her the armful of holly) Here! Press 
this in the doctor’s book. (He picks 
up the first of a pile of papers) If 
young men keep asking me how to 
become dramatic critics— (He tears 
up the letter and drops the pieces on 
the floor.) 

MAGGIE (who has picked up the little 
sheaf of messages from the table) 
Here are some telegrams. 

w'HiTESiDE (a letter in his hand). 
What date is this? 

MAGGIE. December tenth. 

WHITESIDE. Send a w'ire to Columbia 
Broadcasting. “You can schedule my 
Christmas Eve broadcast from the 
New York studio, as I shall return 
East instead of proceeding to Holly¬ 
wood. Stop. For special New Year’s 
Eve broadcast will have as my guests 
Jascha Heifetz, Katharine Cornell, 
Schiaparelli, the Lunts, and Dr. 
Alexis Carrel, with Anthony Eden 
on short w'ave from England. WTaite- 
side.’’ 
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MAGGIE. Are you sure you'll be all 
right by Christmas, Sherry? 

WHITESIDE. Of course I will. Send 
a cable to Sacha Guitry: 'Will be in 
Paris June ninth. Dinner seven-thirty. 
Whiteside.” . . . Wire to Harpe/s 
Magazine: "Do not worry, Stinlcy. 
Copy will arrive. Whiteside.” . . . 
Send a cable to the Maharajah of 
Jehraput, Bombay: "Dear Boo-Boo: 
Schedule changed. Can you meet me 
Calcutta July twelfth? Dinner eight- 
thirty. Whiteside.” . . . Arturo Tos¬ 
canini. Where is he? 

MAGGIE, ril find him. 

WHITESIDE. "Counting on you Janu¬ 
ary 4th Metropolitan Opera House 
my annual benefit Home for Paroled 
Convicts. As you know this is a very 
worthy cause and close to my heart. 
Tibbett, Rethberg, Martinelli and 
Flagstad have promised me person¬ 
ally to appear. Will you have quiet 
supper with me and Ethel Barr)Tnore 
afterwards? Whiteside.” (The tele¬ 
phone rings) If that’s for Mrs. Stan¬ 
ley tell them she’s too drunk to talk. 

MAGGIE. Hello . . . Hollywood? 

WHITESIDE. If it’s Golduyn, hang up. 

MAGGIE. Hello . . . Banjo! (Her 
face lights up.) 

WHITESIDE. Banjo! Give me that 
phone! 

MAGGIE. Banjo, you old so-and-so! 
How are you, darling? 

WHITESIDE. Come on—give me that! 

MAGGIE. Shut up, Sherr\'! . . . Are 
you coming East, Banjo? I miss you 
. . . No, we're not going to Holly¬ 
wood . . . Oh, he’s going to live. 
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WHITESIDE. Stop driveling and gi\’e 
me the phone. 

MAGGIE. In fact, he’s screaming at me 
now. Here he is. 

WHITESIDE (taking the phone). How 
are you, you fawn’s behind? And 
what are you giving me for Christ¬ 
mas? (He roars with laughter at ban¬ 
jo's answer) What news, Banjo, my 
boy? How’s the picture coming? . . . 
How are Wacko and Sloppo? . . . 
No, no, I’m all right. . . . Yes, I’m 
in very good hands. Dr. Crippen is 
taking care of me. . . . What about 
you? Having any fun? . . . Playing 
any cribbage? , . . What? (Again 
he laughs loudly) . . . Well, don’t 
take all his money—leave a little bit 
for me . . . You’re what? . . . 
Having your portrait painted? By 
whom? Milt Gross? . . . No, I’m 
going back to New York from here. 
I’ll be there for twelve davs, and then 
I go to Dartmouth for the Drama 
Festival. You wouldn’t understand 
. . . Well, I can’t waste my time 
talking to Hollywood riffraff. Kiss 
Louella Parsons for me. Good-bye. 
(He hangs up and turns to maggie) 
He took fourteen hundred dollars 
from Sam Goldwyn at cribbage last 
night, and Sam said, "Banjo, I wall 
never play garbage wath you again.” 

MAGGIE. What’s all this about his hav¬ 
ing his portrait painted? 

w'HiTEsiDE. Mm. Salvador Dali. 
That's all that face of his needs—a 
surrealist to paint it. . . . Now what 
do roii w'ant, Miss Bed Pan? (This 
is Addressed to the nurse, who has 
reh<nied someivhat apprehensively to 
the room,) 

MISS PREEN. It’s—it’s your pills. One 

every—forty-five minutes, (She drops 
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them into his lap and hurries out o( 
the room.') 

WHITESIDE. Now where were we^ 

MAGGIE (t/ie messages in her hand'). 
Here’s a cable from that dear friend 
of yours, Lorraine Sheldon. 

WHITESIDE. Let me sec it. 

MAGGIE (reading the message in a 
tone that gives miss sheldon none 
the better of it)- “Sherry, my poor 
sweet lamb, have been in Scotland on 
a shooting party with Lord and Lady 
Cunard and only just heard of your 
poor hip.” (MAGGIE gives a faint rasp¬ 
berry, then reads on} “Am down here 
in Surrey with Lord Bottomley. Sail¬ 
ing Wednesday on the Normandie 
and cannot wait to see my poor sweet 
Sherry. Your blossom girl, Lorraine.” 
. . . In the words of the master, I 
mav vomit. 

WHITESIDE. Don’t be bitter, Puss, 
just because Lorraine is more beauti¬ 
ful than you are. 

MAGGIE. Lorraine Sheldon is a very 
fair example of that small but vicious 
circle you move in. 

WHITESIDE. Pure sex jealousy if ever 
I saw it . . . Give me the rest of 
those. 

MAGGIE (mumbling to herself). Lor¬ 
raine Sheldon . . . Lord Bottomley 
. . . My Aunt Fanny. 

WHITESIDE (who Jtas opened the next 
message). Ah! It’s from Destiny’s 

Tot. 

MAGGIE (peering over his shoulder). 
England’s little Rover Boy? 
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WHITESIDE. Um-hm. (He reads) 

“Treacle Face, what is this I hear 
about a hip fractured in some bordello 
brawl? Does this mean our I lolly 
wood Christmas party is off? Fin* 
ished the new play in Pago-Pago and 
it’s superb. Myself and a ukulele 
leave Honolulu tomorrow, in that or¬ 
der. By the way, the Sultan of Zanzi¬ 
bar v\’ants to meet Ginger Rogers. 
Let’s face it. Oscar Wilde.” 

MAGGIE. He does travel, doesn’t he? 
You know, it’d be nice if the world 
went around Beverly Carlton for a 
change. 

WHITESIDE. Hollywood next week- 
why couldn’t he stop over on his way 
to New York? Send him a cable: 
“Beverly Carlton, Royal Hawaiian 
Hotel, Honolulu—” (The door hell 
rings. MR. WHITESIDE is properly 
annoyed) If these people intend to 
have their friends using the front 
door— 

MAGGIE. What do vou want them to 

/ 

use—a rope ladder? 

WHITESIDE. I will not have a lot of 
mildewed pus-bags rushing in and 
out of this house— (He stops as the 
voice of JOHN is heard at the front 
door. "Oh, good morning, Mr. Jeffer¬ 
son." The answering voice of mr. 
JEFFERSON is not quite atidihle.) 

WHITESIDE (roaring). There’s nobody 
home! The Stanleys have been ar¬ 
rested for counterfeiting! Go away! 
(But the visitor, meanwhile, has al¬ 
ready appeared in the archway, mr. 
JEFFERSON ts an interesting-looking 
young man in his early thirties.) 

JEFFERSON. (}ood moming, Mr 

Whiteside. I’m Jefferson, of the Mo* 
salia Journal. 
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WHITESIDE (sOttO VOCe, tO MAGGIE). 

Get rid of him. 


MAGGIE C^rnsquely'). I’m sorry—Mr. 
Whiteside is seeing no one. 


JEFFERSON. Really? 

MAGGIE. So will you please excuse 
us? Good day. 


JEFFERSON C^Ot givWg Up'). Mr. 
Whiteside seems to be sitting up and 
taking notice. 


MAGGIE. Fm afraid he isn’t taking 
notice of the Mesalia journal. Do 
you mind? 


WHITESIDE. You won’t get around me 
that way. If you don’t like him, get 
off the paper. 

JEFFERSON. Ycs, but I happen to 
think it's a good paper. William A 1 
len White could have got out of 
Emporia, but he didn t. 

WHITESIDE. You havc the effrontery, 
in my presence, to compare yourself 
with William Allen White? 

JEFFERSON. Onlv in the sense that 
William Allen White staved in Em- 
poria, and I want to stay here and 
say what I want to say. 

WHITESIDE. Such as what? 


JEFFERSON. You know, if I’m going 
to be insulted Fd like it to be by 
Mr. Whiteside himself. I never did 
like road companies. 

WHITESIDE (looking around, inter- 
ested'). Mm. Touche if I ever heard 
one. And in Mesalia too, Maggie 
dear. 

MAGGIE (still on the job'). Will you 
please lca\'e? 

JEFFERSON (ig)iori«g her). How 
about an inter\'iew, Mr. Whiteside? 


JEFFERSON. Well, I Can’t put it into 

words, Mr. Whiteside—it’d sound 
like an awful lot of hooey. But the 
Journal was my father's paper. It’s 
kind of a sentimental point with me, 
the paper. I’d like to cany on where 
he left off. 

WHITESIDE. Ah—just a minute. Then 
this terrifying editor, this dread jour¬ 
nalistic ApocaH^se is—you? 

JEFFERSON. Ah—ycs, in a word. 
(WHITESIDE chuckles with apprecia¬ 
tion.') 


WHITESIDE. I never give them. Go 
nwav. 

JEFFERSON. Mr. Whitcsidc, if I don't 
get this inteiricw, I lose my job. 

WHITESIDE. Tliat would be quite all 
right with me. 

JEFFERSON. Now YOU don't mcan 
that, Mr. \\ hitcsidc. You used to bo 
a newspaperman yourself. You know 
what editors are like. Well, mine’s 
ihc touglu'st one that ever lived. 


MAGGIE (annoyed). In the future, 
ShciTA', I wish you would let me 
know when vou don’t want to talk 
to people. I’ll usher them right in. 
(She goes into the library.) 

WHITESIDE. Young man, that kind 
of journalistic triA went out with 
Richard Harding DaWs . . . Come 
over here 1 suppose you’ve written 
that novel? 

JEFFERSON. No, I’ve written that 
play. 
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WHITESIDE. Well, I don’t want to Jefferson (as miss preen makes a 


read it. But you can send me vour 
paper—ril take a year’s subscription. 
f)o you write the editorials, too? 

JEFFERSON. Every one of them. 

WHITESIDE. I know just what they’re 

like. Ah, me! I’m afraid you’re that 
noble young newspapennan—cru¬ 
sading, idealistic, dull. (He looks him 
wp and down) Very good casting, 

too. 

JEFFERSON. You’re not bad casting 
yourself, Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. We won’t discuss it. . . . 
Do these old eyes see a box of goodies 
over there? Hand them to me on your 
wav out. 

JEFFERSON (flS he passes over the 
candy'). The trouble is, Mr. White- 
side, that your being in this town 
comes under the heading of news. 
Practically the biggest news since the 
Armistice. 

WHITESIDE (examining the candy). 
Mm. Pecan butternut fudge. 

(miss preen, on her way to the kit¬ 
chen from the library, stops short as 
she sees MR. whiteside with a piece 
of candy in his hand.) 

miss preen. Oh, my! You mustn’t 
eat candy, Mr. Whiteside. It’s very 
bad for you. 

WHITESIDE (turning). My great-aunt 
Jennifer ate a whole box of candy 
every day of her life. She lived to be 
a hundred and two, and when she 
had been dead three days she looked 
better than you do now. (He swings 
blandly hack to his visitor) What 
were you saying, old fellow? 


hast)’ exit). I can at least report to 
my readers that chivalry is not yet 
dead. 

WHITESIDE. We won’t discuss it. . . . 
W^ell, now that you ha\’c won me 
with your pretty ways, what do you 
want? 

JEFFERSON. Well, how about a brief 
talk on famous murders? You’re an 
authority on murder as a fine art. 

WHITESIDE. My dear boy, when 1 
talk about murder I get paid for it. 
I have made more money out of the 
Snyder-Gray case than the lawyers 
did. So don’t expect to get it for noth 
ing. 

JEFFERSON. Well, then, what do you 
think of Mesalia, how long are you 
going to be here, where are you go 
ing, things like that? 

WHITESIDE. Very well, (a) Mesalia 
is a town of irresistible charm, (b) 
I cannot wait to get out of it, and 
(c) I am going from here to Crock- 
field, for my semi-annual visit to the 
Crockfield Home for Paroled Con¬ 
victs, for which I have raised over 
half a million dollars in the last five 
years. From there I go to Ne\v York. 

. . . Have you ever been to Crock- 
field, Jefferson? 

JEFFERSON. No, I haven’t. I always 
meant to. 

WHITESIDE. As a newspaperman you 
ought to go, instead of wasting youi 
time with me. It’s only about seventy 
five miles from here. Did you ever 
hear how Crockfield started? 

JEFFERSON. No, I didn’t. 
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WHITESIDE. Ah! Sit down, Jefferson. 
It is one of the most endearing and 
touching stories of our generation. 
One misty St. Valentine’s Eve—the 
year was 1901—a little lady who had 
given her name to an era, Victoria, 
lay dying in Windsor Castle. Maude 
Adams had not yet caused every 
young heart to swell as she tripped 
across the stage as Peter Pan; Ir\'ing 
Berlin had not vet written the first 

s 

note of a ragtime rigadoon that was 
to set the nation’s feet a-tapping, and 
Elias P. Crockfield was just emerg¬ 
ing from the State penitentiary. Des¬ 
titute, embittered, cruel of heart, he 
wandered, on this St. Valentine’s Eve, 
into a little church. But there was 
no godliness in his heart that night, 
no prayer upon his lips. In the fal¬ 
tering twilight, Elias P. Crockfield 
made his wav toward the poor bo.\. 
With callous fingers he ripped open 
this poignant testimony of a simple 
people’s faith. Greedily he clutched 
at the few pitiful coins within. And 
then a child’s wavering treble broke 
the twilight stillness. “Please, Mr. 
Man.” said a little girl’s voice, “won't 
YOU be mv \’alcntine?” Elias P. 

4 # 

Crockfield turned. There stood be- 
,*orc him a bewitching little creature 
of five, her vellow curls cascading 
over her shoulders like a golden 
Niagara, in her tiny outstretched 
hand a humble valentine. In that one 
cr\-stal moment a sealed door opened 
in the heart of Elias P. Crockfield, 
and in his mind was horn an idea. 
Twentv-fne vears later three thou¬ 
sand ruddv'chceked convicts were 
gamboling on the broad lawns of 
Crockfield I lomc. frolicking in the 
cool dc]-)lhs of its swimming pool, 
broadcasting with iboir own svm- 
nhonv orchestra from their own radio 
station. Elias P. Crockfield has long 
since gone to lus Maker, but the little 
girl ol ilu’ golden curls, now grown 
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to lovely womanhood, is known as 
the Angel of Crockfield, for she is the 
wife of the warden, and in the main 
hall of Crockfield, between a Rem¬ 
brandt and an El Greco, there hangs, 
in a simple little frame, a humble 
valentine. 

MAGGIE (who has emerged from the 
library in time to hear the finish of 
tilts'). And in the men’s washroom, 
every Christmas Eve, the ghost of 
Elias P. Crockfield appears in one 
of the booths . . . Will you sign 
these, please? 

(The doorbell is heard.) 

WHITESIDE. This aging ingenue, Mr. 
Jefferson, I retain in my employ only 
because she is the sole support of her 
two-headed brother. 

JEFFERSON. I Understand. . . . Well, 
thank vou ver\' much, Mr. White¬ 
side—vou’ve been ver\' kind. By the 
wav. I’m a cribbage player, if you 
need one while vou’re here. 

s 

WHITESIDE. Fine. How much can 

vou afford to lose? 

# 

JEFFERSON. I usually wdn. 

WHITESIDE. W’e won’t discuss that. 
Come back at eight-thirtv. Wee’ll play 
three-handed with Elsie Dinsmore 
. . . Metz! 

(jOHN, udzo has answered the door 
hell, has ushered in a strange-looking 
little wan i)i his fifties. Mis hair runs 
all over his head and his clothes are 
too big for him.) 

WHITESIDE. Metz, vou incredible 
beetle-hound! W’hat arc veu doing 
here? 

METZ (trith a mild Teutonic accent), 
I explain, Sherry. First I kiss my little 
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MAGGIE Cemhracing him'). Metz dar¬ 
ling, what a wonderful surprise! 

WHITESIDE. The enchanted Metz! 
Why aren’t you at the uni\’ersityr 
Jefferson, you are standing in 
the presence of one of the great men 
of our time. When you write that in¬ 
evitable autobiography, be sure to 
record the day that you met Professor 
Adolph Metz, the world’s greatest 
authority on insect life. Metz, stop 
looking at me adoringly and tell me 
whv you re here. 

METZ. You are sick, Sherr)^ so I come 
to cheer you. 

MAGGIE. Metz, you tore yourself 
away from your little insects and 
came here? Sherry, you don’t deser\'e 
It. 

WTiiTESiDE. How are all your little 
darlings, Metz? Jefferson, would you 
believe that eight volumes could be 
uTitten on the mating instinct of the 
female white ant? He did it. 

METZ. Seven on the female. Sherry. 
One on the male. 

WHITESIDE. Lived for two years in a 
cave with nothing but plant lice. He 
rates three pages in the Encyclopae¬ 
dia Britannica, Don’t you, my little 
hooku'orm? 

METZ. Please, Sherry you embarrass 
me. Look—I have brought you a pres¬ 
ent to while away the hours. 

(He motions to John, who comes 
forward hearing a great hox, wrapped 
in hrown paper. He unuTraps it as he 
speaks.) 

METZ. I said to my students: “Boys 
and girls, I want to give a present to 
my sick friend, Sheridan Whiteside.” 


QAn 

So you know what we did? We made 
for you a community of Periplaneta 
Americana, commonly known as the 
American cockroach. Behold, Sherry! 
(He strips off the paper) Roach City! 
Inside here are ten thousand cock¬ 
roaches. 

JOHN. Ten thousand— (Heading for 
the kitchen in great excitement''^ 
Sarah! Sarah! 

METZ. Here in Roach City they play, 
they make love, they mate, they die. 
See—here is the graveyard. Tliey even 
bury their own dead. 

MAGGIE. I’m glad of that, or I’d have 
to do it. 

WHITESIDE (glaring at her). Ssh! 

METZ. You can watch them. Sherry, 
while they live out their whole lives. 
It is fascinating. Look! Here is where 
they store their grain, here is the com¬ 
missary of the aristocracy, here is the 
maternity hospital. 

WHITESIDE. Magnificent! This is my 
next piece for the London Mercury. 

METZ. With these earphones. Sherry, 
you listen to the mating calls. There 
are microphones down inside. Listen! 
(He puts the earphones over white- 
side’s head.) 

WHITESIDE (listening, rapt). Mm. 
How long has this been going on? 
(mrs. STANLEY Starts timorously to 
descend the stairs. She tiptoes as far 
as the landing, then pauses as she 
sees the group below. Meanwhile 
PROF. METZ, his mind ever on his 
work, has moved in the direction of 
the dining room.) 
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metz (.suddenly his face lights U'p'). 
Aha! Peri'planeta Americanai There 
are cockroaches in this house! 

MRS. STANLEY (shocfeei into speech'). 
I beg your pardon! (The doorbell 
rings) Mr. \^iteside, I don't know 
who tliis man is, but I will not stand 
here and— 

WHITESIDE. Then go upstairs. These 
are probably my luncheon guests. 
Metz, you’re staying for the day, of 
course? Jefferson, stay for lunch? 
Maggie, tell ’em there’ll be two more. 
Ah, come right in, Baker. Good mom- 
ing, gentlemen. (The gentlemen ad‘ 
dressed are three in number—two 
white, one black. They are convicts, 
and they look the part. Prison gray, 
handcuffed together, baker, in uni¬ 
form, is a prison guard. He carries a 
rifle) Jefferson, here are the fruits of 
that humble valentine. These men, 
now sending the final months of their 
prison terms, have chosen to enter 
the ivy'CO^'e^ed walls of Crockfield. 
They have come here today to learn 
from me a little of its tradition . . . 


GEORGE S. KAUEMAN 

Gentlemen, I envy you your great 
adventure. 

JOHN (in the dining-room doorway). 
Lunch is ready, Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. Good! Let's go right in. 
(To one of the convicts, as they pass) 
You're Michaelson, aren’t you? 
Butcher-shop murders? 

MICHAELSON. Yes, sir. 

WHITESIDE. Thought I recognized 
you. . . . After you, Baker. , . . 
The other fellow, Jefferson— (He 
lowers his tone) is Henderson, 
the hatchet fiend. Always did it in 
a bathtub—remember? (His voice 
rises as he wheels himself into the 
dining room) We're having chicken 
livers Tetrazzini, and Cherries Jubi¬ 
lee for dessert. I hope every little 
tummy is a-flutter with gastric juices. 
Sen'e the white wine \\dth the fish, 
John, and close the doors. I don’t 
want a lot of people prying on their 
betters. 

(The doors close. Only mrs. Stan¬ 
ley is left outside. She collapses 
quietly into a chair.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT ONE 

SCENE II 


Late afternoon, a week later. Only a single lamp w lit. 

The room, in the week that has ptissed, has taken on something of the char¬ 
acter of its occupant. Books o»tl papers creryu'/tere. Stacks of hooks on the 
tables, some of them just half out of their cardboard boxes. Half a dozen or 
so volumes, which apparently have not ryyealed to the Master, have been 
thrown onto the floor. A litter of crumped papers arotifii the whitesidb 
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•wheelchair; an empty candy box has slid off his lap. An old pair of pants 
has been tossed over one chair, a seedy bathrobe over another. A handsome 
Chinese vase has been moved out of its accustomed spot and is doing duty 
as an ash receiver. 

MR. WHITESIDE is in his wheelchair, asleep. Roach City is on a stand be¬ 
side him, the earphones over his head. He has apparently dozed off while 
listening to the mating calls of Periplaneta Americana. 

For a moment only his rhythmic brcathi)ig is heard. Then miss preen 
enters from the library. She brings some medicine—a glass filled with a murky 
mixture. She paitses when she sees that he is asleep, then, after a good deal of 
hesitation, gently touches him on the shoulder. He stirs a little; she musters 
tip her courage and touches him again. 


WHITESIDE C^lowly Opening his 

eyes). I was dreaming of Lillian Rus¬ 
sell, and I awake to find you. 

MISS PREEN. Your—your medicine, 
Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE (taking the glass). W^at 

time is it? 

MISS PREEN. About half-past six. 
WHITESIDE. Where is Miss Cutler? 
MISS PREEN. She went out. 
WHITESIDE. Out? 

MISS PREEN. With Mr. Jefferson. 
(She goes into the library, john, 
meanwhile, has entered from the din¬ 
ing room.) 

JOHN. All right if I turn the lights 
up, Mr. Whiteside? 

WHiTBSiDB. Yes. Go right ahead, 

John 

JOHN. And Sarah has something for 
you, Mr. Whiteside. Made it special. 

WHITESIDE. She has? Where is she? 
Mv Souffle Queen! 


SARAH (proudly entering with a tray 
on which reposes her latest delicacy). 
Here I am. Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. She walks in beauty like 
the night, and in those deft hands 
there is the art of Michelangelo. Let 
me taste the new creation. (With one 
hand he pours the medicine into the 
Chinese vase, then swallows at a gulp 
one of Sarah's not so little cakes. An 
ecstatic expression comes over his 
face) Poetr)'! Sheer poetry! 

SARAH (beaming). I put a touch of 
absinthe in the dough. Do you like 
it? 

WHITESIDE (rapturously). Ambrosia! 

SARAH. And I got you your terrapin 
Maryland for dinner. 

WHITESIDE. I have known but three 
great cooks in my time. The Khedive 
of Egypt had one, my great-aunt Jen¬ 
nifer another, and the third, Sarah, is 
you. 

SARAH. Oh, Mr. Whiteside! 

WHITESIDE (lowering his voice). 
How would you like to come to New 
York and work for me? You and John. 
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SARAH. Why, Mr. Whiteside! 


JOHN. Sarah! ... It would be won¬ 
derful, Mr. Whiteside, but what 
would we say to Mr. and Mrs. Stan¬ 
ley? 

WHITESIDE. Just ^‘good-byc.” 

SARAH. But—but they’d be awfully 
mad, wouldn’t they? They’ve been 
very kind to us, 

WHITESIDE (lightly). Well, if they 
ever come to New York we can have 
them for dinner, if Fm not in town. 
Now run along and think it over. 
This is our little secret—just between 
us. And put plenty of sherry in that 
terrapin . . . Miss Preen! (sarah and 
JOHN withdTaw in considerable ex¬ 
citement. WHITESIDE raises his voice 
to a roar) Miss Preen! 

MISS PREEN (appearing, breathless). 

Yes? Yes? 


WHITESIDE. W^at have you got in 
there, anvwav? A sailor? 


MISS PREEN. 

hands. 


I was—just washing my 


h iiTTEsiDE. What time did Miss Cut¬ 
ler go out? 
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door. HARRIET STANLEY COtKCS Softly 

down the steps. She seems delighted 

to find MR. WHITESIDE done.) 

HARRIET (opening an albtim that she 
has brought with her). Dear Mr. 
Whiteside, may I show you a few 
mementos of the past? I somehow feel 
that you would love them as I do. 

WHITESIDE. Fd be delighted. (Ob¬ 
serving her) Miss Stanley, haven’t 
we met somewhere before? 

HARRIET. Oh, no. I would have re¬ 
membered. It would have been one 
of my cherished memories—like these. 
(She spreads the portfolio before 
him) Look! Here I am with my first 
sweetheart, under our lovely beech- 
wood tree. I was eight and he was 
ten. I have never forgotten him. What 
happy times we had! What— (She 
stops short as she hears footsteps on 
the stainvay) There’s someone com¬ 
ing! I’ll come back! . . . (She gath¬ 
ers up her album and vanishes into 
the dining room.) 

(wHiTESiDE looks after her, puzzled. 
It is MR. STANLEY wlio conies down 
the stairs. He is carrviug a slip of 
paper in his hand, and he is ohxnottsly 
at the boiling pohit. A few steps be¬ 
hind comes MRS. Stanley, apprehen¬ 
sive and nervous.) 


MISS PREEN. A couple of houFs ago. 


MRS. STANLEY. Now, Emest, please— 


wniTCUDE. Mr. Jefferson called for 
her? 


misj ?r.EEN. Yes, sir. 

WHITESIDE (impatiently). All right, 
nil right. Go back to vour sex* life. 

r MISS PREEN goes. WHITESIDE frifS fo 
settle down to hh hook, hut Iris tMind 
is plainly troubled. He shifts a little, 
looks ari.xiously toward the outer 


STANLEY. Be quiet, Daisy. . . . Mr. 
WTiiteside, I want to talk to you. I 
don’t care whether you’re busy or not. 
I have stood all that Fm ^ing to 
stand. 


WHITESIDE. Indeed? 

STANLEY. T~his IS the last straw. I 
have just received a bill from the tele¬ 
phone company for seven hundred 
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and eighty-four dollars. (He reads 
from the slip in his hand) Oklahoma 
City, Calcutta, Hollywood, Paris, 
Brussels, Piome, New York, New 
York, New York, New York, New 
York, New York— (His voice trails 
off in an endless succession of New 
Yorks) Now I realize, Mr. Whiteside, 
that you are a distinguished man of 
letters— 

MRS. STANLEY. Ycs, of coursc. We 
both do. 

STANLEY. Please . , . But in the 
past week we have not been able to 
call our souls our own. We have not 
had a meal in the dining room once. 
I have to tiptoe out of the house in 
the mornings. 

MRS. STANLEY. Now, ErnCSt— 

STANLEY (waving her away). I come 
home to find convicts sitting at my 
dinner table—butcher-shop murder¬ 
ers. A man putting cockroaches in the 
kitchen. 

MRS. STANLEY, They just escaped, 
Ernest. 

STANLEY. That’s not the point. I don’t 
like coming home to find twenty-two 
Chinese students using my bathroom. 
I tell you I won’t stand for it, no mat¬ 
ter who you are. 

WHiTEsroE. Have you quite finished? 

STANLEY. No, I have not. I go down 
into the cellar this morning and trip 
over that octopus that William Beebe 
sent you. I tell you I won’t stand it. 
Mr. Whiteside, I want you to leave 
this house as soon as you can and 
go to a hotel. . . . Stop pawing me, 
Daisy. . . . That’s all I've got to 
say, Mr. Whiteside. 


WHITESIDE. And quite enough, I 
should say. May I remind you again, 
Mr. Stanley, that I am not a willing 
guest in this house? I am informed 
by my doctor that I must remain quiet 
for another ten days, at which time I 
shall get out of here so fast that the 
wind will knock you o\’er, I hope. If, 
however, you insist on my lea\’ing 
before that, thereby causing me to 
suffer a relapse, I shall sue you for 
every additional day that I am held 
inactive, which w'ill amount, I as¬ 
sure you, to a tidy sum. 

STANLEY (to liis wife). This is out¬ 
rageous. Do we have to— 

WHITESIDE. As for the details of your 
petty complaints, those twenty-two 
Chinese students came straight from 
the White House, where I assure you 
they used the bathroom too. 

MRS. STANLEY. Mr. Whitcsidc, mv 
husband didn’t mean— 

STANLEY. Yes, I did. I meant ever) 
word of it. 

WHITESIDE. There is only one point 
that you make in which I see some 
slight justice. I do not expect you to 
pay for my telephone calls, and I 
shall see to it that restitution is made. 
Can you provide me with the exaci 
amount? 

STANLEY. I certainly can, and I cer¬ 
tainly will. 

WHITESIDE. Good. I shall instruct my 
lav\')-ers to deduct it from the hun¬ 
dred and fifty thousand dollars that 
I am suing you for. 

(mr. stjVnley starts to speak, hut 
simply chokes with rage. Furious, he 
storms up the steps again, mrs. stan 
ley following.) 





§74 MOSS HART AND 

WHITESIDE (calling after him). And 
ni thank you not to trip over that 
octopus, which is very sensitive. 
(Left alone, mr. Whiteside enjoys 
his triumph for a moment, then his 
mind jumps to more important mat¬ 
ters. He looks at his watch, considers 
a second, then iHieels himself over 
to the telephone.) 

WHITESIDE. Give me the Mesalia 
Journal, please. (He peers at Roach 
City while waiting) Hello, Journal? 
... Is Mr. Jefferson there? . . . 
When do you expect him? . . . No. 
No message. (He hangs up, drums 
impatiently on the arm of his chair. 
Then he turns sharply at the sound 
of the outer door opening. But it is 
the yo2inger Stanleys, richard and 
JUNE, who enter. They are in winter 
togs, with ice skates under their arms. 
In addition, richard has a camera 
slung over his shottlder. Their 
attitudes change as they see that 
WHITESIDE is in the room. They 
slide toward the stairs, obviously try¬ 
ing to he rts unobtrusive as possible.) 
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RICHARD. Well, now that we're on 
speaking terms, Mr. Whiteside, I 
don’t mind telling you that I have 
been admiring all your ties. 

WHITESIDE. Do you like this one? 

RICHARD. I certainly do. 

WHITESIDE. It’s yours. (He takes it 
off and tosses it to him) Really, this 
curious legend that I am a difficult 
person is pure fabrication. . . . Ice- 
skating, eh? Ah, me! I used to cut 
figure eights myself, arm in arm with 
Betsy Ross, waving the flag behind 
us. 

JUNE It was wonderful on the ice 
today. Miss Cutler and Mr. Jefferson 
were there. 

WHITESIDE. Maggie? Skating? 

RICHARD. Yes, and she’s good, too. I 
got a man'elous picture of her. 

WHITESIDE. Were they still there 
when vou left? 


M'HiTESiDE, Come here, vou tw) 
• . . C/Ome on, come on. I’m not g( 
ina to bite you. . . . Now look hen 
I am by nature a gracious and cham 
ing person. If I err at all it is on th 
side of kindness and amiability, 
ha\'e been obsen'ing you two for thi 
past week, and you seem to me t 
be c.xtremely likeable young people 
I am afraid that when we first met 
^^■as definitely unpleasant to vou. Fo 
that I am sony, and I wish that in t\u 
future you would not treat me lik( 
something out of Edgar Allan Poe 
1 Io\^' do you like mv new tie? 


Rine. Thank you, Mr. Uffiitcside. 
This makes things much pleasanter. 
And I think the tie is very pretty. 


RICHARD. I think so. Say, Mr. White- 
side, mind if I take a picture of vou? 
I d love to have one. 

WHITESIDE. Vety well. Do you want 

my profile? (He indicates his stom¬ 
ach.) 

JUNE (sfnrfiHg tip the sUurs) I’m 
afraid you’re done for, Mr. WTiite- 
side. My brother is a camera fiend. 

RICHARD (clicking his cam€Ta^, 

Thank you, Mr. Whiteside. I got a 
great one. 

(He and JUNE go up the stairs as 
MAGGIE enters from the hallway. 

They call a "Hello, Miss Ciitlerl" as 
they disappear.) 
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maggib. Hello, there. . . . Good 
evening, Sherry. Really Sherry, 
you've got this room looking like an 
old parrot-cage. . . . Did you nap 
while I uas out? (whiteside merely 
gloivers cit ker) What’s the matter, 
dear? Cat run away with your 
tongue? (She is on her knees, gather¬ 
ing uf dehris.') 

WHITESIDE (furious'). Don’t look up 
at me with those great cow*eyes, you 
sex-ridden hag. Where have you 
been all afternoon? Alley-catting 
around with Bert Jefferson? 

MAGGIE (her face aglow). Sherry— 
Bert read his play to me this after¬ 
noon. It’s superb. It isn’t just that 
play written by a newspaperman. 
It’s superb. I want you to read it to¬ 
night. (She puts it in his lap) It just 
cries out for Cornell. If you like it, 
will you send it to her, Sherry? And 
will you read it tonight? 

WHITESIDE. No, I will not read it 
tonight or any other time. And while 
we're on the subject of Mr. Jefferson, 
'ou might ask him if he wouldn’t 
ike to pay your salary, since he takes 
up all your time. 


MAGGIE. Well, Sherry— (She pulls 
together the library doors and faces 
WHITESIDE. I’m afraid you’ve hit 
the nail on the head. (W^ith a lilile 
flourish, she removes her hat.) 

WHITESIDE. Stop acting like Zasu 
Pitts and explain yourself. 

MAGGIE. I'll make it quick, ShciTv. 
I'm in love. 

WHITESIDE. Nonsense. This is merely 
delayed puberty. 

MAGGIE. No, Sherry, I'm afraid this 
is it. You’re going to lose a very ex¬ 
cellent secretary. 

WHITESIDE. You are out of your 
mind. 

MAGGIE. Yes, I think I am, a little. 
But I’m a girl who's waited a long 
time for this to happen, and now it 
has. Mr. Jefferson doesn’t know it 
yet, but I’m going to tr\^ my darned 
est to marry him. 

WHITESIDE (as she pauses). Is that 
all? 


MAGGIE. Oh, come now, Sherry. It maggie. Yes, except that—well—I 

isn’t as bad as that. suppose this is what might be called 

my resignation—as soon as you've got 
WHITESIDE. I have not even been someone else, 
able to reach you, not knowing what 

haylofts you frequent. whiteside (there is a slight pause). 

Now listen to me, Maggie. We have 
MAGGIE. Oh, stop behaving like a been together for a long time. You 

spoiled child, Sherry. are indispensable to me, but I think 

I am unselfish enough not to let that 
WHITESIDE. Don't take that patroniz- stand in the wav where your happi- 
ing tone with me, you flea-bitten Cle- ness is concerned. Because, whether 
opatra. I am sick and tired of your you know it or not, I have a deep af- 
sneaking out like some lovesick high- fection for you. 
school girl every time my back is 

turned. maggie. I know that, Sherry. 
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WHITESIDE. That being the case, I 
will not stand by and allow you to 
make a fool of yourself. 

MAGGIE. I’m not, Sherry. 

WHITESIDE. You are, my dear. You 
are behai'ing like a Booth Tarldng- 
tcn heroine. It’s—it’s incredible. I 
cannot believe that a girl who for the 
past ten years has had the great of 
the world served up on a platter be¬ 
fore her—I cannot believe that it is 
anything but a kind of temporary in- 
tanitv when you are swept off your 
veet in se^’en days by a second-rate, 
small-town newspaperman. 


MAGGIE. Sherr\', I can’t explain what’s 
happened. I can only tell you that it s 
so. It’s hard for me to believe too, 
Sne^r^^ Here I am, a hard-bitten old 
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MAGGIE. Sherry, I’ve had ten years 
of the great figures of our time, and 
don’t think I’m not grateful to you 
for it. I’ve loved every minute of it. 
They’ve been wonderful years, 
Sherry. Gay and stimulating—why, 

I don’t think anyone has ever had 
the fun we’ve had. But a girl can*, 
laugh all the time, Sherry. There 
comes a time when she wants—Bert 
Jefferson. You don’t know Bert, 
Sherry. He's gentle, and he’s unas¬ 
suming, and—well, I love him, that’s 
; all. 

WHITESIDE. I see. Well, I remain 
completely unconvinced. You are 
drugging yourself into this Joan 
Crawford fantasy, and before you be- 

* come completely anesthetized I shall 

* do e\'er\’thing in my power to bring 

: vou to your senses. 

I « * 


cynic, behaving like True Story 
Magazine, and liking it. Discovering 
the moon, and ice-skating—I keep 
laughing to myself all the time, but 
there it is. W^at can I do about it, 
Shvrrv? I’m in love. 

WHITESIDE (leif/j sudden decision^. 

Were leavins here tomonow. Hip 
or no hip, we re leaving here tomor¬ 
row. I don’t care if I fracture the 
other one. Get me a train schedule 
and start packing. I’ll pull you out of 
this. Miss Stardust. I’ll get the ants 
out of those moonlit pants. 

MAGGIE. It’s no good, SKcrn". I’d be 
back on the next streamlined train. 


MAGGIE (wheeling on him'). Now 
listen to me, Whiteside. I know you. 
Lay off. I know what a devil you 
can be. I’ve seen you do it to other 
people, but don’t you dare to do it 
to me. Don’t drug yourself into the 
idea that all you’re thinking of is my 
happiness. You’re thinking of your¬ 
self a little bit, too, and all those 
months of breaking in somebody new. 
I’ve seen you in a passion before 
when your life has been disrupted, 
and vou couldn’t dine in Calcutta on 
July twelfth wdth Boo-Boo. Well, 
that’s too bad, but there it is. I’m 
going to marr\' Bert if he’ll have me, 
and don’t vou dare try any of your 
tricks. I’m on to every one of them. 


So lay off. That’s my message to you, 
W HITESIDE, It’s completely unbeliev- Big Lord Fauntleroy. (And she is up 
able. Can vou see voursclf, the wdfe the stairs. Left stewing in his own 


of the editor of the Mesalia Jounial, 
having an evening at home for Mr. 
and Mrs. Stanley, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pixip-Face, and the members of the 
Book-of-thc-Month Club? 


Juice, MR, WHITESIDE IS irt <1 perfect 
fury. He hangs the arm of hr chair, 
then slaps at the manuscript in his 
lap. /Is he does so, the dawn of an idea 
comes into his »nind. He sits perfectly 
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still for a vioment, thinking it over. 
Then, with a slow smile, he takes 
the manuscript out of its envelope. 
Tie looks at the title page, ruffles 
through the script, then stops and 
thinks again. His face breaks out into 
one great smile. Then he quickly 
wheels himself over to the table and 
hunts hurriedly through a pile of old 
cablegrams and letters, until he finds 
the one he wants. With this m his 
hand, he takes up the telephone re¬ 
ceiver.') 

WHITESIDE (in a lowered voice). 
Long distance, please. I want to put 
in a trans-Atlantic call. (He looks at 
the cablegram again for cotifirmation) 
Hello. Trans-Atlantic operator? . . . 
This is Mesalia one four two. I want 
to talk to Miss Lorraine Sheldon— 
S-h-^'l-d-o-n. She’s on the Norman¬ 
die. It sailed from Southampton day 
before yesterday. ... Will it take 
long? . . • All right. My name is 
Whiteside. . . . Thank you. (He 
hangs up as the door bell rings. He 
goes back to the manuscript again 
and looks through it. John then ush¬ 
ers in DR. BRADLEY.) 

DR. BRADLEY (^hearty, as usual). 

Well, well! Good evening, Mr. 
Whiteside! 

WHITESIDE. Come back tomorrow— 

I’m busy. 

DR. BRADLEY (fMming cMte). Now 
what would be the best news that I 
could possibly bring you? 

WHITESIDE. You have hydrophobia. 

DR. BRADLEY (laughing it off). No, 

no. . . . Mr. Whiteside, you are a 
well man. You can get up and walk 
now. You can leave here tomorrow. 
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WHITESIDE. What do you mean? 

DR. BRADLEY. Well, sii! I lookcd at 
those X-rays again this morning, and 
do you know u’hat? I had been look¬ 
ing at the wrong X-rays. I had been 
looking at old Mrs. Moffat’s X-rays. 
You are perfectly, absolutely well! 

WHITESIDE. Lower your voice, will 
you? 

DR. BRADLEY. What's the matter? 
Aren’t you pleased? 

WHITESIDE. Delighted. . . . Natur¬ 
ally. . . . Ah—this is a very unex¬ 
pected bit of news, however. It comes 
at a very curious moment. (He i< 
thinking fast; suddenly he gets an 
idea. He clears his throat and looks 
around apprehensively) Dr. Brad¬ 
ley, I—ah—I ha^'e some good news 
for you, too. I have been reading you' 
book—ah—Forty Years-what is it? 

DR. BRADLEY (eagerly). An Ohio 

Doctor-—yes} 

WHITESIDE. I consider it extremely 
close to being one of the great literary 
contributions of our time. 

DR. BRADLEY. Ml. Whitesidc! 

WHITESIDE. So strongly do I feel 
about it, Dr. Bradley, that I have a 
proposition to make to you. Just here 
and there the book is a little uneven, 
a little rough. What I u'ould like to 
do is to stay here in Mesalia and 
work with you on it. 

DR. BRADLEY (all choked up). Mr. 

Whiteside, I would be so terribly 
honored— 

WHITESIDE. Yes. But there is just on 
difficulty. You see, if my lectui'i 
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bureau and my radio sponsors were to 
learn that I am well, they w'Ould in¬ 
sist on my fulfilling my contracts, and 
I would be forced to leave Mesalia. 
Therefore, we must not tell anyone 
—not anyone at all—that I am well. 

DR. BRADLEY. I See. I SCO. 

WHITESIDE. Not even Miss Cutler, 
you understand. 

DR. BRADLEY. No, I WOn’t. Not 3 SOul. 

Not even my wife. 

WHITESIDE. That’s fine. 

)R. BRADLEY. When do we start 
*.\ork—tonight? I’ve got just one pa¬ 
tient that’s dying and then I’ll be per¬ 
fectly free. 

(The phone rings.") 


. . Now wait, wait. Let me tell 
you. The author is a young newspa¬ 
per man in this town. Of course he 
wants Cornell, but if you jump on a 
train and get right out here, 1 think 
you could swing it, if you play your 
cards right. . . . No, hes young, 
and very attractive, and just your 
dish, my dear. It just takes a little do¬ 
ing, and you’re the girl that can do 
it. Isn't that exciting, my pet? . . . 
Yes. . . . Yes, that’s right. . . . 
And look. Don’t send me any mes¬ 
sages, Just get on a train and arrive. 

. . . Oh, no, don’t thank me, my 
darling. It’s perfectly all right. Have 
a nice trip and hurry out here. Good¬ 
bye, my blossom. (He hangs up and 
looks guiltily around. Then he 
straightens up and gleefully rubs his 
hands together, miss preen enters, 
medicine in hand, and frightened, as 
usual.) 


WHITESIDE (waving him away). Ah 
-tomorrow morning. This is a private 
call—would you forgive me? . . . 
Hello. . . . Yes, I’m on. (He turns 
again to the doctor) Tomorrow 
morning. 


WHITESIDE (jovial as hell). Hello, 

Miss Preen. My, you’re looking ra¬ 
diant this evening. 

MISS PREEN (staggered). What^ 


DR. BRADLEY. TomotTOW moming it 
is. Good night. You’ve made me very 
proud, Mr. Whiteside. (He goes.) 

WHITESIDE (again on the phone). 

Yes, yes, this is Mr. Whiteside on 

the phone. Put them through. . . . 

I lello. Is this my Blossom Girl? How 

arc you, mv lovely? . . . No, no, 
* ^ # 

I’m all right. . . . Yes, still out here. 

. Lorraine dear, when do vou 
land in New York? . . . Tuesday? 
That’s fine. . . . Now listen closely, 
mv pet I've great news for you. 
I’\ c discovered a wonderful play with 
an enchanting part it in for you. Cor¬ 
nell would give her eye teeth to play 
It, but I think I can get it for you. 


WHITESIDE. Nothing. Nothing at all. 
Just said you are ravishing. 

(He takes the medicine from her and 
swallows it at one gulp> miss preen, 
still staggered, retreats into the li¬ 
brary, just as MAGGIE comes down 
the stairs. She is dressed for the 
street.) 

MAGGIE Cpotisitig cn the landing). 
Sherr)’, I’m sony^ for what I said be¬ 
fore. I’m afraid I was a little unjust. 

WTiiTEsiDE (all nobility). That’s all 
right, Maggie dear. We all lose our 
tempers now and then. 

MAGGiF I promised to have diiinei 
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\vith Bert and go to a movie, but we’ll 
come back and play cribbage with 
you instead. 

WHITESIDE. Fine. 

MAGGIE. See you soon, Sherry dear. 
(S/ie kisses him lightly on the 
forehead and goes on her way. 
WHITESIDE looks after her until he 
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hears the doors close. Then his face 
lights up again and he hursts hap¬ 
pily into song as he wheels himself 
into the library.^ 

WHITESIDE. 

“I’se des a ’ittle wabbit in the sun¬ 
shine, 

I’se des a ’ittle wabbit in the wain— ' 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


A week later, late afternoon. 

The room is now dominated hy a large Christmas tree, set in the curve jf 
the staircase, and hung with the customary Christmas ornaments. 

SARAH and JOHN are passing in and out of the library, bringing forth huge 
packages which they are placing under the tree, maggie sits at a little table 
at one side, going through a pile of correspondence. 


JOHN. Well, I guess that’s all there 
are, Miss Cutler. They’re all under 
the tree. 

MAGGIE. Thank you, John. 

SARAH. My, I never saw anyone get 
so many Christmas presents. I can 
hardly wait to see what’s in ’em. 

JOHN. When'll Mr. Whiteside open 
them, Miss Cutler? 

MAGGIE. Well, John, you see Qarist- 
mas is Mr. Whiteside’s personal prop¬ 
erty. He invented it and it belongs 
to him. First thing tomorrow morn¬ 
ing, Mr. Whiteside will open each 
and every present, and there will be 
the damnedest fuss you ever saw. 


SARAH (bending over the packages'). 
My, look who he’s got presents from! 
Shirley Temple, William Lyon 
Phelps, Billy Rose, Ethel Waters, 
Somerset Maugham—I can hardly 
wait for tonight. 

(The doorbell rings, john departs 
for the door.) 

SARAH. My, it certainly is wonderful. 
And Mr. Whiteside’s tree is so beau¬ 
tiful, too. Mr. and Mrs. Stanley had 
to put theirs in their bedroom, you 
know. They can hardly undress at 
night. 

(It is BERT JEFFERSON who enters.) 

BERT. Hello, Maggie. Merry Christ¬ 
mas, Sarah. 
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SARAH. Merry Christmas, Mr. JefFer- 
son. 

(Sfce and john disappear into the 
dining room.) 

BERT (ohseri'ing the pile of packages 
under the tree). Say, business is good, 
isn’t it? My, what a little quiet black¬ 
mail and a weekly radio hour can get 
you. did his sponsors give 

fcim? 

MAGGIE. They gave him a full year’s 
supply of their product, Cream of 
Mush. 

BERT. Well, he’ll give it right back 
to them over the air. 

MAGGIE. Wait until you hear to¬ 
night’s broadcast, old fellow. It’s so 
sticky I ha\’en’t been able to get it 
off my fingers since I copied it. 

BERT. I’ll bet . . . Look, I’ll come 
clean. Under the influence of God 
knows what I have just bought you a 
Christmas present. 

MAGGIE (surprised). Why, Mr. Jef¬ 
ferson, sir. 

BERT. Only I’d like you to see it be¬ 
fore I throw away my hard-eanied 
monc\-. Can you run downtown with 
me and take a look at it? 

MAGGIE. Rcrt, this is VCTA' sweet of 
you. I'm quite touched. What is it? 
1 can’t wait. 

BERT. A two years’ subscription to 
Screen Romances. . . . Listen do 
you think I’m going to tell you? Cone 
down and see. 

MAGGIE (she calls jtito the lihran' 

Sh err\! SIi err\'. I’m going out for i 
few minutes. With Horace G^eele^ 
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I won’t be long. (She goes into the 
hallway for her coat and hat.) 

BERT (raising his voice). Noel, Noel, 
Mr. W.! How about some cribbage 
after your broadcast tonight? 

(The WHITESIDE wheelchair is roll 
ing into the room.) 

WHITESIDE. No, I will not play cTib- 

bage with you, Klondike Harry, You 
have been swindling the be-jesus oui 
of me for two weeks. . . . Where 
are you off to now, Madame Butter¬ 
fly? 

MAGGIE. I’m being given a Christ' 
mas present. Anything you want 
done downtown? 

w^HiTEsiDE. ’Es. B’ing baby a lolll 
pop. . . . What are you giving me 
for Christmas, Jefferson? I have en¬ 
riched your feeble life beyond your 
capacity to repay me. 

BERT. Yes, that’s what I figured, so 
I’m not giving you anything. 

w'HiTESiDE. I see. W^ell, I was giving 
you my old truss, but now I shan’t. 
. . . hlaggie, what time are those 
radio men coming? 

MAGGIE. About six-thirt}^—I’ll be 
here. You’ve got to cut, Sherry. Y^ou’re 
four minutes over. Oh, by the way, 
there was a wire from Beverly. It’s 
there somewhere. He doesn’t know 
what train he can get out of Chicago, 
but he’ll be here some time this eve 
ning. 

WHITESIDE. Good! Is he staying o\'er* 
night? 

MAGGIE. No, he has to get light out 
again. He’s sailing Fridav on the 
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BERT. Think I could peek in at the 
\^-indow and get a look at him? Bev¬ 
erly Carlton used to be one of my 
heroes. 

WHITESIDE. Used to be, you ink- 
stained hack? Beverly Carlton is the 
greatest single talent in the English 
^eatre today. Take this illiterate 
numbskull out of my sight, Maggie, 
and don't bring him back. 

BERT. Yes, Mr. Whiteside, sir. I won t 
come back until Beverly Carlton gets 

here. 

MAGGIE (fls they go on their way). 
WTiere are we going, Bert? I want to 
know what you’ve bought me—I’m 
like a ten-year-old kid. 

BERT C^aughing a little). You know, 
you look like a ten-year-old kid right 
now, Maggie, at that. 

(They are out of earshot hy this 
time. WHITESIDE looks after them in¬ 
tently, listens until the door closes. 
He considers for a second, then 
wheels himself over to the tele¬ 
phone.) 

WHITESIDE (on the phone). Will you 
give me the Mansion House, please? 

. . No, I don’t know the number. 

. . Hello? Mansion House? . . . 
Tell me, has a Miss Lonaine Sheldon 
arrived yet? . . . Yes, that’s right— 
Miss Lorraine Sheldon. From New 
York. . . . She hasn’t, eh? Thank 
you. (He hangs up, drums with his 
pngers on the armchair, looks at 
his watch. He slaps his knees impa¬ 
tiently, stretches. Then, vexed at his 
self-imposed imprisonment, he looks 
cautiously around the room, peers up 
the stairs. Then, slowly, he gets out 
of his chair; standing beside it, he 
indulges in a few mild calisthenics, 
looking cautiously around all the 


while. Then the sound of ihe library 
doors being opened sends him scurry¬ 
ing back to his chair. It is miss preen 
u’/jo emerges.) 

WHITESIDE (annoyed). What do you 
want, coming in like that? M^hy don t 
you knock before yon come into a 
room? 

MISS PREEN. But- 1 wasn’t coming 
in. I was coming out. 

WHITESIDE. Miss Preen, you are ob¬ 
viously in this voom. That is true, 
isn’t it? 

MISS PREEN. Yr:;, it is, but— 

WHITESIDE. 7herefore you came in. 
Hereafter, please knock. 

(Before miss preen can reply, how- 
ever, john enters from the dining 
room.) 

JOHN (e/t rotite to the front door). 
Tlicre’re some expressmen here with 
a crate, Mr. Whiteside. I told them 
to come around the front. 

WHITESIDE. Thank you, John. . . . 
Don’t stand there. Miss Preen. You 
look like a frozen custard. Go away. 

MISS PREEN (controlling herself as 
h^st as she can). Yes, sir. (S/ze goes.) 
C At the same time two expressmen, 
:arrying a crate, enter from the front 
door.) 

JOHN. Bring it right in here. Careful 
ihere—don’t scrape the wall. Why, 
it’s some kind of animals. 

expressman, ni sav it’s animals. Wa 
had to feed ’em at seven o’clock thii 
morning. 

WHITESIDE. Bring it over here, John, 
Who’s it from? 
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JOHN (reading from the tO'p of the 
crate as they set it down^ Admiral 
Richard E. Byrd. Say! 
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WHITESIDE. Merry Christmas. Merry 
Christmas. Do you happen to know 
if eels are in season, Doctor^ 


WHITESIDE (peering through the 
slats'). Why, they're penguins. Two 
—three—four penguins. Hello, my 
pretties. 

EXPRESSMAN. Directions for feeding 
arc right on top. These two slats are 
open. 

JOHN (reading). “To be fed only 
whale blubber, eels and cracked lob- 


EXPRESSMAN. They got Coca-Cola 
this morning. And liked it. (They 

go-) 


WHITESIDE (peering through the 
slats again). Hello, hello, hello. You 
know, thev make the most entranc* 
ing companions, John. Admiral Byrd 
has one that goes on all his lecture 
tours. I want these put right in the 
lihrarv with me. Take ’em right in. 

JOHN (picking up the crate). Yes, 

WHITESIDE. Better tell Sarah to order 
a couple of dozen lobsters. I don’t 
suppose there's any whale blubber in 
Mcsalia. 

K.\t nhich point dr. Bradley ohiig- 
nigh enters front the hall mr. 
WHITESIDE is cijjtal to the occasion.) 

WHITESIDE (u’it/i /list tJic uicrest 
glance at the doctor). Oh, yes, there 
h. 

DR. BRADLEY. Thc dooL was opcn, 
so i— Good afternoon, Mr. W^ite- 
-side. And Morn' Christmas. 


DR. BRADLEY. How’s that? 

WHITESIDE. Never mind. I was a fool 
to ask you. 

Cjohn returns from the library, care- 
fully closing the doors,) 

JOHN. I opened those two slats a lit¬ 
tle, Mr. Whiteside—they seemed so 
crowded in there. 

WHITESIDE. Thank you, John, (john 
goes on his way) On your way down¬ 
town, Doctor, will you send these 
air mail? Miss Cutler forgot them. 
(He hands him a few letters) Good¬ 
bye. Sorry you dropped in just no;v. 
I have to do my Yogi exercises. (He 
folds his arms, leans hack and closes 
his eyes.) 

DR. BRADLEY. But, Mr. WKitesidc, 
it’s been a week now. My book, vou 
know—when are we going to start 
work on the book? (whiteside, his 
eyes still closed, places his fingers to 
his Ups, for absolute silence) I was 
hoping that today you’d be— (He 
stops short as miss preen returns 
from the dining room) Good after¬ 
noon, Miss Preen, 


MISS preen. Good afternoon. Dr. 
Bradley. (She opetis the doors to en¬ 
ter the lihrarw then freezes in her 
tracks. She closes the doors again and 
turns to the doctor, glass^’'Cyed. She 
raises a tremhling hand to her fore* 
hcod) Doctor, perhaps Fm—not well, 
but—when I opened the doors just 
now I thought I saw a penguin with 
a thermometer in its moutn. 


WHITESIDE. Wliat’s this? Have those 
penguins got out of their crate? 
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MISS PREEN. Oh, thank God. I 
thought perhaps the strain had been 

too much. 

PR. BRADLEY Cincredulous'). Pen¬ 
guins? 

whitbsidb. Yes. Doctor, will you go 
in and capture them, please, and put 
them back in the crate? There’re 
four of them. 

OR. BRADLEY (sofwew/mt Staggered). 

Very well. Do you suppose that later 
on, Mr. Whiteside, we might- 

WHiTESiDB. We’ll see, we’ll see. First 
catch the penguins. And, Miss Preen, 
will you amuse them, please, until 
I come in? 

MISS PREEN (^swallowing hard'). Yes, 

sir. 

(Meanwhile john has descended the 
stairs.) 

JOHN. The Christmas tree just fell on 
Mr. Stanley. He’s got a big bump 
on his forehead. 

WHITESIDE (brightly), ^^^y, isn't 

that too bad? ... Go ahead, Doc¬ 
tor. Go on, Miss Preen. 

(RICHARD pops in from the hallway.) 
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WHITESIDE. Dr. Bradlev is the great¬ 
est living argument for merev kill- 
ings. . . . Well, Dickie, would vou 
like a candid camera shot of my left 
nostril this evening? 

RICHARD. I’m sort of stocked up on 
those. Ha\e you got a minute to look 
at some new ones I’ve taken? 

WHITESIDE. I certainly have. . . . 

\\Tiy, these are splendid, Richard. 

There’s real artistry in them—they’re 

✓ # 

as good as anything by Margaret 
Bourke-M^hite. I like all the things 
you’ve shown me. This is the essence 
of photographic journalism. 

RICHARD. Say, I didn’t know they 
were as good as that. I just like to take 
pictures, that’s all. 

WHITESIDE. Richard, I’ve been mean¬ 
ing to talk to you about this. You’re 
not just a kid fooling with a camera 
any more. These are good. This is 
what you ought to do. You ought to 
get out of here and do some of the 
things you were telling me about. 
Just get on a boat and get off where- 
e^'er it stops. Galveston, Me.xico, 
Singapore—work your way through 
and just take pictures—everything 


RICHARD. Hello, Mr. Wliiteside. 

WHITESIDE. Hello, Dickie, my boy. 

DR. BRADLEY (stUl lingering). Mr. 
Wliiteside, will you have some time 
later? 

WHITESIDE (impatient). I don’t 

know, Doctor. I’m busy now. 


RICHARD. Say, wouldn’t I like to, 
though! It’s what I’ve been dreaming 
of for years. If I could do that I’d be 
the happiest guy in the world. 


WHITESIDE. W^ell, why can’t you do 
it? If I were your age, I’d do it like 
a shot. 


RICHARD. VVMl, you know why. Dad. 


DR. BRADLEY. "WeW, suppose I wait a 

little while? I’ll—I’ll ivait a little 
while. (He goes into the library.) 


WHITESIDE. Richard, do you really 
want to do this more than anything 
else in the world? 
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RICHARD. I certainly do. 


WHITESIDE. Then do it. 

(^juNE comes quietly in from the din-' 
ing room- Ohviotisly there is some¬ 
thing on her mmd.) 

JUNE. Hello, Dick. Good afternoon, 
Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. Hello, my lovely. . . . 
So I’m afraid it’s up to you, Richard. 

RICHARD. I guess it is. Well, thank 
you, Mr. Whiteside. You’ve been 
swell and I’ll never forget it. 

WHITESIDE. Righto, Richard. 

RICHARD. June, are you coming up¬ 
stairs? 

JUNE. Ah— in a few minutes, Rich¬ 
ard. 


JUNE. Yes. I just can't seem to make 
Father understand. It’s like talking 
to a blank wall. He won’t meet him— 
he won’t even talk about it. What are 
we going to do, Mr. Whiteside? 
Sandy and I love each other. I don’t 
know where to turn. 

WHITESIDE. My dear, I’d like to meet 
this young man. I’d like to see him 
for myself. 

JUNE. Would you, Mr. Whiteside? 
Would you meet him? He's—he’s out¬ 
side now. He’s in the^jkitchen. 

WHITESIDE. Good! Bring him in. 

JUNE (liesitating^. Mr. Whiteside, 
he’s—he’s a very sensitive boy. You 
will be nice to him, won’t you? 

WHiTESiDB. God damn it, June, when 
will you learn that I am always kind 
and courteous! Bring this idiot in! 


RICHARD. Well— knock on my door, 
will you? I want to talk to you. 

JUNE. Yes, I will. 

(niCH.\RD disappears up the stairs.) 

WHITESIDE (brightly, opening his 
hook), lune, mv lamb, vou were too 
voung to know about the Ehvell mur- 
der, weren’t vou? Completely fasci¬ 
nating. I have about five favorite 
murders, and the Elwell case is one 
of them. \\^ould vou like to hear 
about it? 

JUNE. Well. Mr. Wliiteside, I wanted 
to talk to vou. Would vou mind, for 
a few minutes? It’s important. 

WHITESIDE. WTiv, certainly, mv dear. 
I take it this is all about vour voung 
Lothario at the factorx'? 


JUNE (^calling through the dining 
room in a low voice). Sandy. . . . 
Sandy. . . . (She stands aside as 
a young man enters. Twenty-three or 
•fotir, keen-looking, neatly hut simply 
dressed) Here he is, Mr. Whiteside. 
This is Sandy. 

SANDY. How do you do, sir? 

WHITESIDE. How do VOU do? Young 
man, I’ve been hearing a good deal 
about vou from June this past week. 
R seems, if I have been correctly in¬ 
formed, that vou two babes in the 
woods haA'e quietlv gone out of vour 

. j 1.0 

minds. 

JUNE. There’s another name for it. 
It’s called love. 

^vKiTEsiDE. Well, vouVe come to 
the right place. Dr. Sheridan White- 
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side, Broken Hearts Mended, Brakes 
Relined, Hamburgers. Go right 

ahead. 

SANDY. Well, if June has told you 
anything at all, Mr. Whiteside, you 
know the jam we’re in. You see, I 
work for the union, Mr. Whiteside. 
I’m an organizer. I’ve been organiz¬ 
ing the men in Mr. Stanley’s factory, 
and Mr. Stanley’s pretty sore about 

it. 

WHITESIDE, ni bet. 

SANDY. Did June tell you that? 
WHITESIDE. Yes, she did. 

SANDY. Well, that being the case, Mr. 
Whiteside, I don't think I have the 
ri^ht to try to influence June. If she 
marries me it means a definite break 
with her family, and I don’t like to 
bring that about. But Mr. Stanley’s 
so stubborn about it, so arbitrary. You 
know, this is not something I’ve done 
just to spite him. We fell in love 
with each other. But Mr. Stanley be¬ 
haves as though it were all a big plot 
-John L. Lewis sent me here just to 
marry his daughter. 

JUNE. He’s tried to fire Sandy twice, 
out at the factory, but he couldn’t on 
account of the Wagner Act, thank 

God! 

SANDY. Yes, he thinks I wrote that, 
too. 

JUNE. If he’d only let me talk to him. 
If he’d let Sandy talk to him. 

SANDY. Well, we’ve gone over all 
that, June. Anyway, this morning I 
got word I’m needed in Chicago. I 
may have to go on to Frisco from 
there. So you see the jam we’re in. 


885 

JUNE. Sandy’s leaving tonight, Mr. 
Whiteside. He’ll probably be gone a 
year. We’ve simply got to decide. 
Now. 

WHITESIDE. My dear, this is absurdly 
simple. It’s no problem at all. Now 
to my jaundiced eye— (The tele- 
yhone rings) Oh-h! Hello. . . . Yes. 

. . . This is Whiteside. . . . Excuse 
me—it’s a trans-Atlantic call. . . . 
Yes? . . . Yes, I’m on. Who’s call¬ 
ing me? (His tone suddenly becomes 
one of keen delight) All right—put 
her through. (He turns to the young 
pnir) It’s Gertrude Stein, in Paris. 

. . . Hello. . . . Hello, Gertie! How’s 
my little nightingale? . . . Yes, I 
hoped you would. How’d you know 
I was here? ... I see. Well, it’s 
w'onderful of you to call. . . . Yes. 
Yes, I’m listening. Ten seconds more? 
(A quick aside to the others) It’ll bc 
Christmas in Paris in ten seconds 
and every year—yes? .. . Yes, Gertie, 
I hear them. It’s wonderful. As 
though they were right outside. . . . 
June! (He holds the receiver out to 
JUNE for a second) Thank you, my 
dear, and a very Merry Christmas to 
you. Don’t forget we’re dining on 
June tenth. . . . Pourquoi ne pas se 
reunir chez vous apr^s? Tachez 
d’avoir Picasso, Matisse, Cocteau. Je 
serai seulement 1^ pour quelques 
jours et je veux voir tout le monde 
N’est-ce pas? Ah! Bon! Au revoir— 
au revoir. (He hangs uf) You know 
what that was you listened to? The 
bells of Notre Dame. 

JUNE. Not really! 

WHITESIDE. Miss Stein calls me every 
Christmas, no matter where I am, so 
that I can hear them. Tw^o years ago 
I was walking on the bottom of the 
ocean in a diving suit with William 
Beebe, but she got me. . . . Now, 
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where were we? Oh, yes. • • • June, 
I like your young man. I have an 
unerring instinct about people—Ive 
never been wrong. That’s why I 
wanted to meet him. My feeling is 
that you two will be very happy to¬ 
gether. Whatever his beliefs are, he’s 
entitled to them, and you shouldn t 
let anything stand in your way. As I 
see it, it's no problem at all. Stripped 
of its externals, what does it come 
down to? Your father. The possibility 
of making him unhappy. Is that 
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WHITESIDE. Not at all, old fellow- 
not at all. It’s Christmas, you know. 
Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas. 

MRS. STANLEY (wervoMsly). Ah-yes- 

Merry Christmas. . . . Would you 
like to come along with us, June? 
Were taking some presents over to 
the Dexters. 

JUNE. No—no, thank you, Mother. 
I—I have to write some letters. (She 
hurries ifp the stairs.) 


ri^ht? 

TUNE. \’ery unhappy. 

WHITESIDE. That isn’t the point. Sup- 
pose your parents are unhappy— its 
good for them. Develops their char¬ 
acters. Look at me. I left home at the 
age of four and haven’t been back 
since. They hear me on the radio 
and that's enough for them. 

SANDY. Then—your advice is to go 
ahead, Mr. Whiteside? 

WHITESIDE. It is. Marry him tonight, 
June. 

JUNE (nbnost afraid to make the 
la’p\ You—you mean that, Mr. 
W’hiteside? 

WHITESIDE (beHou’iwg). No, I mean 


STANLEY (who hos been donning 
his coat). Come along, Daisy. (Turn¬ 
ing, he reveals a great patch of court 
plaster on his head). 

\VHITESIDE (entirely too sweetly). 
Why, Mr. Stanley, what happened 
to your forehead? Did you have an 
accident? 

STANLEY (just OS s^veetly). No, Mr. 
Whiteside. I’m taking boxing lessons. 

. . , Come, Daisy. (They go.) 
(HARRIET, ivho hos been hollering at 
the head of the stairs, hurries down 
as the STANLEYS depart. She is carry¬ 
ing a little Christmas package.) 

HARRIET. Dear Mr. Whiteside, IVe 
been tn'ing all 
give you—this. 


day to see you. To 


vou should main' Senator Borah. If 
I didn’t mean it I wouldn't say it. 
\\ hat do vou want me to do—say it 
all over again? My own opinion is— 

' The voice of MR. STANLEY is heard 
at the head of the stairs. "Come on, 
Daisy—stop dawdling.” JUNE (|iucfelv 
p»s/ies licr young nmn oiH of the 
mow, as MR. and MRS. STANLEY 
riie sMirs.) 

STANLEY (u’it/i dccp sarcas7n). For¬ 
give us for trespassing, Mr. While- 
side. 


WHITESIDE. ^^Tv, Miss Stanley. A 
Christmas gift for me? 

HARRIET. It’s only a trifle, but I 
wanted you to have it. It’s a picture 
of me as I used to be. It was taken 
on another Christmas Eve, many 
years ago. Don’t open it till the stroke 
of midnight, will you? (Tlie doorbell 
rings. HARRIET looks nppreheiisivel>' 
over her skoidder) Merr>» Christmas, 
dear Mr. Whiteside, hlerry Ch^is^ 
mas. 
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whitesidb. Merry Christmas to you, 
Miss Stanley, and thank you. 

(She glides out of the room. In 
the hallway, as John opens the 
door, we hear a wotnans voice, liqtiid 
ntid melting. "This is the Stanley 

residence, tsnttt? Yes, it ts. I ve 

come to see Mr. Whiteside. Will you 
tell him Miss Sheldon is here?”) 

WHITESIDE. Lorraine! My Blossom 

Girl! 


LORRAINE (coming into view). 

Sherry, my sweet! (And quite a view 

it is. LORRAINE SHELDON is known as 

the most chic actress on the New 
York or London stage, and justly so. 
She glitters as she walks. She is beau¬ 
tiful, and even, God save the word, 
aLnorous. ... Her rank as one of 
the Ten Best-Dressed Women of the 
World is richly deserved. She is, in 
short, a siren of no mean talents, and 

knows it.) 


LORRAINE (wasting no time). Oh, 
darling, look at that poor sweet tor¬ 
tured face! Let me kiss it! You poor 
darling, your eyes have a kind of gal¬ 
lant compassion. How drawn you are! 
Sherry, my sweet, I want to cry. 

WHITESIDE. All right, all right. 
You’ve made a very nice entrance. 

Now relax, dear. 

LORRAINE. But, Sherry, darling. I’ve 

been so wonied. And now seeing 
you in that chair . . . 

WHITESIDE. This chair fits my fanny 
as nothing else ever has. I feel bet¬ 
ter than I have in years, and my only 
concern is news of the outside world. 
So take that skunk off and tell me 
everything. How are you, my dear) 

LORRAINE (rewoving a cascade of sil¬ 
ver fox from her shoulders). Darling, 


I’m so relieved. You look perfectly 
wonderful—I never saw you look bet¬ 
ter. My dear, do I look a wreck) 1 
just dashed through New York. 
Didn’t do a thing about Christmas. 
Hattie Carnegie and had my hair 
done, and got right on the train. And 
the Normandie coming back was 
simply hectic. Fun, you know, but 
simply exhausting. Jock Whitney, 
and Cary Grant, and Dorothy di 
Frasso—it was too exhausting. And of 
course London before that was so 
magnificent, my dear—well, I simply 
never got to bed at all. Darling, I’ve 
so much to tell you I don’t know 
where to start. 


WHiTEsiDB. Well, start with the dirt 
first, dear—that’s what I want to hear. 


LORRAINE. Let me see. . . . Well, 
Sybil Cartwright got thrown right 
out of Ciro’s—it was the night before 
I sailed. She was wearing one of 
those new cellophane dresses, and 
you could absolutely see Trafalgar 
Square. And, oh, yes—Sir Harry 
Montrose—the painter, you know— 
is suing his mother for disorderly con¬ 
duct. It’s just shocked everyone. Oh, 
and before I forgei—Anthony Eden 
told me he’s going to be on your New 
Year's broadcast, and he gave me a 
message for you. He said for God’s 
sake not to introduce him again as the 
English Grover Whalen. 


WHITESIDE. Nonsense. . . . Now 
come, dear, what about you? What 
about your love life) I don’t believe 
for one moment that you never got 
to bed at all, if you’ll pardon the 
expression. 

LORRAINE. Sherry dear, you’re dread¬ 
ful. 


WHITESIDE, What about that splen¬ 
did bit of English mutton. Lord Bot- 
Tomley) Haven’t you hooked him yet) 
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LORRATNE. Sherry, please. Cedric is 
a very dear friend of mine. 

WHITESIDE. Now, Blossom Girl, this 
is Sherry. Don’t try to pull the bed 
clothes over my eyes. Don t tell me 
you wouldn’t like to be Lady Bottom- 
ley, with a hundred thousand pounds 
a year and twelve castles. By the way, 
has he had his teeth fixed yet? 
time I order Roquefort cheese I think 

of those teeth. 

LORRAINE. Sherry, really! . . . Cedric 
may not be brilliant, but he’s rather 
sweet, poor lamb, and he’s very fond 
of me, and he does represent a kind 
of English way of living that I like. 
Surrey, and London for the season- 
shooting box in Scotland—that lovely 
old castle in Wales. You were there, 
Sherry—you know what I mean, 

WHITESIDE. Mm. I do indeed. 

LORRAINE. Well, really, Shenys why 
not? If I can marry Cedric I don’t 
know why I shouldn’t. Shall I tell 
you something, Sheriy'? I think, from 
something he said just before I sailed, 
that he’s finally coming around to it. 
It wasn’t definite, mind you, but— 
don’t be surprised if I am Lady Bot- 
tomley before very long. 

WHITESIDE. Lady Bottomley! Won’t 
Kansas City be surprised! However, I 
sliall be a flower girl and give tbe 
groom an iron toothpick as a wedding 
nrcsent. Come ahead, my blossom- 
lot’s hear some more of your skull- 
duggciy’. 

(The library doors arc quietly opened 
at this point and the doctor’s head 
apvcars ) 

DR. BRADLEY (i« Jicovy whisper). 

Mr. Whiteside. 
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WHITESIDE. What? No, no—not now. 
I'm busy. 

(The DOCTOR disappears,) 

LORRAINE. Who’s that? 

WHITE srDE. He's fixing the plumb¬ 
ing. . . . Now come on, come on—I 
want more news. 

LORRAnrE. But, Sherry, what about 
this play? After all, I’ve come all the 
way from New York—even on Christ¬ 
mas Eve—I’ve been so excited ever 
since your phone call. Where is it? 
When can I read it? 

WHITESIDE. Well, here’s the situa¬ 
tion. This young author—his name is 
Bert Jefferson—Drought me the play 
with the understanding that I send it 
to Kit Cornell. It’s a magnificent part, 
and God knows I feel disloyal to Kit, 
but there you are. Now I’ve done this 
much—the rest is up to you. He’s 
vouns and attractive—now, just how 
vou’ll go about persuading him, I’m 
sure you know more about that than 
Ido. 

LORRAINE. Darling, how can I ever 
thank you? Does he know I’m com¬ 
ing—NIr. Jefferson, I mean? 

WHiTESiDB. No, no. You’re just out 
here visiting me. You’ll meet him, 
and that's that. Get him to take you 
to dinner, and work around to the 
play. Good God, I don’t have to tell 
you how to do tliese things. How 
did you get all those other parts? 

LORRAINE. Shenyd . . . Well, I’ll go 
back to the hotel and get into some¬ 
thing more attractive, I just dumped 
my bags and rushed right over here. 
Darling, you're wonderful. (Lightly 
kissing him.) 
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WHITESIDE. All rigKt-mn along and 
get into your working clothes. Then 
^me right back here and spend 
Christmas Eve with Sherry and I’ll 
have Mr. Jefferson on tap. By the 
way, I’ve got a little surprise for you. 
WTo do you think's paying me a fly¬ 
ing visit tonight? None other than 
your old friend and fellow actor, 
Beverly Carlton. 


WHITESIDE. Santa’s been at work, 
my pet. Blossom Girl just dropped in 
out of the blue and surprised us. 

MAGGIE (quietly'). Hello, Lorraine. 

WHITESIDE (fls JEFFERSON appears). 

Who’s that-Bert? This is Mr. Bert 
Jefferson, Lorraine. Young news' 
paperman. Miss Lorraine Sheldon. 


XORRAINE (not too delighted). 
Really? Beverly? I thought he was 
being glamorous again on a tramp 
steamer. 

WHITESIDE. Come, come, dear— 
mustn’t be bitter because he got bet¬ 
ter notices than you did. 

LORRAINE. Don't be silly, Sherry. I 
never read notices. I simply wouldn’t 
care to act with him again, that’s all. 
He’s not staying here, is he? I hope 

not! 


BERT, How do you do, Miss Sheldon? 

LORRAINE. How do you do? I didn’t 
quite catch the name—Jefferson? 

WHITESIDE (sweetly). Tliat’s right, 

Pet. 

LORRAINE (full Steam ahead), ^^^^y, 
Mr. Jefferson, you don’t look like a 
newspaperman. You don’t look like a 
newspaperman at all. 

BERT. Reallv? I thought it was wTit- 
ten all over me in neon lights. 


WHITESIDE. Temper, temper, tem¬ 
per. No, he's not. . . . WTiere’d you 
get that diamond clip, dear? That’s a 
new bit of loot, isn’t it? 

LORRAINE. Haven't you seen this be¬ 
fore? Cedric gave it to me for his 
mother’s birthday. . . . Look, darling. 
I’ve got a taxi outside. If I’m going to 
get back here— 

(At this point the voice of maggie 
is heard in the hallway.) 

MAGGIE. Sherry, what do you think? 
I’ve just been given the most beauti¬ 
ful .. . (She stops short and comes 
to a dead halt as she sees Lorraine.) 

LORRAINE. Oh, hello, Maggie. I knew 
you must be around somewhere. How 
are you, my dear? 


LORRAINE. Oh, no, not at all. I should 
have said you were—oh, I don’t know 
—an aviator or an explorer or some¬ 
thing. They have that same kind of 
dash about them. I’m simply en¬ 
chanted with your town, Mr. Jeffer¬ 
son. It gives one such a warm, gra¬ 
cious feeling. Tell me—have you 
lived here all your life? 

BERT. Practically. 

WHITESIDE. If you wish to hear the 
story of his life, Lorraine, kindly do 
so on your own time. Maggie and 1 
have work to do. Get out of here, 
Jefferson. On your way, Blossom. 

LORRAINE. He’s the world’s rudest 
man, isn’t he? Can I drop you, Mr. 
Jefferson? I'm going down to the— 
Mansion House, I think it’s called. 
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BERT. Thank you, hut Ive got my 
car. Suppose I drop you? 

LORRAINE. Oh, would you? Thatd 
be lovely— ■we’ll send the taxi off. See 
\oii in 'a little while. Sherry. 'Bye, 
Klaggie. 

BERT. Good-hye, Miss C. (He turns 
to Whiteside). I’m invited back for 
dinner, am I not? 

WHITESIDE. Yes— 5 ^es, you are. At 

Christmas I always feed the needy. 

/ 

Now please stop oozing out—get out. 

LORRAINE. Come on, Mr. Jefferson. 
1 want to hear more about this charm¬ 
ing little town. And I want to know 
a good deal about you, too. 

(And they are gone. There is a slight 
hut pregnant paitse after they go. 
MAGGIE simply stands looking at 
WHITESIDE, waiting for what may 
come forth.') 

WHITESIDE, (os though uothiiig had 
happened). Now let’s see, have you 
got a copy of that broadcast? How 
much did vou say they wanted out 
—lour minutes? 
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WHITESIDE, (completely ahsorhed). 

What? Oh, I don’t know—a few days 
(He reads from his manuscript) 
"At this joyous season of the year, 
when in the hearts of men—’' I can’t 
cut that. 

MAGGIE. Isn’t it curious? There was 
Lorraine, snug as a bug in somebody’s 
bed on the Normandie— 

WHITESIDB (so husy). ‘Tre the Yule- 
tide season pass—” 

MAGGIE (quietly taking the manu¬ 
script out of his hands). Now, Sherry 
dear, we will talk a bit. 

WHITESIDE. Now look here, Maggie. 
Just because a friend of mine hap¬ 
pens to come out to spend Christmas 
with me— (The doorbell rings) I 
have a hunch that’s Beverly. Maggie, 
see if it is. Go ahead—run! Run! 
(maggie looks at him—right through 
him, in fact. Then she goes slowly 
toward the door. We hear her voice 
at the door: "Beverlyr Then, in 
dipped English tones: "Afngpiel A 
large, moist, incestuous kiss for my 
magpier) 


MAGGIE. That’s right—four minutes. 

. . . She's looking very well, isn’t she? 

ui'iTEsiDE (bnsy with his mnnu- 
script). W'hat’s that? Who? 

MAGGIE. The Countess di Pushover. 

. . . Quite a surprise, wasn’t it— 
iicr dropping in? 

WHITESIDE. Yes—yes, it was. Now 
CJiuc on, Maggie, come on. Get to 
work. 

MAGGIE. Why, she must have gone 
through New York like a dose of salts, 
i low long's she going to stay? 


WHITESIDE (ronring). Come in here, 
\'ou Piccadilly pen-pusher, and gaze 
upon a soul in agony. 

(beverly CARLTON cufcrs, atm in 
arm with maggie. Very confident, 
X'ery British, very Beverl)- Crtrlfon.) 

BEVERLY. Don’t tell me how you are, 
Shenv' dear. I want none of the tire¬ 
some details. I have only a little time, 
so conversation wall be entirely about 
7ne, and I shall love it. Shall I tell 
you how I glittered through the 
South Seas like a silver scimitar, or 
would you rather hear how I frolicked 
through Zambesia, raping the Major 
General’s daughter and finishing a 
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three-act play at the same time? . . . 
Magpie dear, you are the moon- 
fiower of my middle age, and I love 
vou ver)^ much. Say something beau¬ 
tiful to me. Sherry dear, without go¬ 
ing into mountainous waves of self- 
pity, how are you? 

•VHITESIDE. I’m fine, you presumptu¬ 
ous cockney. . . . Now, how was the 
trip, wonderful? 

BEVERLY. Fabulous. I did a fantastic 
amount of work. By the way, did I 
glimpse that little boudoir butterfly, 
La Sheldon, in a motor-car as I came 
up the driveway? 

MAGGIE, You did indeed. She's pay¬ 
ing us a Christmas visit. 

BEVERLY. Dear girl! They do say she 
set fire to her mother, but I don’t be¬ 
lieve it. . V . Sherry, my evil one, 
not only have I written the finest 
comedy since Moli^re, but also the 
best re\'ue since my last one and an 
operetta that frightens me—it’s so 
good. I shall play it for eight weeks 
in London and six in New York— 
that’s all. No matinees. Then I am off 
to the Grecian Islands. . . . Magpie, 
why don’t you come along? Why 
don't you desert this cannonball of 
fluff and come with me? 

MAGGIE. Beverly dear, be careful. 
You’re catching me at a good mo¬ 
ment. 

WHITESEDB (changing the subject'). 

Tell me, did you have a good time 
in Hollywood? How long were you 
there? 

BEVERLY. Three unbelievable days. 
I saw everyone from Adrian to Zan- 
uck. They came, poor dears, as to a 
shrine y was insufferably charming 
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and ruthlessly firm in refusing sc\x‘n 
million dollars for two minutes’ 
work. 

WHITESIDE. What about Banjo? Did 
vou see my wonderful Banjo in I lol- 
lywood? 

BEVERLY. I did. I le gave a dinner foi 
me. I arrived, in white tie and tails, 
to be met at the door by two be- 
wigged flunkies, who quietly pro¬ 
ceeded to take my trousers off. I wa3 
then ushered, in mv lemon silk 
drawers, into a room full of Nornin 
Shearer, Claudette Colbert, anr^ 
Aldous Huxley, among others. Dear, 
sweet, incomparable Banjo. 

WHITESIDE. I’ll never forget tha( 
summer at Antibes, when Banjo piir 
a microphone in Lorraine’s mattress, 
and then played the record the next 
day at lunch. 

BEVERLY. I remember it indeed. Lor¬ 
raine left Antibes by the next boat. 

MAGGIE (half to herself). I wish 
Banjo were here now. 

BEVERLY. Wffiat’s the matter, Mag¬ 
pie? Is Lonaine being her own sweet 
sick-making self? 

MAGGIE. You V'ouldn’t take her to 
the Grecian Islands with vou, would 
you, Beverly? Just for me? 

WHITESIDE. Now, now. Lorraine is 
a charming person who has gallantly 
given up her own Christmas to spend 
it with me. 

BEVERLY. Oh, I knew I had a bit of 
dirt for us all to nibble on. (He 
a letter out of his 'pocket. Again the li 
hrary doors are opened and the doc 
tor’s head comes throttgh.) 
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Mr. Whiteside. Basil spohe tor th-th-three houre. 

D'd'dropped dead at the end of it. 


WHITESIDE. No, no, DOt DOW. 



Ripping.'" 


away. 

(The DOCTOR withdraws.') 

BF.VERLY. I Ia^’e you kidnapped some¬ 
one, Sherr)'? 


WHITESIDE. Yes, that was Charley 
Ross ... Go ahead. Is this some¬ 
thing juicy? 

BEVERLY. Juicy as a pomegranate. It 
is the latest report from London on 
the winter maneuvers of Miss Lor¬ 
raine Sheldon against the left flank 
—in fact, all flanks—of Lord Cedric 
Bottomley. Listen: ^‘Lorraine has 
just left us in a cloud of Chanel 
Number Five. Since September, in 
her relentless pursuit of His Lord- 
ship, she has paused only to change 
girdles and check her oil. She has 
chased him, panting, from castle to 
castle, till he finally took refuge, for 
sc\eral week-ends, in the gentle¬ 
mens lavator\^ of the House of 
Lords. Practically no one is betting 
on the Derby this year; we are all 
/naking book on Lorraine. She is sail¬ 
ing tomorrow on the Normandie, 
hut would return on the Yankee 
Clipper if Bottomlev so much as 
belches in her direction.” Have vou 
ever met Lord Bottomlev, Magpie 
dear? (lie goes immediately into an 
impcrsotnuiofi of His Lordship. Wry 
Brifish, verv full of teeth, stuttering) 
*‘No good shooting today, 

Mast it. Only s-s-six partridges, 
f-t-four grouse, and the D-D-Duke of 
SutlKTland.” 

WHITESIDE (ehuckling), Mv God, 
that’s Bottomlev to the vet^' bottom. 

PEVERLY (still in character). “R-r-rip- 
ping debate in the House today. Old 


MAGGIE. You're making it up, Bev¬ 
erly. No one sounds like that. 


WHITESIDE. Ii s so good it's uncanny. 
.. . Damn it, Beverly, why must you 
race right out of here? I never see 
enough of you, you ungrateful mop¬ 
pet. 


BEVERLY. Sherry darling, I can only 
tell you that my love for you is so 
great that I changed trains at Chicago 
to spend ten minutes with you and 
wish you a Merry Christmas. Merry 
Christmas, my lad. My little Mag¬ 
pie. (A look at his watch) And now 
I have just time for one magnificent 
number, to give you a taste of how 
brilliant the whole thing is. It's the 
second number in the re\aie. (He 
strikes a chord on the piano, hut be¬ 
fore he can go further the telephone 
rings.) 


WHITESIDE. Oh, damn! Get rid of 
them, Maggie. 

MAGGIE. Hello . . . Oh, hello, Bert 
. . . Oh! Well, just a minute, . . . 
Beverly, would you talk to a news¬ 
paperman for just two minutes? I 
kind of promised him. 


BEVERLY. Won't havc time, Mag¬ 
pie, unless he’s under the piano. 

MAGGIE. Oh! (Into tJie p/ione) Wait 
a minute, (To beverly again) 
Would you see him at the station, 
just for a minute before the train 
goes? (beverly nods) Bert, go to the 
station and wait for him. He’ll be 
tliere in a few minutes. . . • *Bye. 
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WHITESIDE. The stalls are impatient, 
Beverly. Let’s have this second-rate 
masterpiece. 

BEVERLY (his fingers rippling over 

the keys'). It’s called: “What Am I 
to Do?” 

''Oft in the nightfall 
I think I mi^t fall 
Down from my perilous height; 
Deep in the heart of me, 

Ahvays a part of me, 

Quivering, shivering light. 

Run, little lady, 

Ere the shady 
Shafts of time 

Barb you w'ith their winged desire, 
Singe you with their sultry fire. 
Softly a fluid 
Druid 

Meets me. 

Olden 

and golden 

the dawn that greets me; 
Cherishing, 

Perishing, 

Up to the stars 
I climb. 

What am I to do 
Toward ending this madness, 
This sadness, 

That’s rending me through? 

The flow^ers of yesteryear 
Are haunting me, 

Taunting me, 

Darling, for wanting you. 

What am I to say 

To w'amings of sorrow 
When morning’s tomorrow 
Greets the dew? 

Will I see the cosmic Ritz 
Shattered and scattered to bits? 
What not am I to do?” 

(As he swings into the chorus for a 
second time the doorbell rings, and 
JOHN is glimpsed as he goes to the 
door. It a trio of radio men who 


appear in the doorway_ Jieir arms 
filed until equipment for MR. woiite- 
side’s broadcast.) 

w'HiTESiLt. Oh, come in, Westcott. 

. . . Beverly, it’s superb. The best 
thing you’ve ever w'ritten. It’ll be 
played by ever^^ ragtag orchestra 
from Salem to Singapore. 

BEVERLY. Please! Let me say that 
. . . Ah, the air waves, eh? Well, I 
shan’t have to hear you, thank God- 
I shall be on the train. 

MAGGIE. Come on, Whiteside, say 
good-bye. Mr. Westcott, he’s still 
four minutes over—you’ll have to 
chisel it out. 

WHITESIDE (as MAGGIE Starts to 
wheel him into the library). Stop this 
nonsense. Beverly, my lamb— 

MAGGIE. You can kiss Be\'erly in 
London on July twelfth. (Then to 
the technicians) The microphone 
set-up is right there, gentlemen, and 
you can connect up outside. John, 
show them w'here it is. 

w'HiTEsiDE. Maggie, what the hell 
are you— 

BEVERLY (callmg after the fast-dis¬ 
appearing Whiteside). Au revoir, 
Sherry. Meix)^ Christmas. Magpie, 
come get a kiss, 

MAGGIE (emerging from the library 
and closing the doors behind her). 
Beverly, I w'ant one minute. I must 
have it. You’ll make the train. Hie 
station’s a minute and a half from 
here. 

BEVERLY. Why, what’s the matter. 
Magpie? 

(At which the library doors arc 
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opened and the doctor emerges, 
rather apologetically. He is sped on 
his way hy MR. Whiteside’s roaring 
voice—"Oh, get out of here!") 

DR. BRADLEY. I’m—I’m just waiting 
in the kitchen until Mr. Whiteside 
is— Excuse me. (He darts out 
through the dining room.) 

BEVERLY. Who ts that man> 

MAGGIE. Never mind . . . Beverly, 
I’m in great trouble. 

BEVERLY. Why, Magpie dear, what’s 
the matter? 


BEVERLY. But how? How caii D I'm 
leaving. 

(The library doors are opened and 
WESTCOTT, the radio man, emerges.) 

WE6TCOTT. Have you a carbon copy 
of the broadcast, Miss Cutler? 

MAGGIE. It's on that table. 

WESTCOTT. Thank you. One of those 
penguins ate the original. 

(The voice of vvhiteside is now 
heard calling from his room.) 

WHITESIDE. Beverly, are you still 
there? 


MAGGIE. I’ve fallen in love. For the 
first time in mv life. Beverly, I’m in 
lo\'e. I can’t tell you about it—there 
isn’t time. But Sherry is tr)dng to 
break it up. In his own fiendish way 
he’s doing everything he can to break 
it up. 

BEVERLY. Why, the old devil! What’s 
he doing? 

.sr AGGIE. Lorraine. He’s brought Lor¬ 
raine here to smash it. 

BEVERLY, Oh, it’s somcbody here? 
In this town? 

MAGGIE (jjodding). He’s a newspa- 
pennan—the one you’re going to see 
at the station—and he’s written a 
olaN', and I know Sherr\' must be 
using that as bait. You know Lor¬ 
raine—she'll eat him up alive. You've 
got to help me, Beverly. 

BEVERLY. Of course I will, Magpie. 
\\ hat do you ^vant me to do? 

MAGGIE. I’ve got to get Lorraine out 
of here—the farther away the better 
—and you can do it for me. 


MAGGIE. No, he’s gone, Sherry. (She 
lowers her voice) Come out here. 
(Maneuvering him into the hall, we 
see her whisper to him; his head bobs 
up and down quickly in assent. Then 
he lets out a shriek of lajtghter.) 

BEVERLY. I’d love it. I’d absolutely 
love it. (MAGGIE puts a quick finger 
to his lips, peers toward the white- 
side room. But mr. westcott has 
gone in; the doors are closed) It’s 
simply enchanting, and bitches 
Sherry and Lorraine at the same time. 
It’s pure heaven! I adore it, and I 
shall do it up browm. (He etnhraces 
her.) 

MAGGIE. Darling, the first baby will 
be named Beverly. You’re wonderful. 

BEVERLY. Of course I am. Come to 
Chislewick for your honeymoon and 
I’ll put you up. Good-bye, my lovely. 
I adore vou. (And he is gone, maggie 
comes hack into the room, highly 
pleased with herself. She even sings 
a fragment of beverly’s song. 'Ilshat 
am I to do? Trrt-Ifl-Ia-In-Li'lfl." JOHN, 
entering from the dining room, hredb 
the song.) 
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JOHN. Shall I straighten up the room 
for the broadcast, Miss Cutler? 

MAGGIE. No, John, it isn't television, 
thank Ciod. They only hear that 
liquid voice. 

JOHN. He's really v/onderful, isn’t 
he? The things he finds time to do. 

MAGGIE. Yes, he certainly sticks his 
nose into everything, John. (She goes 
into the Uhrary. John is 'putting the 
room in order when suddenly june 
comes quietly down the stairs. She 
is dressed for the street and is carry¬ 
ing a suitcase.^ 

JOHN. Why, Miss June, are you go¬ 
ing away? 

JUNE. Why—no, John. No. I’m just— 
Mr. Whiteside is inside, I suppose? 

JOHN. Yes, he's getting ready to go 
on the radio. 


LORRAINE. Hello, dear. Where’'. 
Sherr)’? 

MAGGIE. Ins’de, working— he's broad 
casting very soon. 

LORRAINE. Oh, of course—Christ¬ 
mas Eve. What a wonderful man 
Sheridan Whiteside is! You know, 
mv dear, it must be such an utter joy 
to be secretary to somebody like 

Sherrv. 

MAGGIE. Yes, you meet such interest¬ 
ing people. . . . That’s quite a gown. 
Lorraine. Going anywhere? 

LORRAINE. This? Oh, I just tluew 
on anvthina at all. Aren’t vou dress- 
ing for dinner? 

MAGGIE. No, just what mcets the eye 
(She has occasion to carry a fexo pa¬ 
pers across the room at this point. 
Lorraine’s eye watches her nar¬ 
rowly.') 


JUNE. Oh! Well, look, John— 

(Awd then richard darts down the 
stairs. A light hag, two cameras slung 
over his shoidder.) 

RICHARD (to JUNE, in fl heavy whis¬ 
per). Where’s Mr. Whiteside? In 
there? 

JUNE. Yes, he is. 

RICHARD. Oh! Well, maybe we ought 
fo— (The doorbell rings, richard 
and JUNE exchange looks, then scur¬ 
ry ottt quickly throtigh the dining 
room. JOHN looks after them for a 
second, puzzled, then goes to the 
door. It is LORRAINE who comes in, 
resplendent noxv in evening dress 
and wrap, straight from Paris. At the 
same time maggie emerges from the 
library and john goes on his way.) 


LORRAINE. Who docs yout hair, 

Maggie? 

MAGGIE. A little French woman 
named Maggie Cutler comes in every 
morning. 

LORRAINE. You know, ever)^ time I 
see you I keep thinking your hair 
could be so lovely. I always want to 
get my hands on it. 

MAGGIE (quietly). I’ve always want¬ 
ed to get mine on yours, Lonaine. 

LORRAINE (absently). WhH, dear? 
(One of the radio men drifts into the 
room, plugs into the control board, 
drifts out again. Lorraine's eyes fol¬ 
low him idly. Then she turns to 
MAGGIE again) By the way, whai 
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time does Be^/erly get here? I’m not 
Dver anxious to meet him. 

MAGGIE. He’s been and gone, Lor¬ 
raine. 

LORRAINE. Really? Well, I’m very 
glad. ... Of course you’re great 
friends, aren't you—you and Beverly? 

MAGGIE. Yes, we are I think he’s a 
wonderful person. 

LORRAINE. Oh, I suppose SO. But 
when I finished acting with him I 
was a perfect wreck. All during that 
tender love scene that the critics 
thought was so magnificent he kept 
dropping peanut shells down my 
dress. I wouldn’t act with him again 
if I were standing. 

MAGGIE (cRSKrtHy). Tell me, Lor¬ 
raine, have you found a new play 
vet? 
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MAGGIE. Yes, isn’t it? 

(There is a considerable 'pause. The 
ladies smile at each other.) 

LORRAINE (evading Maggie’s eyes'). 
They’ve put a polish on my nails I 
simply loathe. I don’t suppose Eliza¬ 
beth Arden has a branch in this 
town. 

MAGGIE (busy with her papers). Not 
if she has any sense. 

LORRAINE. Oh, well, I’ll just bear it, 
but it does depress me. (She rises, 
wanders aimlessly for a moment, 
picJis up a hook from the table) Have 
you read this, Maggie? Ever^^body 
was reading it on the boat. I hear 
you simply can’t put it down. 

MAGGIE. I put it dowm— right there, 
(LORRAINE casually strikes a note or 
two on the piano. The telephone 
rings.) 


LORRAINE (at once on guard). No. 
No, I haven’t. 7*here was a pile of 
manuscripts waiting in New York 
(or me, but I hurried right out here 
to Shem\ 

MAGGIE. Yes, it was wonderful of 
you, Lorraine—to drop eventhing 
tiiat way and rush to Sherr\-‘s wheel¬ 
chair. 

LORRAEVE. Well, aftci all Maggie 
dear, what else has one in this world 
but friends? . , . How long will 
Shcrr\' be in there, I wonder? 

M.vociE. Not long.... Did vou know 
that Mr. Jefferson has written quite 
?. good play? The young man that 
clro\e vou to the hotel 

LORRAINE. Really? No. ^ Idn’t. Isn’t 
ihaf interesting? 


MAGGIE (taking up the receiver a 
little too casually). Hello . . . Yes ... 
Yes . . . Miss Lorraine Sheldon? Yes. 
she’s here ... There’s a trans-Atlantic 
call coming through for vou, Lor¬ 
raine. 

LORRAINE. Trans-Atlantic—for me? 
Here? Why, what in the world— 

MAGGIE (rs she hands over the re¬ 
ceiver). It's London. 

LORRAINE. London? . . . Hello. 
(Then in a louder tone'^ Hello . . . 
Cedric! Cedric, is this vou? ... Why* 
Cedric, you darling! Whv, what a 
surprise! How'd you know I 
here? . . . Darling, don’t talk so fa>' 
and you won’t stutter so . . . TharS 
better . . . Yes, now I can hear you 
. . . Yes, very clearly. It's as though 
you were just around the comer. ,, - 
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J see .. • What? . . . Darling! Cedric, 
dearest, would you wait just one mo¬ 
ment? (Slic turns to maggie) Mag¬ 
gie, would you mind? It’s Lord Bot- 
tomley—a very personal call. Would 


you 


mind? 


MAGGIE. Oh, not at all (She goes 
into the dining room; almost does a 
little waltz step as she goes.) 

LORRAINE. Yes, my dearest—now tell 
me . • • Cedric, please don’t stutter 
so. Don’t be nervous. (She listens 
for a moment again') Oh, my darling. 
Oh, my sweet. You don’t know how 
I’ve prayed for this, every night on 
the boat . . . Darling, yes! YES, a 
thousand times Yes! . . . I’ll take a 
plane right out of here and catch the 
next boat. Oh, my sweet, we’re go¬ 
ing to be the happiest people in the 
world. I wish I were there now in 
yQur arms, Cednc ... What? ... 
Cedric, don’t stutter so . . . Yes, and 
I love you, my darling—oh, so much! 

Oh, my dear sweet. My darling, 
my darling. . . . Yes, yes! I will, I 
will, darling! I’ll be thinking of you 
every moment . . . You’ve made me 
the happiest girl in the world . . . 
Good-bye, good-bye, darling. Good¬ 
bye. ^Bursting with her news, she 
throws open the library doors) Sher¬ 
ry, Sherry! Do you know what’s hap¬ 
pened? Cedric just called from Lon¬ 
don— He’s asked me to marry him. 
Sherry, think of it! At last! I’ve got to 
get right out of here and catch the 
next boat. How far are we from 
Chicago? I can get a plane from 
there. 


from there. I’ve simply got to get the 
next boat for England. Wlien is it— 
do you know? Is there a ncwspapei 
here? 

MAGGIE. The Queen Mary sails Fri 
day. Why, what’s all the excitement 
Lorraine? What’s happened? 

LORRAINE. Maggie, the most won¬ 
derful thing in the world has hap¬ 
pened. Lord Bottomley has asked me 
to mart)' him . . . Oh, Maggie! (Anil 
in her exuberance she throws her 
arms around her.) 

MAGGIE. Really? Well, what do you 
know? 

LORRAINE. Isn’t it wonderful? I’m sc 
excited I can hardly think. Maggie 
dear, you must help me get out of 
here. 

MAGGIE. I’d be delighted to, Lor¬ 
raine. 

LORRAINE. Oh, thank you, thank you. 
Will you look things up right away? 

MAGGIE. Yes, I’ve a time-table right 
here. And don’t worry, because if 
there’s no train I’ll drive you to To¬ 
ledo and you can catch the plane 
from there. 

LORRAINE. Maggie darling, you’re 
wonderful. . . . Sherry, what’s the 
matter with you? You haven’t said 
a word. You haven’t even congratu¬ 
lated me. 


MAGGIE (emerging, mouse-like, from 
the dining room). May I come in? 

LORRAINE. Maggie dear, can I get a 
plane out of here right away? Or I’ll 
even take a train to Chicago and fly 


WHITESIDE (avho has been sitting 
through this like a thtmdercloud). 
Let me understand this, Lorraine. 
Am I to gather from your girlish 
squeals that you are about to toss 
your career into the ashcan? 
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LORRAINE. Oh, not at all. Of course 
I may not be able to play this sea¬ 
son, but there'll be other seasons, 
Sherry. 

WHITESIDE. I see. And everything 

goes into the ashcan with it— Is that 
right? 

LORRAINE. But, Sherry, you couldn’t 
expect me to— 

WHITESIDE (ici/y). Don’t explain, 
Lorraine. I understand only too well. 
And I also understand why Cornell 
remains the First Actress of our the¬ 
atre. 


MAGGIE (busy with her time-tables'). 

Oh, this is wonderful! We’re in luck, 
Lorraine. You can get a plane out of 
Toledo at ten-three. It takes about 
an hour to get there. Why, it all 
works out wonderfully, doesn’t it, 
Sherry'? 


WHITESIDE (through his teeth). 
Peachy! 


LOPRAiNE (heading for the photie). 
Maggie, what’s the number of that 
hotel I'm atr I've got to get my maid 
started packing. 


MAGGIE. Mesalin three two. 


LORRAINE (into thc phofic). Mesalia 
tliree two, please . . . Let’s see—I sail 
Friday, five-dav boat, that means I 
ought to be in London W^ednesdav 
night. . . . Hello. This is Miss Shel¬ 
don. . . . That’s right. Connect me 
with mv maid. 


MAGGIE (at the u'indoir). Oh, look, 
SIicrr\', it’s starting to snow. Isn’t 
that wonderful, SheriA'? Oh, I never 
felt more like Christmas in my life. 
Don’t vou, Sheny^ dear? 
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WHITESIDE. Shut your nasty little 
face! 

LORRAINE (on the phone). Cosette? 

. . . Now listen carefully, Cosettc. 
Have you got a pencil? . . . We're 
leaving here tonight by plane and 
sailing Friday on the Q^ueen Mary. 
Start packing immediately and I’ll 
call for you in about an hour . . . 
Yes, that’s right. , . Now I want you 
to send these cables for me ... Ready? 

. , . The first one goes to Lord and 
Lady Cunard—you’ll find all these 
addresses in my little book. It’s in my 
dressing case. “Lord and Ladv Cu¬ 
nard. My darlings. Returning Friday 
Queen Mary. Cedric and I beino 
married immediately on arrival. 
Wanted vou to be the first to know. 
Love.—Lorraine.” . . . Now send the 
same message—what? . . . Oh, thank 
you, Cosette. Thank vou very much 
. . . Send the same message to Ladv 
Astor, Lord Beaverbrook, and the 
Duchess of Sutherland . . . Got that? 

. . . And send a cable to Molvneaux, 
in Paris. “Please meet me Claridge’s 
Thursday of next week with sketches 
of bridal gown and trousseau.—Lor¬ 
raine Sheldon.” And then send one 
to Monsieur Picne Cartier, Cartier’s, 
Paris: “Can you bring over to Lon¬ 
don the triple string of pearls I 
picked out in October? Cable me 
Queen Murv.—Lorraine Sheldon.” 
. . . Have you got all that straight, 
Cosette? . . . Tiiat s fine. Now \t)u 11 
ha\e to rush, my dear—I’ll be at the 
hotel in alx)ut an hour, so be readv. 

.. Ciood-bye. (S/ic bungs up) Thank 
goodness for Cosettc— I’d die with¬ 
out her. She’s the most wonderful 
maid in the world. . . . Well! Life is 
really just full of surprises, isn’t it? 
W’ho’d have drought an hour ago 
drat I’d be on nrv wav to London? 
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MAGGIE. An hour ago? No, I cer¬ 
tainly wouldn’t have thought it an 

hour ago. 

WHITESIDE (heside himself with 

temper). Will you both stop this 
female drooling? I have a violent 

headache. 

MAGGIE (all solicitude). Oh, Sherry! 

Can I get you something? 

LORRAINE. Look here, Sherry, I’m 
sorry if I’ve offended you, but after 
all my life is my own and I’m not 
going to— (She stops as bert Jef¬ 
ferson comes in from the outside.) 

BERT. Hello, everybody. Say, do you 
know it’s snowing out? Going to have 
a real old-fashioned Christmas, 

WHITESIDE. Why don’t you tele¬ 
phone your scoop to the New York 

Times? 

MAGGIE. Bert, Miss Sheldon has to 
catch a plane tonight, from Toledo. 
Can we drive her over, you and 1? 

BERT. Why, certainly. Sorry you 
have to go, Miss Sheldon. No bad 
news, I hope? 

LORRAINE. Oh, on the contrary- 
very good news. Wonderful news. 

MAGGIE. Yes, indeed-calls for a 
drink, I think. You’re not being a very 
good host, Sherry. How about a bot¬ 
tle of champagne? 

BERT. Oh, I can do better than that 
—let me mix you something. It’s a 
Jefferson Special. Okay, Mr. White- 

side? 

WHITESIDE. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. 
Mix anything. Only stop driveling. 


BERT (on his way to the dining 
room). Anybody admired my Christ¬ 
mas present yet, Maggie? 

MAGGIE. Oh, dear, I forgot, i^She 
raises her arm, revealing a bracelet) 
Look, everybody! From Mr. Jefferson 
to me, 

LORRAINE. Oh, it’s charming. Let me 
see it. Oh! Why, it’s inscribed, too. 
“To Maggie. Long may she wave 
Bert.” Maggie, it’s a lovely Christ¬ 
mas present. Isn’t it sweet, Sherry? 

WHITESIDE (glowering). Ducky! 

MAGGIE. I told you it was beautiful, 
Bert. See? 

BERT. Well, shows what you get if 
you save your coupons. 

LORRAINE (looking from bert to 
Maggie). Well, what’s going on be¬ 
tween you two, anyhow? Maggie, are 
you hiding something from us? 

WHITESIDE (a hand to his head). 

Great God, will this drivel never 
stop? My head is bursting. 

BERT. A Jefferson Special will cure 
anything. ... By the way, I got a 
two-minute interview with Beverly 
Carlton at the station. You were 
right, Mr. Whiteside— He’s quite 
something. 

MAGGIE (uneasily). Go ahead, Bert 
—mix the drinks. 

BERT. I was lucky to get even two 
minutes. He was in a telephone booth 
most of the time. Couldn’t hear what 
he was saying, but from the faces he 
was making it looked like a scene 
from one of his plays. 
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MAOGiE (hiding her frenzy:). Bert. Merty Christtnas. (He hangs „p) 

n.ix those drinks, will you? Yes, indeed, it seems we re going to 

have a real old-tashioned Chnstmas. 


WHITESIDE (^suddenly galvanized'). 

Just a minute, if you please, Jeffer¬ 
son. Mr. Carlton was in a telephone 
booth at the station? 

BERT. Certainly was—I thought he’d 
never come out. Kept talking and 
making the damnedest faces for about 
five minutes. 

MAGGIE (tensely). Bert, for goodness 
sake, will you— 

WHITESIDE (ever so sweetly). Bert, 
ir.y bov, I have an idea I shall love 
the Jefferson Special. Make me a 
double one, will vou? My headache 
has gone with the wind. 

BERT. Okay. (He goes, whiteside, 
kis eyes gleaming, immediately whirls 
his wheelchair across the room to the 
telephone.) 

WHITESIDE (a finger to his lips). 
Sssh! Philo Vance is now at work. 

LORRAINE. WTiat? 

WHITESIDE. Sssh! (He picks up the 
telephone. His voice is absolutely 
musical) Operator! Has there been a 
call from England over this telephone 
within the past half hour? . . . Yes, 
ril wait. 

.ORRAiNE. Sherns what is all this? 

WHITESIDE. WTiat’s that? There 
ha\e been no calls from England for 
the past three davs? Thank you 
. Now, will you repeat that, please? 

. . . ^-ossom Girl. (He beckons to 
LORRAINE, then i>uts the receiver to 
her car) Hear it, dc<i’? (Then again 
(0 the operator) Tniank vou, and a 


LORRAINE (stunned). Sherry, what 

is all this? What’s going on? What 
does this mean? 

WHITESIDE. My dear, you have just 
played the greatest love scene of your 
career with your old friend, Beverly 
Carlton. 

LORRAINE. Why—why, that's not 

true. I was talking to Cedric. What 
do you mean? 

WHITESIDE. I mean, my blossom, that 
that was Beverly you poured out your 
girlish heart to, not Lord Bottomley, 
Ah, me, who’d have thought five 
minutes ago that you would not be 
going to London! 

LORRAINE. Sherry, stop it! What is 
this? I want this explained. 

WHITESIDE. Ex’plained? You heard 
the operator, my dear. All I can tell 
you is that Beverly was indulging in 
one of his famous bits of mimicry, 
that’s all. You’ve heard him do Lord 
Bottomley before, haven’t you? 

LORRAINE (os it daivits on her). Yes 
. . . Yes, of course . . . But—but why 
would he want to do such a thing? 
This is one of the most dreadful— 
oh, my God! Tliose cables! (Iji one 
bound she is at the telephone) Give 
me vhe hotel—whatever it’s called— I 
want .^he hotel—I’ll pay him off for 
this if it’s the last thing that I— 
the cadi Tlie absolute unutterable 
cad! The dirty rotten— Mansion 
House? Connect me with my maid 
.. . MTiat? . . Who the hell do you 
think it is? Miss Sheldon, of course 
. . . Oh, God! lliose cables! If only 
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Cosette hasn’t—Cosette! Cosette! Did 
you send those cables? . . . Oh, God! 
Oh, God. . . . Now listen, Cosette! I 
■want you to send another cable to 
every one of those people, and tell 
them somebody has been using my 
name, and to disregard anything and 
ever)'thing they hear from me—ex¬ 
cept this, of course . . , Don’t aslc 
questions- do as you’re told ... Don’t 
argue with me, you French bitch— 
God damn it, do as you’re told . . . 
And unpack—we’re not going! (She 

hangs up.) 

WHITESIDE. Now steady, my blos¬ 
som. Take it easy. 

LORRAINE (in a white rage'). What 
do you mean take it easy? Do you 
realize I’ll be the laughingstock of 
England? Why, I won’t dare show 
mv face! I always knew Beverly Carl¬ 
ton was low, but not this low. Why? 
WHY? It isn’t even funny. Why 
would he do it, that’s what I’d like to 
know. Why would he do it? Why 
would anyone in the world want to 
play a silly trick like this? I can’t 
understand it. Do you, Sherr)'? Do 
you, Maggie? You both saw him this 
afternoon. Why would he walk out 
of here, go right to a phone booth, 
and try to ship me over to England 
on a fool’s errand? There must have 
been some reason—there must have. 
It doesn’t make sense otherwise. Why 
would Beverly Carlton, or anybody 
else for that matter, want me to— 
(She sto-ps as a dim light begins to 
dawn) Oh! Oh! (Her eye, which has 
been on maggie, goes momentarily 
to the dining room, where bert has 
disappeared. Then her gaze returns 
to MAGGIE again) I—I think I begin 
to—of course! Of course! That’s it. Of 
course that’s it. Yes. and that’s a very 
charming bracelet that Mr. Jefferson 
gave you—isn’t it, Maggie dear? Of 


course. It makes complete sense now. 
And to think that I nearly—well! 
Wild horses couldn’t get me out of 
here now, Maggie. And if I v/erc you 
I’d hang onto that bracelet, dear. It’ll 
be something to remember him bv! 
(Out of the library comes MR. WEST- 
COTT, bis hands {till of papers. At the 
same time the two technicians emerge 
from the dining room and go to the 
control board.) 

WESTCOTT (his eyes on his watch). 
All riobt, Mr. Whiteside. Almost 
time. I lere’s your new copy. I loo!: 
her up, boys. Start testing. 

WHITESIDE. Mow much time? 

WESTCOTT (bringing him a uhero- 
phone). Couple of minutes. 

(One of the radio technicians is talk¬ 
ing into a microphone, testing: "One 
two, three, four, one, two, three, four. 
How are we coming in. New York? 

. . . A, B, C, A, B, C. Mary had a 
little lamb, Mary had a little lamb.” 
MR. and MRS. STANLEY, having de¬ 
livered their Christmas presents, en¬ 
ter from the hallway and start up the 
stairs. MRS. Stanley looks hungrily 
at the radio goings-on, but MR. staN' 
LEY delivers a stern "Come, Daisy,’ 
and she follows him up the stairs. 
The voices of the technicians drone 
on: "One, two, three, four, one, two, 
three, four. O.K., New York. Wait¬ 
ing." MR. WESTCOTT Stands with 

watch in hand. From the dining room 
comes BERT JEFFERSON, u tray of 
drinks in hand.) 

BERT. Here comes the Jefferson Spe¬ 
cial . . . Oh! Have we time? 

LORRAINE. Oh, I’m sure we have. 
Mr. Jefferson, I’m not leaving after 
all. My plans are changed. 
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B£RT. Really? Oh, that’s good. 


DR. BRADLEY. Oh! I scc you'ie still 

Tmi 


LORRAINE. And I hear youVe written 
a simply marvelous play, Mr. JefFer- 
son. I want you to read it to me— 
tonight. Will you? We’ll go back to 
the iMansion House right after din* 
nor. and you’ll read me your play. 

BERT. W^y—why, I should say so. 
I'd be delighted. . . . Maggie, did 
vou hear that? Say! I’ll bet yoxi did 
this. You arranged the whole thing. 
Well, it's the finest Christmas pres¬ 
ent vou could have given me. 
(macgie looks at him for one an¬ 
guished moment. Then, without a 
word, she dashes into the hall, grabs 
her coat and flings herself out of the 
house. BERT, bewildered, stands look¬ 
ing after her. mr. and MRS. Stanley 
con;e peUmell down the stairs. Each 
clutches a letter, and they are wild- 
eyed.') 


STANLEY (bursting forth). Mr. 
Whiteside, you are the— 

WESTCOTT (yelling). Quiet! For 
God’s sake, quiet! QUIET! ... All 
right, boys! 

(From the hallway come six choir 
BOYS, dressed in their robes. They 
take their places by the micro'phone 
as the voice of the technician com¬ 
pletes the hook-^ip.) 

TECHNICIAN. O.K., Ncw York. (He 
raises his arm, waiting to give the 
signal. WESTCOTT is watching him. 
There is a dead pause of about five 
seconds. John and sarah are on tip¬ 
toe in the dining room. Then the 
arm drops.) 

WESTCOTT (info the microphone). 


STANLEY. Mr. Whiteside! My son 
has run off on a freighter and my 
daughter is manydng an anarchist! 
They say you told them to do it! 

MRS. STANLEY. My poor June! My 
poor Richard! This is the most aw- 
ful- 


Good evening, everj'body. Cream of 
Mush brings you Sheridan White- 
side. (The LEADER gestures to the 
CHOIR BOYS, and they raise their 

lovely voices in ^‘Heilige Nacht.** An¬ 
other gesture front westcott, and 
WHITESIDE begins to speak, with the 
boys singing as a background.) 


WESTCOTT. Quiet! Quiet, please! 
WVre going on the air. 

STANLEY. How dare vou! Tliis is the 
most outrageous— 

WESTCOTT (raising his loicc). Please! 
Please! Quiet! W’c’rc going on the 
air. 

(STANLEY chokes aud looks irifh 
/nrv. MRS. STANLEY ts softly cri'ing. 
In this moment of stillness, dr. brad- 
lev c»»crges from the dining room.) 


\VHiTESiDE. This is WTiiteside speak¬ 
ing. On this eve of eves, when my 
own heart is overflowing with peace 
and kindness, I think it is most fitting 
to tell once again the story of that 
still and lustrous night, nigh onto 
two thousand years ago, when first 
the star of Bethlehem was glimpsed 
in a wondrous sky . . . (The famous 
WHITESIDE voice goes otit over the 
air to the lisfeuijig miUjons os the 
curtain falls.) 
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ACT THREE 


Christmas morning. 

The bright December sunlight streams in through the window. 

But the Christmas calm is quickly broken, from the library comes the roar^ 
ing voice of mr. whiteside. "Miss Preen! Miss Preen!” 

MISS PREEN, who is just coming through the dining room, rushes to open 
the library doors. 


MISS PREEN (uervouslyX Yes, sir. 
Yes, sir. 

(mr. WHITESIDE, in a mood, rolls 
himself into the room.) 

WHITESIDE. Where do you disappear 

to all the time, My Lady Nausea? 

MISS PREEN (/irmly). Mr. White- 

side, I can only he in one place at a 
time. 

WHITBSIDB. That’s very fortunate for 
this community. ... Go away, Miss 
Preen. You remind me of last week’s 
laundry. 

(miss preen goes indignantly into 
the library and slams the doors after 
her. JOHN emerges from the dining 
room.') 

JOHN. Good morning, Mr. Whiteside. 
Merry Christmas. 

WHITESIDE Qtestily). Merry Christ¬ 
mas, John. Merry Christmas. 

JOHN. And Sarah and I want to thank 
you for the wonderful present. 

WHITBSIDB. That's quite all right, 

John. 


JOHN. Are you ready for your break¬ 
fast, Mr. Whiteside? 

WHITESIDE. No, I don’t think I want 
any breakfast. . . . Has Miss Cutler 
come down yet? 

JOHN. No, sir, not yet. 

WHITESIDE. Is she in her room, do 
you know? 

JOHN. Yes, sir, I think she is. Shall I 
call her? 

WHITESIDE. No, no. That's all, John. 
JOHN. Yes, sir. 

(maggie comes down the stairs. She 
wears a traveling suit, and carries a 
hag. WHITESIDE waits for her tc 

speak.) 

MAGGIE. I'm taking the one o'clock 
train, Sherry. I'm leaving. 

WHITESIDE. You’re doing nothing of 
the kind! 

MAGGIE. Here are your keys—youi 
driving license. The key to the safe- 
deposit vault is in the apartment in 
New York. I'll go in here now and 
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clear things up. (She opens the li¬ 
brary doorsO 

WHITESIDE. Just a moiTicnt, Mrs. 
Siddons! Where were you until three 
o’clock this morning? I sat up half 
the night in this station wagon, wor¬ 
rying about you. You heard me call¬ 
ing to you when you came in. Why 
didn’t you answer me? 

MAGGIE. Look, Sherry, it^s over, and 
you’ve won. I don’t want to talk 
about it. 

WHITESIDE. Oh, come, come, come, 
come, come. What are you tT)nng to 
do—make me feel like a naughty, 
naughty boy? Honestly, Maggie, 
sometimes you can be very annoying. 

MAGGIE (looking at him in wonder'), 
y’ou know, you’re quite wonderful, 
Shem’, in a way. Yoii’re annoyed. I 

r ^ ^ 

wish there was a laugh left in me. 
Shall I tell you something, Sherry? 
I think YOU are a selfish, petty ego¬ 
maniac who would see his mother 
burned at the stake if that was the 
onlv wav he could light his cigarette. 
I think you’d sacrifice your best 
friend without a moment’s hesitation 
if he disturbed the sacred routine of 
your sclf-centcred, paltiy'- little life. 
T think vou arc incapable of any hu¬ 
man emotion that goes higher up 
"ban your stomach, and I was the 
fool of the world for ever thinking 

I could trust you. 

* 

WHITESIDE (pretty indignant at 

diis\ WcW, as long as I live, I shall 
never do anyone a good turn again. 
1 won’t ask vou to apologize, Maggie, 
but six months from now you will be 
thanking me instead of berating me. 

MAGGIE. In six months, Sberry, 1 ex¬ 
pect to be so far awav from you— 
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(She is halted by a hud voice from 
the hallway, as the door hangs, “Hcl- 
h-hello~helM* It is bert Jeffer¬ 
son who enters, full of Christmas 
cheer,) 

BERT. Merry Christmas, everybody! 
Merry Christmas! I’m a little high, 
but I can explain everything. Hi. 
Maggie! Hi, Mr. Whiteside! Shake 
hands with a successful play^vright. 
Maggie, why’d you run away last 
night? Where were you? Miss Shel¬ 
don thinks the play is wonderful. I 
read her the play and she thinks it’^ 
wonderful. Isn’t that wonderful? 

MAGGIE. Yes, that’s fine, Bert. 

BERT. Isn't that wonderful, Mr 
Whiteside? 

WHITESIDE. Jefferson, I think you 
ought to go home, don’t you? 

BERT. Wliat? No—biggest day of my 
life. I know I’m a little drunk, but 
this is a big dav. We’ve been sitting 
over in Billy’s Tavern all night. Nev¬ 
er realized it was daylight until it \vas 
daylight. . . . Listen, Maggie—Miss 
Sheldon savs the plav needs just a 
little bit of fixing—do it in tliree 
weeks. She’s going to take me to a 
little place she’s got in Lake Placid- 
just for three weeks. Going to work 
on the plav together. Isn’t it wonder- 
ful? MTiv don’t you say something 
Maggie? 

UTHTESTDE. Look, Bert, I suggest 
you tell us all about this later. Now, 
why don’t you— (He stops as dr. 

BRADLEY cntCTs from the Imlhrin'.) 

DR. BRADLEY. Oh, excuse me! Merrv 

Christmas, evewbodv. Merry Chnsb 

« • 

mas. 
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bERT. God bless us all, and Tiny 

Tim. 

dr. BRADLEY. Yes. ... Mr, White- 
;ide, I thought perhaps if I came 

very early— 

bERT. You know what, Doc? I’m go¬ 
ing to Lake Placid for three weeks- 
isn't that wonderful? Ever hear of 
Lorraine Sheldon, the famous ac¬ 
tress? Well, we’re going to Lake 
placid for three weeks. 

WHITESIDE. Dr. Bradley, would you 

do me a favor? I think Mr. Jefferson 
would like some black coffee and a 
little breakfast. Would you take care 
of him, please? 

dr. BRADLEY (iiOMC too pleased). Yes, 
yes, of course. 

BERT. Dr. Bradley, I’m going to buy 
breakfast for you-biggest breakfast 
you ever had. 

dr. BRADLEY. Yes, ycs. Come along, 
Jefferson. 

BERT. You know what. Doctor? Let’s 
climb down a couple of chimneys. I 
got a friend doesn’t believe in Santa 
Claus— let’s climb down his chimney 
and frighten the hell out of him. (He 
goes out with the doctor.) 

WHITESIDE (in a hurst of magnanim¬ 
ity'). Now listen to me, Maggie. I am 
willing to forgive your tawdry out¬ 
burst and talk about this calmly. 

MAGGIE (non? crying openly). I love 
him so terribly. Oh, Sherry, Sherry, 
why did you do it? Why did you do 
it? (She goes stumhlingly into the 
library, whiteside, left alone, looks 
at his watch; heaves a long sigh. Then 


HARRIET comes down the steps, 
dressed for the street.) 

HARRIET. Merry Christmas, Mr. 

Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. Oh! . . . Merry Christ¬ 
mas, Miss Stanley. 

HARRIET (nervojisly). Fm afraid 1 
shouldn’t be seen talking to you, Mr. 
Whiteside—mv brother is terribly 
angry'. I just couldn’t resist asking— 
did you like my Christmas ppcsent? 

WHITESIDE. I’m very sorry, Miss 
Stanley — I haven’t opened it. I 
haven’t opened any of my presents 
yet. 

HARRIET. Oh, dear. I was so anxious 
to—it’s right here, Mr. Whiteside. 
(S/ie goes to the tree) Won’t you 
open it now? 

WHITESIDE (as he undoes the string). 

I appreciate your thinking of me, 
Miss Stanley. This is very thought¬ 
ful of you. (He takes out the gift) 
Why, it’s lo^'ely. Fm very fond of 
these old photographs. Thank you 
very much. 

HARRIET. I \vas twcnty-two when thai 
was taken. That was my favorite 
dress. ... Do you really like it^ 

WHITESIDE. I do indeed. When I gei 
back to town I shall send you a littlw 
gift. 

HARRIET. Will you? Oh, thank you. 
Mr. Whiteside. I shall treasure it 
. . . Well, I shall be late for church. 
Good-bye. Good-bye. 

WHITESIDE. Good-bye, Miss Stanley. 
(As she goes out the front door, 
Whiteside’s eyes return to the gift* 
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He 'puzzles over it for a second, shakes 
his head. Mumbles to himself— 
"What is there about that woman?’ 
Shakes his head again in perplexity. 
JOHN comes from the dining room, en 
route to the second floor with mrs. 
Stanley’s tray.') 

JOHN. Sarah’s got a little surprise for 
you, Mr. Whiteside. She’s just taking 
It out of the oven. 

WHITESIDE. Thank you, John. 
vjOHN disappears up the stairs. Then 
suddenly there is a great ringing of 
the doorbell. It stops for a second, 
thc)i picks up violently again—rhyth¬ 
mically, this time. It continues until 
the door is opened.) 

WHITESIDE. Miss Prcen! Miss Preen! 
(miss preen coj»cs hurrying from 
the library.) 

MISS PREEN. Yes, sir. Yes, sir. 

u'HiTESiDE Answer the door, will 
you? John is upstairs. 

(miss preen, obvicnisly annoyed, 
hurries to the door. Wc hear her voice 
from the hdlway: 'W/io is if?'" An 
answering male voice: "Pol/y Ad¬ 
ler s?" Then a little shriek from miss 
PREEN, and in a moment ire see the 
rraso}i why. She is carried into the 
ro nn in the arms of a pixie-like gen¬ 
tleman, who is kissing her oi'er and 
veer.) 

THE GENTLEMAN CARRYING MISS 
PREEN. I love you madlv—madly! 
Did you hear what I said—madly! 
Kiss me! Again! Don’t be afraid of 
my passion. Kiss me! I can feel the 
Iiot blood pounding through your 
varicose veins. 
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Don’t you dare kiss me! Who ait 
you? Put me down or I’ll scream. Mr. 
Whiteside! Mr. Whiteside! 

WHITESIDE. Banjo! Banjo, for GodV 
sake! 

BANJO C^uite calmly). Hello, White' 
side. Will you sign for this package, 
please? 

WHITESIDE. Banjo, put that woman 
douTi. That is my nurse, you mental 
delinquent. 

BANJO (^putting MISS PREEN On her 
feet). Come to my room in half an 
hour and bring some rye bread. (And 
for good measure he slaps miss preen 
right on the fanny.) 

MISS preen Cotitraged). Really, Mr. 
X^^itesidel (She adjusts her clothes 
unth a quick jerk or two and inarches 
into the library.) 

BANJO. WTiteside, I’m here to spend 
Christmas with vou. Give me a kiss! 
(He starts to embrace him.) 

WHITESIDE. Get away from me, vou 
reform-school fugitive. How did you 
get here anjnvay? 

BANJO. Darr\’l Zanuck loaned me his 
reindeer. . . . Whiteside, we finished 
shooting the picture yesterday and 
I’m on my way to Nova Scotia. Flew 
here in twelve hours—borrowed an 
airplane from Howard Hughes. 
Whiteside, I brought yon a wonder¬ 
ful Christmas present. (He j;rodi(ces 
a little tissue-wrapped package.) This 
brassiere was once worn by Hedy 
Lamarr. 


MISS preen ((JiroHg/i all this). Put whiteside. Listen, you idiot, how 
me down! Put me dowm, do you hear? long can you stay? 
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banjo. Just long enough to take a 
bath. Tiu on my way to No\'a Scotia. 
Where s Maggie? 

WHITESIDE, Nova Scotia? \Miat are 
you going to Nova Scotia for? 

banjo. Tin sick of Hollywood and 
there’s a dame in New York I don’t 
want to see. So I figured I’d go to 
Nova Scotia and get some good 
salmon. . . • Where the hell’s Mag¬ 
gie? I want to see her. . . . What's 
the matter with you? Where is she? 

WHITESIDE. Banjo, I’m glad you’re 
here. Fm very annoyed at Maggie. 

Very\ 


WHITESIDE. Oh, shut Up and listen, 
will you? 

BANJO. Well, go on. What happened? 

WHITESIDE. Well, Lorraine Sheldon 
happened to come out here and visit 
me. 


BANJO. Old Hot-pants— here? 

WHITESIDE. Now listcn! I le’d written 
a play—this young fellow. You can 
guess the rest. He’s going away with 
Lorraine this afternoon. To “re¬ 
write.” So there you are. Maggie’s 
in there now, crying her eyes out. 


banjo. What’s the matter? . . . (To 
/iis considerable surprise, at this point, 
he sees whiteside get np out of his 
chair and start to pace up and down 
the room') Say, what is this? I thought 
you couldn’t walk. 

WHITESIDE. Oh, I’ve been all right 

for weeks. That isn’t the point. I’m 
furious at Maggie. She’s turned on 
me like a viper. You know how fond 
I am of her. Well, after all these years 
she’s repaying my affection by behav¬ 
ing like a fish-wife. 

BANJO. What are you talking about? 

WHITESIDE. But I never belie\cd for 
a moment she was really in love with 
him- 

BANJO. Id love with who? I just got 
here—remember. 


BANJO. Gee! . . . (Thinking it over) 
Say, wait a minute. What do vou 
mean Lorraine Sheldon happened to 
come out here? I smell a rat. Sherry 
—a rat with a beard. (And it might 
he well to add, at this point, that 
MR. SHERIDAN WHITESIDE WCarS a 

heard.) 

WHITESIDE. Well, all right, all right. 
But I did it for Maggie—because I 
thought it was the right thing for her. 

BANJO. Oh, sure. You haven’t thought 
of yourself in years. ... Gee, poor kid. 
Can I go in and talk to her? 

WHITESIDE. No—no. Leave her alone 

BANJO. Any way I could help, Sherr)'? 
Where’s this guy live—this guy she 
likes? Can we get hold of him? 


WHITESIDE. Great God, Fro telling 
vou, you Hollywood nitwit. A young 
newspaperman here in town. 

BANJO (surprised and pleased). Mag¬ 
gie finally fell—well, what do you 
know? What kind of a guy is be? 


WHITESIDE. Now, Wait a minute, 

Banjo. We don’t want any phonv 
warrants, or you pretending to be ]. 
Ldgar Hoover. I’ve been through all 
that with you before. (He paces 
again) 1 got Lorraine out here and 
Fve got to get her away. 
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BANJO. It’s got to be good. Sherry. 
Lorraine’s no dope. . . . Now, there 
must be something that would get 
her out of here like a bat out of hell. 
. . . Say! I think I’ve got it! That 
fellow she’s so crazy about over in 
England—Lord Fanny or whatever 
it is. Bottomley—that’s it! 


SARAH. Merry Christinas, Mr. White- 
side. . . . Excuse me. (This last is to 
banjo) I've got something for 

you. . . . 

(banjo blandly lifts the latest deli' 
cacy and proceeds to eat it as sarah 
presents the empty plate to white* 

SIDE.) 


WHITESIDE (with pained expression^. 
No, Banjo. No. 


SARAH (almost in tears'). But, Mr. 
Whiteside, it was for you. 


BANJO. Wait a minute— you don’t 
catch on. Wq send Lorraine a cable¬ 
gram from Lord Bottomley— 

WHITESIDE. I catch on, Banjo. Lor¬ 
raine caught on, too. It’s been tried. 


BANJO. Oh! ... I told you she was 
no dope. . . . (Seeing Whiteside’s 
chair, he sits in it and leans hack 
with a good deal of pleasure) Well, 
you’ve got a tough proposition on 
your hands. 


WHITESIDE. The trouble is there’s so 
damned little time.... Get out of my 
chair! (whiteside gets hack into it) 
Lorraine's taking him away with her 
this afternoon. Oh, damn, damn, 
damn. There must be some way out. 
I he trouble is I've done this job too 
well. Hell and damnation. 


BANJO (pacing). Stuck, huh) 


WHITESIDE. Never mind, Sarah. 
He's quite mad. 

BANJO. Come, Petrouchka, we will 
dance in the snow until all St. 
Petersburg is aflame with jealousy. 
(He clutches Sarah and waltzes her 
toward the kitchen, lotidly hum¬ 
ming the Merry Widow v;altz.) 

SARAH (as she is home away). Mr. 
Whiteside! Mr. Whiteside! 

WHiTEsiDB. Just give him some break¬ 
fast, Sarah. He’s harmless. 

(mr, WHITESIDE harely has a moment 
in which to collect his thoughts be¬ 
fore the library doors are opened and 
MISS PREEN emerges. It is miss preen 
in street clothes this time, atid mth 
a suitcase in her hatid. She plants 
herself squarely in front of wtiite- 
SIDE, puts down her hag and starts 
drawing on a pair of gloves.) 


kVHiTESiDE. In the words of one of 
our greatest lyric poets, you said it, 

BANJO, ^eh. . . . Gee, I’m hungr\\ 
W e'll think of something, Sheny'— 
•, ou watch. W’e’ll set Lorraine out of 
liere if I have to do it one piece at 
•1 time. 

(^SAUAH ejjfers from the di»i;jg room 
a tray on which reposes the 
culinary surprise that John /kis mCH- 
ti'jficii. She holds it behind her back.) 


WHITESIDE. And just what does this 
mean? 

MISS PREEN. It means, Mr. White¬ 
side, that I am leaving. My address 
is on the desk inside; you can send 
me a check. 

WHITESIDE. You realize, Miss Preen, 
that this is completely unprofessional. 

MISS PREEN. I do indeed. I am noi 
only walking out on tliis case, Mr. 
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Whiteside-I am leaving the nursing 
profession. I became a nurse because 
all my life, ever since I was a little 
airl, I was filled with the idea of 
Irving a suffering humanity. After 
one month with you, Mr. White- 
side, I am going to work in a muni¬ 
tions factory. From now on anything 
that I can do to help exterminate the 
human race will fill me with the 
greatest of pleasure. If Florence 
Nightingale had ever nursed you, 
Mr. Whiteside, she would have mar¬ 
ried Jack the Ripper instead of found¬ 
ing the Red Cross. Good day. (^And 
she sails out.) 

(Before WHITESIDE has time to di¬ 
gest this little hojiquet, mrs. Stan¬ 
ley, in a state of great jluttery ex¬ 
citement, rushes down the stairs.) 


MRS. STANLEY. Mr. Stanley is here 
with June. Fle’s brought June back. 
Thank goodness, thank goodness. 
(We hear her at the door) June, 
June, thank God you’re back. You’re 
not married, are you? 


JUNK (from the hallway). No, 
Mother, I’m not. And please don’t 
be hysterical. 

(mrs. STANLEY coiHCS Uito vicw, her 
arms around a rebellious June. Be¬ 
hind them looms MR. Stanley, 
every inch the stern father.) 

MRS. STANLEY. Oh, June, if it had 
been anyone but that awful boy. You 
know how your father and I felt. 

. . Ernest, thank goodness you 
stopped it. How did you do it? 

STANLEY. Never mind that, Daisy. 
Just take June upstairs. I have some¬ 
thing to say to Mr. Whiteside. 

MRS. STANLEY. What about Rm.hard? 

is there any news? 


STANLEY. It’s all right, Daisy—all 
under control. Just take June upstairs. 

JUNE. Father, haven’t we had enough 
melodrama? I don’t have to be taken 
upstairs—I’ll go upstairs. . . . Merry 
Christmas, Mr. Whiteside. It looks 
bad for John L. Lewis. Come on, 
Mother—lock me in mv room. 

MRS. STANLEY. NoW, JlinC, VOu’ll fcc] 
much better after you’ve had a hot 
bath, I know. Have you had any¬ 
thing to eat? (She follows he? 
daughter up the stairs. Stanley 
turns to MR. WHITESIDE.) 

STANLEY. I am pleased to inform 
YOU, sir, that your plans for mv 
daughter seem to ha\c gone a trille 
awrv. She is not, nor will she ever 
be, married to that labor agitator th;v. 
you so kindly picked out for her. As 
for mv son, he has been appre¬ 
hended in Toledo, and will ]-)C 
brought hack home within the hour. 
Not having your gift for invective, 1 
cannot tell vou what I think of vour 
obnoxious interference in mv affairs, 
but I have now arranged that vou 
will interfere no longer. (He tnruy 
toward the hallway) Come in, gem 
tlcmen. (Tivo burly men come into 
view and stand in the archway) Mr. 
Whiteside, these gentlemen are 
deputy sheriffs. Tliey have a war¬ 
rant by which I am enabled to put 
you out of this house, and I need 
hardly add that it will be the greatest 
moment of my life. Mr. W’hitesidc— 
(He looJis at his watch) I am giv¬ 
ing you fifteen minutes in which to 
pack up and get out. If you are not 
gone in fifteen minutes, Mr. White- 
side, these gentlemen w'ill forcibly 
eject you. (He turns to the depu¬ 
ties) Thank you, gentlemen. VVill 
you wait outside, please? (The two 
MEN file out) Fifteen minutes, Mr. 
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Whiteside—and that means bag, bag¬ 
gage, wheelchair, penguins, octopus 
and cockroaches. I am now going up¬ 
stairs to smash our radio, so that not 
e\en accidentally will I ever hear 
your voice again. 

WHITESIDE. Sure you don’t want my 
autograph, old fellow? 

STANLEY. Fifteen minutes, Mr. 
Whiteside. (And he goes, banjo, 
still eating, returyis from the kitchen.') 

BANJO. Well, Whiteside, I didn’t get 
an idea. Any news from the front? 
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BANJO. What? I never heard of sucL 
a thing. What would he do a thing 
like that for? 

I 

WHITESIDE. Nevermind, nevermind. 
The point is, I have only fifteen min¬ 
utes. Banjo dear, the master is grow¬ 
ing a little desperate. 

BANJO (paces a moment). What 
about laying your cards on the table 
with Lorraine? 

WHITESIDE. Now, Banjo. You know 
Dream Girl as well as I do. What do 
you think? 


WHITESIDE, Yes. The enemy is at 
my rear, and nibbling. 


BANJO. Where’d you say Maggie was? 
In there? 


BANJO. You’re right. . . . Say! If I 
knew where she was I could get a 
car and run her over. It wouldn’t hurt 
her much. 


WHITESIDE. It's no use, Banjo. She’s 
taking the one o’clock train out. 

BANJO. i\o kidding? You didn’t tell 
me that. You mean she’s quitting 
you. after all these years? She’s really 
lea\'inp? 

O 


WHITESIDE (wearily). Banjo, for 
God’s sake. Go in and talk to Maggie 
for a minute—right in there. I want 
to think. 

BANJO. Could we get a doctor to say 
Lorraine has smallpox? 


WHiTEsiDT. She is! 

BANJO. Time means you’ve only got 
till one o'clock to do something? 

WHITESIDE. No, dear. I have exactly 
fifteen minutes— (He looks at his 
ivatch) ah — fourteen minutes — in 
which to pull out of my hat the God- 
damnedest rabbit vou have ever seen. 

BANJO, What do you mean fifteen 
minutes? 

Whiteside. In exactly fifteen minutes 
Baby s rosy little body is being tossed 
into the snow. My host has sworn 
"'ut a warrant. 1 am being kicked out. 


WHITESIDE. Please, Banjo. I’ve got 
to think. 

BANJO (^opening the library doors). 
Pardon me, miss, is this the 

Y.M.C.A.? 

(The doors close, wthteside is alone 
agaiti. He leans hack, concentrating 
intensely. He shakes his head as, one 
after another, he discards a couple of 
ideas. We hear the outer door open 
and close, and from the hallwav 
comes RICHARD. Immediately heliijnl 
him is a stalwart-looking man udtli 
an air of awfliorit^'.) 

THE MAN (to RICHARD, aS he itldt 

anes Whiteside). Is this j*our father? 
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RICHARD. No, you idiot. . . . Hello, 
Mr. Whiteside. 1 didn’t get very far. 
Any suggestions? 


WHITESIDE. I’m very sorry, Richard 

^xcry sorry indeed. I wish I were in 
position— 


STANLEY ^descending the stairs). 
VVell, you’re not in position. . . . 
Thank you very much, officer. Here’s 
a little something for your trouble. 


the man. Thank you, sir. Good day. 
(He goes.) 


LORRAINE Centering, in a very smart 
Christmas morning costume^. Merry 
Christmas, darling! Merry Christ¬ 
mas! I've come to have Christmas 
breakfast with you, my dear. May I: 
(She kisses him.) 

WHITESIDE (nothing matters any 
more). Of course, my sprite. John, 
a tray for Miss Sheldon—better make 
it one-minute eggs. 

LORRAINE. Sherry, it’s the most per¬ 
fect Christmas morning—the snow i^ 
absolutely glistening. Too bad you 
can’t get out. 


STANLEY. Will you go upstairs please, 
Richard? 

(RICHARD hesitates for a second, 
looks at his father, then at white- 
side; silently goes up the steps, mr. 
STANLEY foUoxos him, hut pauses on 

the landing.) 


WHITESIDE. Oh, I’ll probably see a 
bit of it. ... I hear you’re off for 
Lake Placid, my blossom. What time 
are you going? 

LORRAINE. Oh, Sherry, how did you 
know? Is Bert here? 


STANLEY. Ten minutes, Mr. White- 
side. (And he goes, john enters from 
the dining room, bringing a glass of 
orange juice.) 

JOHN. Here you are, Mr, ‘'A^iteside. 
Feeling any better? 

WHITESIDE. Superb. Any cyanide in 
this orange juice, John? (The door¬ 
bell rings) Open the door, John. It’s 
probably some mustard gas from an 

old friend. 

JOHN (en roMfe to the door). Yes, 
sir.. ^ . Say, that crazy fellow made a 
great hit with Sarah. He wants to 
give her a screen test. 

(At the outer door we hear Lor¬ 
raine’s voice: ‘'Good morning! Is 
Mr. Whiteside up yet?" John’s 
answer: "Yes, he is. Miss Sheldon- 
hes right here." whiteside groans 
as he hears her voice.) 


WHITESIDE. No, he rolled in a little 
while ago. Worked rather fast, didn’t 
you, dear? 

LORRAINE. Darling, I was just swept 
off my feet by the play—it’s fan¬ 
tastically good. Sherry, it’s the kind 
of part that only comes along once 
in ten years. I’m so grateful to you, 
darling. Really, Sherry, sometimes 1 
think that you’re the only friend 1 
have in the world. 

WHITESIDE (dryly). Thank you, 

dear. What time did you say you 
were leaving—you and Jefferson? 

LORRAINE. Oh, I don’t know—I think 
it’s four o’clock. You know, quite 
apart from anything else, Sherry, 
Bert is reallv a very attractive man. It 
makes it rather a pleasure, squaring 
accounts with little Miss Vitriol. In 
fact, it’s all worked out beautifully. 
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. . . Sherry lamb, I want to give you 
the most beautiful Christmas pres¬ 
ent you’ve ever had in your life. Now, 
what do you want? Anything! Tm 
so deliriously happy that— (A hel- 
loiving laugh comes from the library. 
She stops, lips compressed') That 
sounds like Banjo. Is he here? 

WHITESIDE. lie is, my dear. Just the 
family circle gathering at Christmas. 
(A look at his watch) My, how time 
flies when you’re having fun. (banjo 
emerges from the library.) 

BANJO. Why, hello. Sweetie Pants! 
Ho\v are you? 

EORRAiNE (not ovcr-cordial) . Very 
well, thank you. And you, Banjo? 

BANJO. I’m fine, fine. How’s the mat¬ 
tress business, Lorraine? 

LORRAINE. Very funny. It’s too bad. 
Banjo, that your pictures aren’t as 
funny as you seem to think you are. 

^ * J 
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stops imperceptibly as she sees lor* 

RAINE.) 

MAGGIE. I’ve listed everything except 
the New Year’s Eve broadcast. Wasn’t 
there a schedule on that? 

WHITESIDE (wKeasily). I think it’s 
on the table there, some place. 

MAGGIE. Thank you. (She turns to 
the papers on the table.) 

LORRAINE (obviously for Maggie’s 
ears) New Year’s Eve? Oh, Bert 
and ril hear it in Lake Placid. You 
were at my cottage up there once, 
weren’t you, Sherr)'? It’s lovely, isn't 
it? Aw'ay from ever\'thing. Just snow 
and clear, cold nights. (The door¬ 
bell rings) Oh, that’s probably Bert. 
I told him to meet me here, (maggie, 
as though she had not heard a word, 
goes quietly into the library, lor 
RAINE re/tixes) You know, Fm look¬ 
ing fonvard to Lake Placid. Bert’s 
the kind of man who will do all 
winter sports beautifully. 


B.vNjo. You’^’e got me there, mama. 
Say, you look in the pink, Lorraine. 
. . . .Anything in the wind, White- 
side? 


WHITESIDE. Not a glimmer. 


banjo (gently). WiM he oet time? 
(l^oiccs are heard from the hnlhvflv. 
"Whiteside?” Wes, sir.” “American 
Express.” JOHN hacks into the room, 
obviously directing a iiinjor opera¬ 
tion.) 


BANJO. What time does the boat sail? 
WHITESIDE. Ten minutes. 


JOHN. All right—come ahead. Care 
now—careful—right in here. It’s for 

YOU, Mr. Whiteside. 


LORRAINE. W’hat boat is this? 

BANJO. The good ship Up the Creek. 
. . . Oh. well! Aou feel fine, huh, 
Lorraine? 

LORRAINE. W’hat? Yes. of course I do. 
. . . WTcre’s tliat hreakfast. Sherry’? 
(maggie euk’rges from the lihrarw a 
sheaf of papers in her haml She 


LORRAINE. MHiy, Sherr\’, what’s this? 

(Into view come hro expressmen. 
groiiniiig (7U(i grunting under the 
weight of iiothing more or less than 
an Egyptian mummy case. It seems 

that MR. WHITESIDES fricuds are 
liable to think of anrthino.) 

EXPRESSMAN. W^hcrc do you wane 
this put? 



THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER 9^3 


JOHN. RigHt 
♦ 

wiiiTESiPE. Dear God, if there was 
one thing I needed right now it was 
an Egyptian mummy. 

banjo (reading from a tag). “Merry 
Christmas from the Khedive of 
Favpt.” What did you send 

eWsTomb? , , . 

(mR- STANLEY, drawn by the voices 
of the EXPRESSMEN, kas descended 

the stairs in time to witness this 
newest hue and cry.) 

STANLEY (surveying the scene'). Five 
minutes, Mr. Whiteside! (He indi¬ 
cates the mummy case) Including 
that. (And up the stairs again.) 

r.oRRABSE. Why, what was all that 
■about? Who is that man? 

WHITESIDE. He announces the time 
every few minutes. I pay him a small 

sum. 

LORRAINE. But what on earth for, 
Sherry? 

WHITESIDE (violently) I lost my 
watch! 

(From the hallway a familiar figure 
peeps in.) 

DR. BRADLEY. Oh, cxcusc mc, Mr. 
Whiteside. Are you busy? 

WHITESIDE (closing his eyes). Good 

God! 

DR. BRADLEY (coming into the room). 
I’ve written a new chapter on the 
left kidney. Suppose I— (He smiies 
apologetically at Lorraine and 
banjo) Pardon me. (Goes into the 

library.) 


LORRAINE. Is that thc plumber again, 
Sherry? ... Oh, dear, I wonder where 
Bert is. . . . Darling, you're not very 
Christmassy — you’re usually bub¬ 
bling o\'cr on Christmas morning- 
. . . Who sent this to you, Sherry— 
the Khedive of Egypt? You know, I 
think it’s rather beautiful. I must 
go to Egypt some day— I really miisV. 
i know I’d love it. The first time 1 
went to Pompeii I cried all night. All 
those people—all those lives. Wlicrc 
are they now? Sherry! Don’t you ever 
think about that? I do. Here was a 
woman—like myself—a woman who 
once lived and loved, full of the same 
passions, fears, jealousies, hates. And 
what remains of any of it now? Just 
this, and nothing more. (She opens 
the case, then, with a sudden iin- 
pidse, steps into it and folds her arms, 
mummy-fashion) A span of four 
thousand years—a mere atom in the 
eternity of time—and here am I, an¬ 
other woman living out her life. I 
want to cry. (She closes her eyes, 
and as she stands there, immobilized, 
the eyes of banjo and whitesidb 
meet. The same idea has leaped into 
their minds, banjo, mmg slowly 
from the couch, starts to approach 
the mummy case, casually whistling 
“Dixie.” But just before he reaches 
it LORRAINE steps blandly out.) 

LORRAINE. Oh, I mustn’t talk this 
way today. It’s Christmas, it’s Christ¬ 
mas! (banjo puts on a great act of 
unconcern.) 

WHITESIDE (risittg to the occasion, 
and dripping pure charm). Lorraine 
dear, have you ever played Saint 
Joan? 

LORRAINE. No, I haven’t, Sherry. 
What makes you ask that? 
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WHITESIDE. There was something banjo. There s service for you! 

about your expression as you stood 11 

in that case—there was an absolute whitbside. Will she be all right in 

halo about you. there? 


LORRAINE. Why, Sherry, how sweet! 

WHITESIDE. It transcended any mor¬ 
tal expression Tve ever seen. Step 
into it again, dear. 

LORRAINE. Sherry, you re joshing me 
—aren’t you? 

WHITESIDE. My dear, I don’t make 
light of these things. I was deeply 
moved. There was a strange beauty 
about you, Lorraine—pure da Vinci. 
Please do it again. 

LORRAINE. Well, I don’t know ex¬ 
actly what it was that I did, but I’ll— 
(She starts to step into the case again, 
then changes her mind') Oh, I feel 
too silly, She^^)^ 

(banjo’s eyes are fixed somemhere 
on the ceiling, hut he is somewhat 
less innocent than he seems.) 

WHITESIDE (refrmhng to the battle). 
Lorraine dear, in that single moment 
you approached the epitome of vour 
art, and you should not he ashamed 
of it. You asked me a little while ago 
what I wanted for a Christmas pres¬ 
ent. All that I want. Lorraine, is the 
memory of you in that mummy case. 

LORRAINE. Why, darling, I’m—all 
clmked up. (Crossing her arms, she 
takes a moment or two to throw her- 
wlf in th c mood, then steps reixrcntly 
mio the case) “Dust thou art, and 
dust to dust—” 

(BiD/g/ RANjo has closed the case 
and fiistcncd it. whiteside leaps out 
of the chair.) 

WHITESIDE. Eureka! 


BANJO. Sure—she can breathe easy, 
ril let her out as soon as we get on 
the plane. . . . What are we going to 
do now? How do we get this out of 
here? 

WHITESIDE. One thing at a time— 
that’s the next step. 

BANJO. Think fast, Captain. Think 
fast. 

(And MAGGIE ettters from the li¬ 
brary, papers in hand, whiteside 
scrambles back into his chair; banjo 
is again the little innocent.) 

MAGGIE. This is everjThing, Sherry 
—I’m leaving three carbons. Is there 
anything out here? (She inspects a 
small basket fastened to his chair) 
What’s in this basket? 

whiteside (eager to he rid of her) 
Nothing at all. Thank you, thank 
you. 

MAGGIE. Shall I file these letters? 
Do you want this picture? 

WHITESIDE. No—throw everything 
away. W^ait—give me the picture. I 
want the picture. 

MAGGIE. The only thing I haven’t 
done is to put all your broadcasts in 
order. Do you want me to do that? 

WHITESIDE (a flash of recollection 
has come to hitn as he takes Harriet’s 
photograph in his hand, but he con¬ 
trives to smother his excitement) 
What? . . . Ah—do that, will you? 
Do it right away—it’s very important. 
Riph*^ away, Maggie. 
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MAGGIE. I’ll see you before I go, 
Banjo. (Sbe goes into the library 
again> closing the doors.) 

WHITESIDE Ovatching her out, then 

jumpttg ttp in groat excitemenO. 
I’ve got it! 

banjo. What? 

WHITESIDE. I knew I’d seen this 
face before! I knew it! Now I know 
how to get this out of here. 

banjo. What face? Mow? 

(And, at that instant, mr. Stanley 
comes down the stairs, watch in 

bawd.) 

STANLEY (vastly enjoying himself). 
The time is up, Mr. Whiteside. Fif¬ 
teen minutes. 

WHITESIDE. Ah, yes, Mr. Stanley. 
Fifteen minutes. But just one favor 
before I go. I would like you to sum¬ 
mon those tivo officers and ask them 
to help this gentleman down to the 
airport with this mummy case. 
Would you be good enough to do 
that, Mr. Stanley? 

STANLEY. I will do nothing of the 
bind. 

WHITESIDE (ever so sweetly). Oh, I 
think you will, Mr. Stanley. Or shall 
I inform my radio audience, on my 
next broadcast, that your sister, Har¬ 
riet Stanley, is none other than the 
famous Haniet Sedley, who mur¬ 
dered her mother and father with an 
axe twenty-five years ago in Glou¬ 
cester, Massachusetts. . . . (At which 
MR. STANLEY quietly colla^ses into 

a chair) Come, Mr. Stanley, it’s a 
very small favor. Or would you 
rather have the good folk of Mesalia 
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repeating at your wiy doorstep that 
once-popular little jii:ig(c: 

“Harriet Sedley to(jk an axe 
And gave her mother forty whacks, 
And when the job was nicely done, 
She gave her father forty-one.” 

Remember, Mr. Stanley, I too am 
giving up something. It would make 
a hell of a broadcast. . . . Well? 

STANLEY (licked at last). Mr White- 
side, you are the damnedest person 
I have ever met. 

WHITESIDE. I often think so myself, 
old fellow. . . . Officers, will you 
come in here, please? 

BANJO. Whiteside, you’re a great 
man. (He places a reverent kiss on 
the mummy case.) 

WHITESIDE (as the DEPUTIES enter). 

Come right in, officers. Mr. Stanley 
would like you to help this gentle¬ 
man down to the airport with this 
mummy case. He is sending it to a 
friend in Nova Scotia. 

BANJO. Collect. 

WHITESIDE, Right, Mr. Stanley? 

STANLEY (weakly). Yes. . . . Yes. 

WHITESIDE. Thank you, gentlemen 
—handle it carefully. . . . Banjo, my 
love, you’re wonderful and I may 
write a book about you. 

BANJO. Don’t bother—I can’t read- 
(To MAGGIE, as she enters from li¬ 
brary) Good-bye, Maggie—los'e con¬ 
quers all. . . . Don’t drop that case, 
boys—it contains an antique. (And 
out he goes with the mummy case, 
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to say nothing of Miss lorrainB 

SHELDON.) 

MAGGIE (catching on to what has 
happened). Sherry! Sherry, was 
that 

wjnTESiDE. It was indeed. The field 
is clear and you have my blessing. 

MAGGIE. Sheny'l Sherry, you old 
reprobate! 

WHITESIDE. Just Send me a necktie 
sometime. My hat and coat, Maggie, 
and also your railroad ticket. I am 
lea\'ing for New York. 

MAGGIE. You’re leaving. Sherry? 

WHITESIDE. Don’t argue, Rat Girl- 
Do as you’re told. 

MAGGIE. Yes, Mr. Whiteside. (S/ie 
goes happily into the library, just as 
BERT returns.) 

BERT. Mr. Whiteside, I want to 
apologize for— 

WHITESIDE. Don’t give it a thou<7ht, 
Rcrt. There’s been a slight change of 
plan. Miss Sheldon is off on a world 
cruise— I am taking your play to 
Katharine Cornell. Miss Cutler will 
explain even-thing. (maggie brings 
WHITESIDES coot, hut, cane) Oh, 
tliank vou. Maggie, my darling. (And 
just then the doctor comes out of 
the lihran'. Still trying,) 

OR. rradley. Mr. Whiteside, are vou 
ver)^ busy? 


WHITESIDE. Ah, yes, Doctor. Very 
busy. But if you ever get to New 
York, Doctor try and find me. (He 
takes MAGGIE in his arms) Good¬ 
bye, my lamb. I love you very much, 

MAGGIE. Sherry, you’re wonderful. 

WHITESIDE. Nonsense.... Good-bye, 
Jefferson. You'll never know the 
trouble you’ve caused. 

BERT. Good-bye, Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE. Good-bye, Mr. Stanley. 

I would like to hear, in the near fu¬ 
ture, that your daughter has married 
her young man and that your son has 
been permitted to follow his own 
bent. OR ELSE. . . . Merry Christ¬ 
mas, every'bodyl (And out he strolls. 
But the worst is yet io come. There 
is a loud crash on the porch, foh 
lowed by an anguished yell, maggih 
gives a little shriek and rushes otit, 
BERT and the doctor ntsh after her. 
Dovm the stairs come mrs. Stanley, 

JUNE and RICHARD. From the dining 
room JOHN and sarah come running. 
"What's happened?" 'What is it?" 
And then we see. Info view come 
BERT and the doctor, cnrrv’ing MR. 
WHITESIDE behveen them. He is 
screammg his head off.) 

WHITESIDE. Miss Preen! Miss Preen! 
I want Miss Preen back! . . . Mr. 
Stanley, I am suing vou for three 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars! 
(mr. STANLEY f/irou’s up his hands 
in despair, mrs. st.vnley ^rnplv 
faints away.) 
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The Time of Your Life 


BY WILLIAM SAROYAN 


TO 

GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


In the time of your life, live—so that in that good time there shall be no 
ugliness or death for yourself or for any life your life touches. Seek goodness 
everywhere, and when it is found, bring it out of its hiding-place and let 
it be free aiid unashamed. Place in matter and in flesh the least of the values, 
tor these are the things that hold death and must pass away. Discover in all 
things that which shines and is beyond corruption. Encourage virtue in 
whatever heart it may have been driven into secrecy and sorrow by the shame 
and terror of the world. Ignore the obvious, for it is unworthy of the clear 
eye and the kindly heart. Be the inferior of no man, nor of any man be the 
superior. Remember that every man is a variation of yourself. No mans 
guilt is not yours, nor is any man’s innocence a thing apart. Despise evil and 
ungodliness, but not men of ungodliness or evil. These, understand. Have 
no shame in being kindly and gentle, but if the time comes in the time of 
your life to kill, kill and have no regret. In the time of your life, live—so 
that in that wondrous time you shall not add to the misery and sorrow of the 
world, but shall smile to the infinite delight and mystery of it. 
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THE PLACE 


Nicks PiictfiC Street Saloon, Restajirant, and Entertainment Palace at the 
foot of Emharcadero, in San Fra>icisco. A suggestion of room it ut The 
New York Hotel, upstairs, around the corner. 

THE TIME 

Afternoon and night of a day in Octoher, 1939* 
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ACT ONE 


mcKS is an American place: a San Francisco waterfront honky-tonk. 

At a table, joe: always calm, always qniet, thinking, always eager, 

always bored, always superior. His expensive clothes are casually and yottth- 
fuUy worn and give him an almost boyish appearance. He is thinking. 

Behind the bar, nick: a big red-headed young Italian-American with an 
enormous naked woman tattooed in red on the inside of his right arm. Ho 
is studying The Racing Form. 

The ARAB, at his place at the end of the bar. He is a lean old man with a 
rather ferocious old-country mustache, with the ends twisted up. Between 
the thumb and forefinger of his left hand is the Mohammedan tattoo indi¬ 
cating that he has been to Mecca. He is sipping a glass of beer. 

It is about eleven-thirty in the morning, sam is sweeping out. We see only 
his back. He disappears into the kitchen. The sailor at the bar finishes his 
drink and leaves, moving thoughtfully, as though he were trying very hard 
to discover how to live. 

The NEWSBOY comes in. 


newsboy fcheerfully'). Good-morn¬ 
ing, everybody. (No answer. To 
nick) Paper, Mister? (nick shakes 
his head, tto. The newsboy goes to 
joe) Paper, Mister? (joe shakes his 
head, no. The newsboy walks away, 
counting papers.) 

JOE fnoticing him). How many you 
got? 

newsboy. Five, (joe gives him a 
quarter, takes all the papers, glances 
at the headlines with irritation, 
throws them away. The newsboy 
watches carefully, then goes.) 

ARAB (picks up paper, looks at head¬ 
lines, shakes head as if rejecting 
everything else a man might say 
about the world). No foundation. 
All the way down the line. 

(The DRUNK comes in. Walks to the 
telephone, looks for a nickel in the 


chute, sits down at jOE^s table, nick 
takes the drunk out. The drunk 
returns.) 

drunk (champion of the Bill of 
Rights). This is a free country, ain’t 
it? 

(wiLLiE, the marble-game maniac, 
explodes through the swinging doors 
and lifts the forefinger of his right 
hand comically, indicating one beer. 
He is a very young man, not more 
than twenty. He is wearing heavy 
shoes, a pair of old and dirty cordu¬ 
roys, a light green turtle-neck jersey 
with a large letter “F" on the chest, 
an oversize two-button tweed coat, 
and a green hat, with the brim up. 
nick sets out a glass of beer for him, 
he drinks it, straightens up vigor 
ously saying *'Aaah,” makes a solemn 
face, gives nick a one-finger salute 
of adieu, and begins to leave, re¬ 
freshed and restored in spirit. He 
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walks hy the marhle game, halts sud¬ 
denly, turns, studies the contraption, 
gestures as if to say, Oh, no. Turns 
to go, stops, returns to the machine, 
studies it, takes a handful of small 
coins out of his pants pocket, lifts a 
nickel, indicates with a gesture, One 
game, no more. Puts the nickel in 
the slot, pushes in the slide, making 
an interesting noise.) 

NICK. You cao't beat that machine. 

WILLIE. Oh, yeah? (The marbles fall, 
roll, and take their place. He pushes 
down the lever, placing one marble 
in position. Takes a very deep breath, 
walks in a small circle, excited at the 
beginning of great drama. Stands 
straight and pious before the contest. 
Himself vs. the machine. Willie I’S. 
DesfiJiv. His skill and daring vs. the 
cunning and trickery of the novelty 
iihluslry of /\mcrica, and the whole 
challenging world. He is the last of 
the American pioneers, with noth¬ 
ing more to figJit but the machijic, 
with no other reward than lights 
and off. and six nickels for 
otic. Before him is the last champion, 
the machine. He is the last chal¬ 
lenger, the ]Oung man v.'ith nothing 
to ilo in the irorld. wili.ie grips the 

knob delicately, studies the situation 

# 

carefully, draws the knob hack, holds 
it a moment, and then releases it. The 
first marble rolls out among the haz¬ 
ards. and the contest is on. At the 
vtTv of the play “The Mis¬ 

souri Waltz” is coming from the pho¬ 
nograph. The music ends here. This 
is the signal for the beginning of the 
play. JOE suddenly comes out of his 
reverie. He whistles the u\jv people 
do who are calling c cab that’s about 
a block away, oidy he does it ijtiietly. 
WILLIE turns around, but joe ges¬ 
tures for him to return to his work. 
NICK looks up from The Racing Form. 
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JOE (calling). Tom. (To himself) 
Where the hell is he, every time I 
need him? (He looks around calmly: 
the nickel-in-the-slot phonograph in 
the corner; the open public tele¬ 
phone; the stage; the marble-game; 
the bar; and so on. He calls again, 
this time very loud) Hey, Tom. 

NICK (with morning irritation). 
What do you want? 

JOE (without thinking). I want the 
boy to get me a watermelon, that*s 
what I want. What do you want? 
Money, or love, or fame, or what? 
You won’t get them studying The 
Racing Form. 

NICK. I like to keep abreast of the 
times. 

(tom comes hurrying in. He is 
a great big man of about thirty or 
so who appears to be much younger 
because of the childlike expression 
of his face: Jiandsome, dumb, inno¬ 
cent, troubled, and a little bewildered 
by everything. He is ohvioiis/v ndnit 
in years, but it seems as if by all rights 
he siwjild still be a boy. He is defen¬ 
sive as clumsy, self-conscious, over- 
grou'n hors are. He is wearing a flashy 
cheap suit. joE leans back and stud¬ 
ies him with casual disapproval, tom 
slackens his pace and becomes clumsy 
and embarrassed, waiting for the 
bawling-oiit he’s pretty sure he’s go- 
ing to get.) 

JOE (ohjeetive/y, severely, but a little 
a?nus€d). Wlio saved vour life? 

TOM (sincerely). You did, Joe. 
Thanks. 

JOE (interested). Mow’d I do it? 
TOM (confused). What? 

JOE (cve»i more interested). Flow’d 1 
do it? 
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tom. Joe, you know how you did it. 

JOE (softly). I want you to answer 
me. How’d I save your life? Tve for¬ 
gotten. 

tom (rememhermg, ivith a big sor¬ 
rowful smile). You made me eat all 
that chicken soup three years ago 
when I was sick and hungry. 

JOE (fascinated). Chicken soup? 

tom (eagerly). Yeah. 

JOE. Three years? Is it that long? 

tom (delighted to have the informa¬ 
tion ). sure. 1937. 1938. 1939* 

This is 1939. Joe. 

joe (amused). Never mind what year 
it is. Tell me the whole story. 

tom. You took me to the doctor. You 
gave me money for food and clothes, 
and paid my room rent. Aw, Joe, you 
know all the different things you did. 
(joe nods, turning away from tom 
after each question.) 

joe. You in good health now? 

tom. Yeah, Joe. 

JOE. You got clothes? 

tom. Yeah, Joe. 

JOE. You eat three times a day. Some¬ 
times four? 

TOM. Yeah, Joe. Sometimes five. 

JOE. You got a place to sleep? 

TOM. Yeah, Joe. 

(joE nods. Pauses. Studies tom care- 
ftdly.) 
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JOE. Then, where the hell have you 
been? 

TOM (humbly). Joe, I was out in the 
street listening to the boys. Tliey’re 
talking about the trouble down here 
on the waterfront. 

JOE (sharply). I want you to be 
around when I need you. 

TOM (pleased that the bawling-out 
is over). I won’t do it again. Joe, one 
guy out there says there’s got to be a 
revolution before anvthing will ever 
be all right. 

JOE (impatiently). I know all about 
it. Now, here. Take this money. Go 
up to the Emporium. You know 
where the Emporium is? 

TOM. Yeah, sure, Joe. 

JOE. All right. Take the elevator and 
go up to the fourth floor. Walk 
around to the back, to the to\' dc- 
partment. Buy me a couple of dollars’ 
worth of toys and bring them here. 

TOM (amazed). Toys? \\Tiat kind of 
toys, Joe? 

JOE. Any kind of toys. Little ones 
that I can put on this table. 

TOM. What do you want toys foi, 
Joe? 

JOE (mildly angry). What? 

TOM. All right, all right. You don’t 
have to get sore at everything. What’ll 
people think, a big guy like me buy¬ 
ing toys? 

JOE. What people? 

TOM. Aw, Joe, you’re always making 
me do crazy things for you, and I’tn 
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the guy that gets embarrassed. You 
just sit in this place and make me do 
all the dirty work. 


JOE crooking away'). Do what I tell 



TOM. O.K., but I wish I knew why. 
(He makes to go.) 


JOE. Wait a minute. Here’s a nickel. 
Put it in the phonograph. Number 
seven. I want to hear that waltz again. 


TOM. Boy, I’m glad I don’t have to 
stay and listen to it. Joe, what do you 
hear in that song anyway? We listen 
to that song ten times a day. \Vhv 
can t we hear number six, or two, or 
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wkat is so attractive in the music to 
JOE, and what is so painful and con¬ 
fusing in it to himself. Very soon, 
however, he is carried away hy the 
melancholy story of grief ana nos¬ 
talgia of the song. He stands, 
troubled hy the poetry and confusion 
in himself. jOE, on the other hand, 
listens as if he were not listening, in¬ 
different and unmoved. What he’s in¬ 
terested in is TOM. He turns and 
glances at TOM. kitty duval, who 
lives in a room in The New York 
Hotel, around the corner, comes 
beyond the swinging doors quietly, 
and walks slowly to the bar, her 
reality and rhythm a perfect accom¬ 
paniment to the sorrowful American 
music, which is her music, as it is 


nine? There are a lot of other num¬ 
bers. 

JOE (emphatically). Put the nickel in 
the phonograph. (Pause) Sit down 
and wait till the music’s over. Then 
go get me some toys. 

TOM. O.K. O.K. 

JOE (loudly). Never mind being a 
martvr about it either. TTie cause isn't 
worth it. 

(tom puts the nickel into the ma¬ 
chine, with a ritual of impatie^it 
and efficient movement which plainly 
shows his lack of s\mpathy or en¬ 
thusiasm. His manner also reveals, 
however, that his lack of sympathy is 
spurious and exaggerated. Actually, 
he is fascinated by the music, but is 
so confused by it that he pretends he 
dislikes it. The music begins. It is mi- 
othcr variation of ’The Missouri 
\\ altz,” played dreamily and softly, 
with perfect orchestral form, ajid 
with a theme of weeping in the horns 
repeated a number of times. /\f first 
TOM h'sfcMS irifh somcf/iing close to 

irritation, since he can’t urtderstand 


tom’s. Which the world drove ottt of 
her, putting in its place brokenness 
and all manner of spiritually crip¬ 
pled forms. She seems to understand 
this, and is angry. Angry with her¬ 
self, full of hate for the poor world, 
and full of pity and contempt for 
its tragic, unbelievable, confounded 
people. She is a simll powerful girl, 
'with that kind of delicate and rttgged 
beauty which no ciratmstance of 
evil or ugly reality can destroy. This 
beauty is that element of the im¬ 
mortal which is in the seed of good 
and common people, and which is 
kept alive in some of the female of 
our kind, no 7 natter how accidentally 
or pointlcssly they may have entered 
the world, kitty duval is soniehody. 
There is an angry purity, and a fierce 
pride, in her. In her stance, and way 
of walkhtg, there is grace and arro¬ 
gance. JOE recognizes her as a great 

erson immediately. She goes to the 
ar.) 

kitty. Beer. 

(nick places a glass of beer before her 
mechanically. She swallows half the 
drink, and listens to the music again. 
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-roM iwn7S and sees her. He he- 
conics dead to everything in the ivorld 
hit her. He stands like a luvip, fasci¬ 
nated and undone by his almost 
religious adoration for her. joe 
notices tom.) 

JOE (gently). Tom. (tom begins to 
move toward the bar, where kitty is 
standing. Loudly) Tom. (tom halts, 
then turns, and joe motions to him 
to come over to the table, tom goes 
over. Quietly) Have you got every¬ 
thing straight? 

tom (out of the world). What? 

JOE. What do you mean, what? I just 
gave you some instructions. 

tom (pathetically). What do you 
want, Joe? 

JOE. I want you to come to your 
senses. (He stands up qtiietly and 
knocks tom’s hat off. tom picks up 
his hat quickly.) 

tom. I got it, Joe. I got ii. The Em¬ 
porium. Fourth floor. In the back. 
The toy department. Two dollars’ 
worth of toys. That you can put on a 

table. 

kitty (to herself). Who the hell is 
he to push a big man like that 
around? 

joe. ril expect you back in a half 
hour. Don’t get side-tracked any¬ 
where. Just do what I tell you. 

tom (pleading). Joe? Can’t I bet four 
bits on a horse race? There’s a long 
shot—Precious Time—that’s going to 
win by ten lengths. I got to have 
money. 

(joe points to the street, tom goes 
t/ut. NICK is combing his hair, look¬ 
ing in the mirror.) 
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NICK. I thought you w'anted him to 
get you a watermelon. 

JOE. I forgot. (He watches kitty a 
moment. To kitty, clearly, slowly, 
with great compassion) What’s the 
dream? 

KITTY (moving to joE, coming to). 

What? 

JOE (holding the dream for her). 
What s the dream, now? 

kitty (coming still closer). What 
dream? 

JOE. What dream! The dream you’re 
dreaming. 

NICK. Suppose he did bring you a 
watermelon? What the hell would 
you do with it? 

JOE (irritated). I’d put it on this table. 
I’d look at it. Then I’d eat it. Wliat 
do you think I’d do with it, sell it for 
a profit? 

NICK. How should I know what you’d 

✓ 

do with Anything? What I’d like to 
know is, where do you get youi 
money from? What ivork do you do? 

JOE (looking at kitty). Bring us a 
bottle of champagne. 

KITTY. Champagne? 

JOE (simply). Would you rather have 
something else? 

KITTY. What’s the big idea? 

JOE. I thought you might like some 
champagne. I myself am very fond of 
it. 

KITTY. Yeah, but what’s the big idea? 
You can’t push me around- 
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JOE (gently but severely'). It's not in 
my nature to be unkind to another 
human being. I have only contempt 
for wit. Otherwise I might say some¬ 
thing obvious, therefore cruel, and 
perhaps untrue. 

KITTY. You be careful what you think 
about me. 

JOE (slowly, not looking at her). 

I have only the noblest thoughts for 
both your person and your spirit. 

NICK (having listeijed carefully and 
not being able to make it out). What 
are you talking about? 
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kitty (to joe) I was in hurlesqub. 
Kitty Duval. That was my name. 
Life-size photographs of me in cos¬ 
tume in front of burlesque theaters 
all over the country. 

JOE (gently, coaxingly). I believe 
you. Have some champagne. 

NICK (going to table, with cham^ 
pagne bottle and glasses). There he 
goes again. 

JOE. Miss Duval? 

kitty (sincerely, going over). That’s 
not my real name. That’s my stage 
name. 


KITTY. You shut up. You— 

JOE. He owns this place. He’s an im¬ 
portant man. All kinds of people come 
to him looking for work. Comedians. 
Singers. Dancers. 

KITTY, I don’t care. He can’t call me 
names. 

NICK. All right, sister. I know how it 
is with a two-dollar whore in the 
morning. 

KITTY Cft^t'iousJy)- Don’t you dare 
call me names. I used to be in bur¬ 
lesque. 

NICK. If you were ever in burlesque, 
1 used to be Charlie Chaplin. 

KITTY (angry and a little pathetic), 
I was in burlesque. I played the bur¬ 
lesque circuit from coast to coast. I’ve 
had (lowers sent to me by European 
royalty. I vc had dinner with young 
men of wealth and social position. 

NICK. You’re dreaming. 


JOE. I'll call you by your stage name. 

NICK (pouring). All right, sister, 
make up your mind. Are you going to 
have champagne with him, or not? 

JOB. Pour the lady some wine. 

NICK. O.K,, Professor. Why you come 
to this joint instead of one of the 
high-class dumps uptown is more 
than I can understand. Why don’t 
you have champagne at die St. 
Francis? Why don’t you drink with a 
lady? 

KITTY C^irioiisly). Don’t you call me 
names—you dentist. 

JOE. Dentist? 

NICK (atttazed, loudly). What kind 
of cussing is that? (Puuse. Looking at 
KITTY, then at joe, beirildered) This 
guy doesn’t belong here. The only 
reason I’ve got champagne is because 
he keeps ordering it all the time. (To 
kitty) Don’t think you’re the only 
one he drinks champagne with. He 
drinks with all of them. (Pause) He's 
crazy. Or something. 
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JOE (confidentially') ‘ Nick, I think 
you're going to be all right in a couple 
of centuries. 

nick. I’m sorry, I don’t understand 
your English. 

'(joe lifts his glass, kitty slowly lifts 
hers, not quite sure of what’s going 

on.) 

JOE (sincerely). To the spirit, Kitty 
Duval. 

kitty (beginning to understand, and 
very grateful, looking at him). Thank 

you. 

JOE (calling). Nick. 
nick. Yeah? 

JOE. Would you mind putting a 
nickel in the machine again? Num¬ 
ber— 

nick. Seven. I know. I know. I don’t 
mind at all, Your Highness, although, 
personally. I’m not a lover of music. 
(Going to the machine) As a matter 
of fact I think Tchaikowsky was a 
dope. 

JOE. Tchaikowsky? Where’d you ever 
hear of Tchaikowsky? 

nick. He was a dope. 

JOE. Yeah. Why? 

NICK. They talked about him on the 
radio one Sunday morning. He was a 
sucker. He let a woman drive him 
crazy. 

JOE. I see. 

NICK. I stood behind that bar listen¬ 
ing to the God-damn stuff and cried 
like a baby. None hut the lonely 
heard He was a dope. 


JOE. \\ffiat made you erj'? 

NICK. What? 

JOE (sfern/y)- What made you cry, 
Nick? 

NICK (angry ivif/i himself). I don’t 
know. 

JOE. I’ve been underestimating you, 
Nick. Play number seven. 

nick. They get eveiy'body worked up. 
They give everybody stuff they 
shouldn’t have, (nick puts the nickel 
into the machine and the Waltz be¬ 
gins again. He listens to the music 
Then studies The Racing Form.) 

kitty (to herself, dreaming). 1 like 
champagne, and eveiy'thing that goes 
with it. Big houses with big porches, 
and big rooms with big windows, and 
big lawns, and big trees, and flowers 
growing everywhere, and big shep¬ 
herd dogs sleeping in the shade. 

NICK. I’m going next door to Frankie’s 
to make a bet. I’ll be right back. 

JOE. Make one for me. 

NICK (going to joe). Who do you 
like? 

JOE (giving him money). Precious 
Time. 

NICK. Ten dollars? Across the board? 

JOE. No. On the nose. 

NICK. O.K. (He goes. Dudley r. 
BOSTWICK, as he calls himself, breaks 
through the swinging doors, and 
practically flings himself upon the 
open telephone beside the phono¬ 
graph. DUDLEY is a young man of 
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'ihout twenty-four or twenty^fivCy or¬ 
dinary and yet extraordinary. He is 
smallish, as the saying is, neatly 
dressed in bargain clothes, over¬ 
worked and irritated by the routine 
and dullness and monotony of his 
life, apparently nobody and nothing, 
but in reality a great personality. The 
swindled young man. Educated, hut 
without the least real understanding- 
A brave, dumb, salmon-spirit strug¬ 
gling for life in weary, stupefied 
flesh, dueling ferociously with a 
banal mind which has been only irri¬ 
tated by what it has been taught. He 
is a great personality because, against 
all these handicaps, xvhat he wants 
’S simple and basic: a woman. This 
urgent and violent need, common yet 
miraculous enough in itself, consider¬ 
ing the unhappy environment of the 
ajiimal, is the force which elevates 
him from nothingness io greatness. 
A ridiculotis greatness, but in the 
nature of things htauttful to behold. 
All that he has been taught, and 
everything he believes, is phony, and 
ret he himself is real, almost super- 
real, because of this indestructible 
force in himself. His face is ridicu- 
hits. His personal rhythm is tense 
■irid jittery. His Speech is shrill and 
riolcnt. His gestures are wild. His 
rgo is disjointed and epileptic. Ami 
ret deeply he possesses the same 
ii'holcticss of spirit, and directness 
of energy, that is in all species of 
■inimaU, There :s little innate or cidti- 
‘.'ated spirit in him, hut there is no 
ahscuce of innocent animal force. He 
is a young man who has been taught 
that he has a chance, ns a person, and 
ih'lievcs it. /\s a matter of fact, he 
hasn't a chance in the world, and 
diouhl have been told by somebody, 
or should not have had his natural arid 
valuable ignorance spoiled by educa¬ 
tion, ruining n» otherwise perfectly 
good and charming member of the 


human race. At the telephone he im¬ 
mediately begins to dial furiously^ 
hesitates, changes his mind, stops 
dialing, hangs up furiously, and sud¬ 
denly begins again. Not more than 
half a minute after the firecracker 
arrival of DUDLEY R. bostwick, oc¬ 
curs the polka-and-waltz arrival of 
HARRY. HARRY is another story. He 
comes in timidly, turning about un¬ 
certainly, awkward, out of place 
everywhere, embarrassed and en¬ 
cumbered by the contemporary 
costume, sick at heart, but deter¬ 
mined to fit in somewhere. His ar¬ 
rival constitutes a dance. His clothes 
dont fit. The pants are a little too 
large. The coat, which doesn’t match, 
is also a little too large, and loose. 
He is a dumb young fellow, hut he 
has ideas. A philosophy, in fact. His 
philosophy is simple and beautiful 
The world is sorrowful. The world 
needs laughter, harry is funny. The 
world needs harry, harry will make 
the world laugh. He has probably 
had a year or two of high school. He 
has also listened to the boys at the 
pool room. He’s looking for nick. 
He goes to the arab, and says, "Are 
you Nick?” The arab shakes his 
head. He stands at the bar, irnitiMg. 
He waits very busily.') 

harry (ns NICK reUirns). You Nick? 

NICK (very loudly). 1 am Nick. 

harry (nefing). Can you use a great 
comedian? 

NICK (hehitnl the bar). Who, tor in¬ 
stance? 

HARRY (nI?»ost nngr}'). Me. 

NICK, "^ou? Wliats funny about you? 
(DUDLEY fit the telephone, is dialing. 
Because of some defect in the ap¬ 
paratus the din/ing is very loud.) 
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-,upley. Hello. Sunset 7349? May I 
^peak to Miss Elsie Mandelspiegel? 


harry Cwith spirit and noise, danc¬ 
ing')- I dance and do gags and stuff. 


i^icK. In costume? Or are you wear¬ 
ing your costume? 

DUDLEY. All I need is a cigar. 


kitty C<^ontinuing the dream of 
grace). I’d walk out of the house, and 
stand on the porch, and look at the 
trees, and smell the flowers, and run 
across the lawn, and lie down under 
a tree, and read a book. (Pause) A 
book of poems, maybe. 


going anyichere. Where the hell can 
you go? I’m figuring it out. All right- 
I’m a citizen. A fat guy bumps his 
stomach into the face of an old lady. 
Tliey were in a hurr)'. Fat and old. 
They hnwped. Boom. I don t know. 
It may mean war. War. Germany. 
England. Russia. I don’t know for 
sure. (Loiidly, dramatically, he 
sahites, about faces, presents arjns, 
aims, and fres) WAAAAAR. (He 
Hoies a call to arms, nick gets sick 
of this, indicates with a gesture that 
HARRY s/iou/d hold it, and goes to 

WESLEY.) 

NICK. What’s on your mind? 

WESLEY (conftised). Well— 


DUDLEY (very, very clearly). Elsie 
Mandelspiegel. (Impatiently) She 
has a room on the fourth floor. She's 
a nurse at the Southern Pacific Hos¬ 
pital. Elsie Mandelspiegel. She 
works at night. Elsie. Yes. (He be¬ 
gins waiting again, wesley, a colored 
hoy, comes to the bar and stands near 
harry, waiting.) 


NICK. Come on. Speak up. Are you 
hungry, or what? 


WESLEY. Honest to God, I ain’t hun¬ 
gry. All I want is a job. I don’t want 
no charity. 


NICK. Well, what can you do, and 
how good are you? 


nick. Beer? 

WESLEY. No, sir. I'd like to talk to 
you. 

nick (to harry). All right. Get 
funny. 

harry (getting funny, an altogether 
different person, an actor with great 
energy, both in power of voice, and in 
force and speed of physical gesture). 
Now, I’m standing on the comer of 
Third and Market. I’m looking 
around. I'm figuring it out. There it 
is. Right in front of me. The whole 
city. The whole world. People going 
by. They’re going somewhere, I don't 
know where, but they’re going. I ain’t 


WESLEY. I can run errands, clean up, 
wash dishes, anything. 

DUDLEY (On the telephone, very 
eagerly). Elsie? Elsie, this is Dudley- 
Elsie, I'll jump in the bay if you don’t 
marry me. Life isn’t worth living 
without you. I can’t sleep. I can t 
think of anything but you. All the 
time. Day and night and night and 
day. Elsie, I love you. I love you. 
What? (Burning up) Is this Sunset 
7-3-4-9? (Pawse) 7943^ (Calmly, 
while WILLIE begins making a small 
racket) Well, what’s your name? 
Loreiie? Lorene Smith? I thought you 
were Elsie Mandelspiegel. What? 
Dudley. Yeah. Dudley R. Bostwick. 
Yeah. R. It stands for Raoul, hut I 
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never spell it out. I'm pleased to meet 
you, too. What? There's a lot of noise 
around here, (willib stops hitting 
the marhle-game') Where am I? At 
Nick's, on Pacific Street. I work at 
the S. P. I told them I was sick, and 
they oa\’e me the afternoon off. Wait 
a minute. PI] ask them. I’d like to 
meet you, too. Sure. I’ll ask them. 
(Turns around to nick) What’s this 
address? 

NICK. Number 3 Pacific Street, you 
cad. 

DUDLEY. Cad? You don't know how 
r\c been suffering on account of 
Elsie. I take things too ceremoniously. 

I ’. c got to be more lackadaisical. 
(Into telephone) Hello, Elenore? 
f mean, Lorene. It’s number 3 Pacific 
Street. Yeah. Sure. I'll wait for you. 

1 low'll you know me? You'll know 
me. 111 recognize you. Good-by, now. 

(/fc hangs up.) 

[iAHRY (coi/finiring his monologue. 
With gestures, niovewents, and so 
on^. I’m standing there. I didn’t do 
anything to anybody. U’liy should I 
be a soldier? (Sincerely, insanely) 

HOOOOOOOOOM. O.K. 

\\ ar. / retreat. I hate war. I move to 
Sacramento. 
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NICK. For the love of Mike, where’ve 
you been? Don't you know you can’t 
come into a place and ask for a job 
and get one and go to work, just like 
that. You've got to belong to one of 
the unions. 

WESLEY. I didn't know. I got to have 
a job. Real soon. 

NICK. Well, you've got to belong to a 
union. 

WESLEY. I don't want any favors. All 
I want is a chance to earn a livinp. 

NICK. Go on into the kitchen and tell 
Sam to give you some lunch. 

WESLEY. Honest, I ain’t hungry. 

DUDLEY (shouting). What IVe gone 
through for Elsie. 

HARRY. I’ye got all kinds of funny 
ideas in my head to help make the 
world happy again. 

NICK (holding wesley). No, he isn’t 
hunpr\'. 

(wesley almost faittts from hunger. 
NICK catches him just in time. The 
ARAB and NICK go off leith wesley 
into the kitchen.) 


NtCK (s/mnfing'). All right, Come¬ 
dian. Lay oil a minute. 

HAUUV (I’rokcn-heartcd. going to 
wii.i u;'). Nobody’s got a sense of 
luinior any more. The world’s dying 
Inr comedy like never before, but no- 
liody knows how to laugh. 

NICK (to wesley). Do you belong to 
the union? 

WESLEY. What union? 


HARRY (to willie). See if you think 
this is funny. It's my own idea. 1 
created this dance myself. It comes 
after the monologue, (harry hegitis 
to dance, willie Wiifchcs a moment, 
and then goes hack to the game. It's 
a goofy dance, which harry does 
iWt/i great sorroir, much energy.) 

DUDLEY. Elsie. Aw. gee, Elsie. W^at 
the hell do I want to see Lorene Smith 
for? Some girl I don’t know. 

(joe and kitty hai’e heew driukiHg 
in silence. There is no sound now e.x- 
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cept the soft-shoe shuffling of harry, 
the Comedian.') 

JOE. \Vhat's the dream now, Kitty 
Duval? 

kitty C^reaming the words and pic¬ 
tures). I dream of home. Christ, 1 al- 

waysdreamofhome. Tveno/ionic. IVc 

no place. But I always dream of all 
of us together again. We had a farm 
in Ohio. There was nothing good 
about it. It was always sad. There was 
always trouble. But I always dream 
about it as if I could go back and 
Papa would be there and Mamma 
and Louie and my little brother 
Stephen and my sister Mary. I’m 
polish. Duval! My name isn’t Duval, 
it’s Koranovsky. Katerina Koranovsky. 
We lost ever)'thing. The house, the 
farm, the trees, the horses, the cows, 
the chickens. Papa died. He was old. 
He was thirteen years older than 
Mamma. We moved to Chicago. We 
tried to work. We tried to stay to¬ 
gether. Louie got in trouble. The fel¬ 
lows he was with killed him for 
something. I don’t know what. 
Stephen ran away from home. Seven¬ 
teen years old. I don’t know where 
he is. Then Mamma died. (Pmrse) 
What’s the dream? I dream of home. 
(nick comes out of the kitchen with 

WESLEY.) 

nick. Here. Sit down here and rest. 
That’ll hold you for a while. Why 
didn’t you tell me you were hungr)'? 
You all right now? 

WESLEY (sitting doum in the chair at 

the piano). Yes, I am. Thank you. I 
didn’t know I was that hungry. 

NICK. Fine. (To harry who is danc¬ 
ing) Hey. What the hell do you 
think you’re doing? 
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HARRY (stopping). That’s my own 
idea. I’m a natural-born dancer and 
comedian. 

(wESLEY begins slowly, one note, one 
chord at a time, to play the piaiio.) 

NICK. You’re no good. Why don't you 
try some other kind of work? Why 
don’t you get a job in a store, selling 
somethino? What do \'Ou want to be a 
comedian for? 

HARRY. I’ve got something for the 
world and they ha\'en’t got sense 
enough to let me give it to them. No¬ 
body knows me. 

DUDLEY. Elsie. Now I’m waiting for 
some dame I’ve never seen belore. 
Lorene Smith. Never saw her in my 
life. Just happened to get the wrong 
number. She turns on the personality, 
and I’m a cooked Indian. Give me a 
beer, please. 

HARRY. Nick, you’ve got to see my 
act. It’s the greatest thing of its kind 
in America. All I want is a chance. 
No salary to begin. Let me try it out 
tonight. If I don’t wow ’em, O.K., I’ll 
go home. If vaudeville wasn’t dead, a 
guy like me would have a chance. 

NICK. You’re not funny. You’re a sad 
young punk. What the hell do you 
want to try to be funny for? You’ll 
break ever\’body’s heart. What’s 
there for you to he funny about? 
You’ve been poor all your life, haven’t 
vou? 

y 

HARRY. I’ve been poor all right, but 
don’t forget that some things count 
more than some other things. 

NICK. What counts more, for in¬ 
stance, than what else, for instance? 

HARRY. Talent, for instance, count; 
more than money, for instance, that's 
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what, and Tve got talent. I get new 
ideas night and day. Everything 
comes natural to me. Tve got style, 
but it’ll take me a little time to round 
it out. That’s all. 

(By vow WESLEY is playing some¬ 
thing of his own which is very good 
and out of the world. He plays about 
half a minute, after which harry be¬ 
gins to dance.) 

NICK (watching). I run the lousiest 
dive in Frisco, and a guy arrives and 
makes me stock up with champagne. 
The whores come in and holler at me 
that they’re ladies. Talent comes in 
and begs me for a chance to show it- 
self. Even society people come here 
once in a while. I don’t know what 
for. Maybe it’s liquor. Maybe it’s the 
location. Maybe it’s my personality. 
Maybe it’s the crazy personality of 
the joint. The old honky-tonk. 
(PiiKse) Maybe they can’t feel at 
home anyu’here else. 

(By now WESLEY is really playing, 
and HARRY is going through a new 
routine. Dudley grows sadder and 
sadder.) 
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JOE (taking the package), \Vh&t’d 
you get? 

TOM. Two dollars’ worth of toys. 
That’s what you sent me for. The 
girl asked me what I wanted with 
toys. I didn't know what to tell her. 
(He stares at kitty, then hack at 
joe) Joe? I’ve got to have some 
money. After all you’ve done for me, 
ni do anything in the world for you, 
but, Joe, you got to give me some 
money once in a while. 

JOE. What do you want it for? 

(tom turns and stares at ktity danc- 

JOE (noticing). Sure. Here. Here’s 
five. (Shouting) Can you dance? 

TOM (proudly). I got second prize at 
the Palomar in Sacramento five years 
ago. 

JOE (loudly, opening package). O.K., 
dance with her. 

TOM. You mean her? 


kitty. Please dance with me. 

JOE (/ondl)). I never learned to 
dance. 


JOE (loudly). I mean Kitty D^ival, 
the burlesque queen. J mean the 
queen of the world burlesque. Dance 
with her. She wants to dance. 


Kitty. Anybody can dance. Just hold 
me in vour arms. 

JOE. I’m very fond of you. I’m sotT}'. 
I cuu't dance. I wish to God I could. 

KITTY. Oh. please. 

JOE. Forgive me. Fd like to very 
much. 

(kitty dances alone, tom comes in 
ir/t/i o paekage. He sees kitty and 
goes go-gti (igoin. He comes onf of 
the trance and puts the bundle on 
the table in front of jOE.) 


TOM (irorsJiipiwg tJie name Kitty 
Duvfll, helplessly). Joe, can I tell 
you something? 

JOE (he brings out a toy and winds 
it). You don’t have to. I know. You 
love her. You reoB)- love her. Fm not 
blind. I know. But take care of vour- 
sclf. Don’t 5ct sick that wav acain. 

NICK (looking of and listening fo 
WESLEY irifli omozement). Comes in 
here and wants to be a dish-washer. 
Faints from hunger. And then sits 
down and plaj's better than Heifetz. 
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TOE. Heifetz plays the violin. 

NICK. All right, don’t ge*- careful. 
He’s good, ain’t he? 

TOM (to kitty). Kitty. 

JOE (he lets the toy go, loudly'). 
Don’t talk. Just dance. 

(tom and kitty dance, nick is at 
the har, watching everything, harry 
is dancing. Dudley is grieving into 
his heer. lorene smith, about thir¬ 
ty-seven, very overhearing and funny¬ 
looking, comes to the har.) 

NICK. What'll it be, lady? 

LORENE Cooking about and scaring 
all the young men). I’m looking for 
the young man I talked to on the 
telephone. Dudley R. Bostwick. 

DUDLEY (jumping, running to her, 
stopping, shocked). Dudley R. 
(Slowly) Bostwick? Oh, yeak He 
left here ten minutes ago. You mean 
Dudley Bostwick, that pooT- man on 
crutches? 

lorene. Crutches? 

DUDLEY. Yeah. Dudley Bostwick. 
That’s what he said his name was. 
He said to tell you not to wait. 

LORENE. Well. (She hf^gins to go, 
turns around) Are you sure you’re 
not Dudley Bostwick? 

DUDLEY. Who—me? (Grandly) My 
name is Roger Tenefrancia. I’m a 
French-Canadian. I never saw the 
poor fellow before. 

lorene. It seems to me your voice is 
like the voice I heard over the tele¬ 
phone. 

DUDLEY. A coincidence. An accident. 

A quirk of fate. One of those things. 
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Dismiss the thought. That poor crip 
pie hobbled out of here ten minutes 
ago. 

O 

lorene. He said he was going to 
commit suicide. I only wanted to te 
of help. (She goes.) 

DUDLEY. Be of help? What kind of 
help could she be of? (dudley runs 
to the telephone in the corner) Gee 
whiz, Elsie. Gee whiz. I’ll never leave 
you again. (He turns the pages of a 
little address hook) Why do I always 
forget the number? I’ve tried to get 
her on the phone a hundred times 
this week and I still forget the num¬ 
ber. She won't come to the phone, 
but I keep trying anyway. She’s out 
She s not in. She’s working. I get the 
wrong number. E\'erything g{)cs hav- 
wire. I can’t sleep. (Defiantly) She’ll 
come to the phone one of these davs. 
If there's anything to true love at all, 
shell come to the phone. Sunset 
7 .^ 49 - (hie dials the number, as joe 
goes on studying the toys. They arc 
one big mechanical toy, whistles, 
and a music box. joe blows into the 
whistles, qtiickly, by leny of getting 
casually acquainted with them, tom 
and kitty stop dancing, tom sta^'es 
at her.) 

DUDLEY. Hello. Is this Sunset 7349? 
May I speak to Elsie? Yes. (Emphati¬ 
cally, and bitterly) No, this is not 

Dudley Bostwick. This is Roger 
Tenefrancia of Montreal, Canada. 
Im a childhood friend of Miss Man- 
delspiegel. \\'’e went to kindergarten 
together. (Hand over phone) God 
damn it. (Into phone) Yes. I’ll wait, 
thank you. 

tom. I love you. 

KITTY. You want to go to my room? 
(tom cant answer) Have you got 
two dollars? 
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TOM (shaking his head with confu- nick. How do you know you won? 

sion'). I’ve got five dollars, but I love ^ , i 'H tj -j r» 

® ' JOE. Don’t be silly. He said Pre- 

^ * cious Time was going to win by ten 

KITTY (looking at bim). You want lengths, didn t he? He s in love, isnI 

to spend all that money? (tom em- he? 

braces her. They go. job watches. , , i i i 

Goes hack to the toy.) nick. O.K. I dont know why, but 

Precious Time won. You got eighty 

JOE. Where’s that longshoreman, for ten. How do you do it? 


McCarthy? 

\ICK. He’ll be around. 

JOE. What do you think he’ll have to 
say today? 

NICK. Plenty, as usual. I’m going next 
door to see who won that third race at 
Laurel. 

JOE. Precious Time won it. 

NICK. That’s what you think. (He 
goes.) 

JOE (to himself). A horse named 

McCarthy is running in the sixth 

race today. 

# 

DUDLEY (on the phone). Hello. Hel¬ 
lo. Elsie? Elsie? (His voice weakens; 
aUo his limbs) Mv God. She’s come 
to the phone. Elsie, I’m at Nick's on 
Pacific Street. You’ve got to come 
here and talk to me. Hello. Hello, 
Elsie? (A)»e;c£?) Did she hang up? 
Or was I disconnected? (He bangs 
np and goes to bar. wesley is still 
playing the piano, harry is still 
dancittg. joe bas wound up the big 
mechanical toy and is watching it 
work. NICK returns.') 

NICK t MMfebing tbc toy). Say. That’s 
some gadget. 

joe. How much did I win? 


JOE (roaring). Faith. Faith. How’d 
he win? 

NICK. By a nose. Look him up in The 
Racing Form. The slowest, the cheap¬ 
est, the worst horse in the race, and 
the worst jockey. What’s the matter 
with my luck? 

joe. How much did you lose? 

NICK. Fifty cents. 

JOE. You should never gamble. 

NICK. Why not? 

JOE. You always bet fifty cents. 
You’ve got no more faith than a flea, 
that’s why. 

HARRY (sbonting). How do you like 
this, Nick? (He is really bttsy woiv^ 
all legs and arms.) 

NICK (fuming and watching). Not 
bad. Hang around. You can wait 
table. (To wesley) Hey. Wesley. 
Can you play that again tonight? 

WESLEY (fuming, buf still playing 
the piano). I don’t know for sure, 
Mr. Nick. I can play soniefbing. 

NICK. Good. You hang around, too. 
(He goes bebind tlic bar, Tbe atmos- 
phere is now one of warm^ natural. 
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/imerican ease; every man innocent 
and good; each doing what he be¬ 
lieves he should do, or what he must 
do. There is deep American naivete 
afjd f^hh in the behavior of each 
person. No one is competing ivit/i 
anyone else. No one hates anyone 
else. Every man is living, and letting 
live. Each man is following his des¬ 
tiny as he feels it shotdd be followed; 
or is abandoning it as he feels it must, 
by now, be abandoned; or is forget¬ 
ting it for the moment as he feels he 
should forget it. Although everyone 
is dead serious, there is unmistakable 
smiling and humor in the scene; a 
sense of the human body and spirit 
emerging from the world-imposed 
state of stress and fretfulness, fear 
and awkwardness, to the more natu¬ 
ral state of casualness and grace. 
Each person belongs to the environ¬ 
ment, in his own person, as himself: 
WESLEY is playing better than ever. 
harry is hoofing better than ever. 
nick is behind the bar shining 
glasses. JOE is smiling at the toy and 
studying it. Dudley, although still 
troubled, is at least calm now and 
jull of melancholy poise, willie, at 
the marble-game, is happy. The 
ARAB is deep in his memories, where 
he wants to be. Into this scene and 
atmosphere comes blick. blick is 
the sort of human being you dislike 
at sight. He is no different from any¬ 
body else physically. His face is an 
ordinary face. There is nothing obvi¬ 
ously wrong with him, and yet you 
know that it is impossible, even by 
the most generous expansion of un¬ 
derstanding, to accept him as a hu¬ 
man being. He is the strong man 
without strength—strong only among 
the weak—the weakling who uses 
force on the weaker, blick enters 
casually, as if he were a customer, 
and immediately harry begins slow¬ 
ing down.') 


BLICK Coily, and with mock-friendli¬ 
ness). Hello, Nick. 

NICK (stopping his work and leaning 
across the bar). What do you \i^ant 
to come here for? You’re too big a 
man for a little honky-tonk. 

BLICK (flattered). Now, Nick. 

NICK. Important people never come 
here. Here. Have a drink. (Wkisfeey 
bottle.) 

BLICK. Thanks, I don’t drink. 

NICK (drinking the drink himself)' 
Well, why don’t you? 

BLICK. I have responsibilities. 

NICK. You’re head of the lousy Vice 
Squad. There’s no vice here. 

BLICK (sharply). Street-walkers are 
working out of this place. 

NICK (angry). What do you wantr^ 

BLICK (loudly). I just want you to 
know that it’s got to stop. 

(The music stops. The mechanical 
toy runs down. There is absolute 
silence, and a strange fearfulness 
and disharmony in the atmosphere 
now. HARRY doesn't know what to 
do with his hands or feet, wesley’s 
arms hang at his sides. JOE quietly 
pushes the toy to one side of the ta¬ 
ble, eager to study what is happen¬ 
ing. WILLIE stops playing the mar¬ 
ble-game, turns around and begins 
to wflit. DUDLEY straightens up very, 
very vigorously, as if to say: “Noth¬ 
ing can scare me. I know love is the 
only thing." The arab is the same 
as ever, but watchful, nick is arro¬ 
gantly aloof. There is a moment of 
this silence and tension, as though 
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BLicK were waiting for everybody to 
acknowledge his -presence. He is oh- 
viously flattered hy the acknowledg¬ 
ment of HARRY, DUDLEY, WESLEY, 
and WILLIE, hut a little irritated hy 
nick's aloofness and unfriendliness.) 

NICK. Don’t look at me. I can’t tell a 
strtct-walker from a lady. You mar¬ 
ried? 

BLICK. You’re not asking me ques¬ 
tions. I'm telling you. 

NICK (interrupting). You’re a man 
of about fortv-five or so. You ought 
to know better- 


back tonight. Send somebody else, i 
don’t like your personality. 

BLICK (casuallyt htU with contempt). 
Don't break anv laws. I don’t like 
yours, either. (He looks the place 
over, and goes. There is a moment of 
silence. Then willie turns and puts 
a new nickel in the slot and starts a 
new game, wesley Htrns to the piano 
and rather falteringly begins to play. 
His heart really isn’t in it. harry 
walks about, unable to dance. Dud¬ 
ley lapses into his customary melan¬ 
choly, at a table, nick whistles a lit¬ 
tle: suddenly stops. joE winds the 
toy.) 


5L[CK CrtJigry). Street-walkers are joe (comically). Nick. You going to 
working out of this place. kill that man? 


NICK (beginning to shout). Now, 
don’t start anv trouble with me. Peo¬ 
ple come here to drink and loaf 
around. I don’t care who they are. 

BLICK. Well, I do. 

NICK. Tlic only wav to find out if a 
lady is a street-walker is to walk the 
streets with her, go to bed. and make 
sure. \ou wouldn’t want to do that. 
1 oil'd like to, of course. 

BLICK. Any more of it, and I'll have 
vour joint closed. 

NICK (irry casiioJ/y, leiflioiit ill-u’in). 

Listen. I’ve got no use for you, or 
an\I)odv like you. You’re out to 
cliango the world from something 
bad to somethin? worse. Something 
like yourself. 


NICK. I’m disgusted. 

JOE. Yeah? Why? 

NICK, Why should I get worked up 
over a guv like that? Why should I 
hate him? He’s nothing. He’s no¬ 
body. He’s a mouse. But everj^ time 
he comes into this place I get burned 
up. He doesn’t want to drink. He 
doesn’t want to sit down. He doesn’t 
want to take things easy. Tell me one 
thing? 

JOE. Do my best. 

NICK, What's a punk like that want 
to so out and tr\^ to change the world 
for? 

JOE (nrnnzcd). Does he want to 
cliange the world, too? 


BLICK Cfnrions pause, and cott- nick (irnfrited). You know what I 

tcinpf). I’ll be back tonight. (He be- mean. W'hat’s he want to bother peo- 

to go.) pit for? He’s sick. 


NICK (very angry biif very calm). Do JOE (almost to himself, reflecting on 
yourself a big favor and don’t come the fact that buck too watits to 
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change the world). I guess he wants 
to change the world at that. 

nick. So I go to work and hate him. 

JOE- It’s not him, Nick. It's every¬ 
thing. 

nick. Yeah, I know. But I’ve still got 
no use for him. He’s no good. You 
know what I mean? He hurts little 
people. CConfused) One of the girls 
tried to commit suicide on account of 
him. ^furiously) I’ll break his head 
if he hurts anybody around here. 
This is my joint. C^terthojight) Or 

anybody’s feelings, either. 

JOE. He may not be so bad, deep 
down underneath. 

nick. I know all about him. He’s no 
good. 

(Dwring this talk wesley has really 
begun to play the piano, the toy is 
rattling again, and little hy little 
harry has begun to dance, nick has 
come around the bar, and now, very 
much like a child-forgetting all his 
anger—is watching the toy ivork. He 
begins to smile at everything: turns 
and listens to wesley: watches 
harry; nods at the arab: shakes his 
head at Dudley: and gestures ami¬ 
ably about WILLIE. Zt's his joint all 
right. It’s a good, low-down, honky- 
tonk American place that lets people 
alone.) 

nick. I’ve got a good joint. There's 
nothing wrong here. Hey. Come¬ 
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dian. Stick to the dancing tonight. I 
think you’re O.K. Wesley? Do some 
more of that tonight. Thdts fine! 

HARRY. Thanks, Nick. Gosh, Im on 
my way at last. (On telephone) 
Hello, Ma? Is that you, Ma? Harr)'. 

I got the job. (He hangs up and 
walks around, siniling.) 

nick (wfltching the toy all this Ume). 
Say, that really is something. Wliat is 
that, anyway? 

(mary l. comes in.) 

JOE ^holding it toward nick, and 
MARY L.). Nick, this is a toy. A con¬ 
traption devised by the cunning of 
man to drive boredom, or grief, or 
anger out of children. A noble gadget. 
A gadget, I might say, infinitely no¬ 
bler than any other I can think of 
at the moment. (^Everybody gathers 
around joe’s table to look at the toy. 
The toy stops working, joe winds the 
music box. Lifts a whistle: blows it, 
making a very strange, funny and 
sorrowful sound) Delightful. Tragic, 
but delightful. 

(wesley plays the music-box theme 
on the piano, mary l. takes a table.) 

NICK. Joe. That girl, Kitty. What’s 
she mean, calling me a dentist? I 
wouldn’t hurt anybody, let alone a 
tooth. 

(nick goes to MARY L.^s table, harry 
imitates the toy. Dances. The piano 
music comes up, the light dims slow' 
ly, while the piano solo continues.) 


CURTAIN 
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ACT TWO 


An hour later. All the people who ivere at nick s when the curtain came down 
are still there, joe at his table, quietly shuffling and turning a deck of cards, 
and at the same time watching the face of the woman, and looking at the 
initials on her handbag, as though they were the symbols of the lost glory of 
the world. The woman, in turn, very casually regards joe occasionally. Or 
rather senses him; has sensed him in fact the whole hour. She is mildly tight 
on beer, and jOE himself is tight, hut as ahvays completely under control; 
simply sharper. The others are about, at tables, and so on. 


joe. Is it Madge—Laubowitz^ 

MARY. Is what what? 

joe. Is the name Mabel Lepescu? 

MARY. What name? 

joe. The name the initials M. L. 
stand for. The initials on your bag. 

MARY. No. 

JOE (after a long pause, thinking 
deeply what the ftame might be, 
tiiruiuo, a card, looking into the beau¬ 
tiful face of the wotnan}. Margie 
Lon2'vorth\'? 

MARY (all this is I’ery natural and 
sincere, no comedy on the part of the 
people involved: they are both sol¬ 
emn. being drunk). No. 

JOE (his voice higher-pitched, as 
thr)ugh he trere groiritig a little 
alarmed). Midge Laurie? (mary 
shakes her head) Mv initials are J. T. 

MARY (pause). John? 

pE. No. (Pflusc) Martha Lancaster? 


MARY. No. (SligJit pause) Joseph? 

joe. Well, not exactly. That's my first 
name, but everybody calls me Joe. 
The last name is the tough one. I’ll 
help you a little. Lm Irish. (PflwseJ 
Is it just plain Mar)'? 

MARY. Yes, it is. I’m Irish, too. At 
least on my father’s side. English on 
my mother’s side. 

joe. I’m Irish on both sides. Marys’s 
one of mv favorite names. I guess 
that’s why I didn’t think of it. I met 
a girl in Mexico City named Mary 
once. She was an American from 
Philadelphia. She got married there. 
In Mexico City, I mean. While I was 
there. We v/ere in love, too. At least 
I was. You never know about anyone 
else. They were engaged, you see, 
and her mother was with her, so they 
\vent through with it. Must have 
been six or seven years ago. She’s 
robablv got three or four children 
V this time. 

MARY. Are you still in love with her? 

JOE. Well—no. To tell you the truth. 
I’m not sure. I guess I am. I didn't 
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even know she was engaged until a 
couple of days before they got mar¬ 
ried. I thought / w’as going to marry 
her. I kept thinking all the time 
about the kind of kids we would be 
likely to ha\'e. iMv fa\'orite was the 
third one. 1 he first two were fine. 
Mandsoine and fine and intelligent, 
but that third one was different. 
Dumb and goofy-looking. I liked 
him a lot. When she cold me she was 
going to be married, I didn’t feel so 
bad about the first two, it was that 
dumb one. 

MARY (after a pause of some few sec- 
cuds'). What do you do? 

JOE. Do? To tell you the truth, noth¬ 
ing. 

MARY. Do you always drink a great 
deal? 

TOE (scientifically). Not flhveys. Only 
when I’m awake. I sleep se\'en or 
eight hours every night, you know. 

M.\RY. flow nice. I mean to drink 
when you’re awake. 

JOE (thoughtfully). It’s a privilege. 

MARY. Do you really like to drink? 

JOE (positively). As much as I like 
to breathe. 

MARY (beaut if idly). W^y? 

jor, (dramatically). Whv do I like 
to drink? (Pause) Because I don’t 
like to be gypped. Because I don’t like 
to be dead most of the time and just 
a little alive even^ once in a long 
while. (Pmise) If 1 don’t drink, I be¬ 
come fascinated by unimportant 
things—like everybody else. I get 
busy. Do things. All kinds of little 
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stupid things, for all kinds of little 
stupid reasons. Proud, selfish, onli- 
nary things. I’ve done them. Now I 
don’t do anything. I live all the time. 
Then I go to sleep. (Pfluse) 

MARY. Do you sleep well? 

JOE (taking it for granted). Of 
course. 

MARY (quietly, almost with tender¬ 
ness). What are your plans? 

JOE (loudly, hut also tenderly). 
Plans? I haven’t got any. 1 just get up. 

• 

MARY (beginning to undersinnd 
everything). Oh, yes. Yes, of course. 
(DUDLEY puts a nickel in the phonC' 
graph.) 

JOE (thoughtfully). Why do I drink! 
(Pause, while he thinks about it. The 
thinking appears to be profound and 
complex, and has the effect of girinr 
his face a very comical and naive ex¬ 
pression) That question calls for a 
pretty complicated answer, (/^e 
smiles abstractly.) 

MARY. Oh, I didn’t mean— 

JOE (swiftly, gallantly). No. No. \ 
insist. I know why- It’s just a matte' 
of finding words. Little ones. 

MARY. It really doesn’t matter. 

JOE (serious/)')* Oh, yes, it does- 
(Clinically) Now, why do I drink.^ 
(Scientifically) No. Why does any¬ 
body drink? (Working it out) Every 
day has twenty-four hours. 

MARY (sadly, but brightly). Yes. 
that’s true. 
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JOE. Twenty-four hours. Out of the 
twenty-four hours at least twenty- 
three and a half are—my God, I don't 
know why—dull, dead, boring, emp¬ 
ty, and murderous. Minutes on the 
clock, not time of living. It doesn’t 
make any difference who you are or 
what you do, twenty-three and a half 
hours of the twenty-four are spent 
waiting. 

MARY. Waiting*? 

JOB C^esturing, loudly'). And the 
more you wait, the less there is to 
wait for. 

UARY (attentively, beautifully his 
student). Oh? 

JOE (continuing). That goes on for 
days and days, and weeks and months 
and vcars, and years, and the first 
thing you know all the years are dead. 
All the minutes are dead. You your¬ 
self arc dead. There’s nothing to wait 
for any more. Nothing e.xcept luin- 
utes on the clock. No time of life. 
Nothing but minutes, and idiocy. 
Beautiful, bright, intelligent idiocy. 
(Pause) Does that answer your ques¬ 
tion? 

MARY (eurncstiv). I’m afraid it does. 
Thank you. You shouldn’t have gone 
to all the trouble. 

JOE. No trouble at all. (Pmtse) You 
have children? 


JOE. Then why are you sad? 

MARY. I was always sad. It’s just that 
after I was married I was allowed to 
drink. 

JOB (eagerly). Who are you waiting 
for? 

MARY. No one. 

JOE (smiling). I’m not waiting for 
anybody, either. 

MARY. My husband, of course. 

JOE. Oh, sure. 

MARY. He’s a lawyer. 

JOE (standing, leaning on the table). 
He’s a great guy, I like him. I’m very 
fond of him. 

MARY (listening). You have responsi¬ 
bilities? 

JOE (loudly). One, and thousands. 
As a matter of fact, I feel responsible 
to ever\^body. At least to everybody I 
meet. I’ve been trying for three years 
to find out if it’s possible to live what 
I think is a cmlized life. I mean a 
life that can’t hurt any other life. 

4 

MARY. You’re famous? 

JOE. Ver\'. Utterly unknown, but 
very famous. Would you like to 
dance? 


MARY. Yes. Two. A son and a daugh- mary. All right, 
tor. 

JOE (loiidlv)- I’ni sorry. I don*t dance, 
jOE (dcliglricd). How swell. Do they I didn’t think you’d like to. 
kx>k like you? 

MARY. To tell you the truth, I don*t 
JUARY. Yes. like to dance at all. 
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JOE (^proudly^commentatoT^ I can 
'nardly walk. 

MARY. You mean you’re tight? 

JOE C^miling'). No. I mean all the 
time. 

MARY (looking at him closely'). Were 
you ever in Paris? 

JOE. In 1929. and again in 1934. 

MARY. W^at month of 1934? 

JOE. Most of April, all of May, and a 
little of June. 

MARY. I was there in November and 
December that year. 

JOE. We were there almost at the 
same time. You were married? 

MARY. Engaged. (They are silent a 
moment, looking at one ajiother. 
Quietly and with great charm) Are 
you really in love with me? 

JOE. Yes. 

MARY. Is it the champagne? 

JOE. Yes. Partly, at least. (He sits 
down.) 

MARY. If you don’t see me again, will 
you be very unhappy? 

JOE. Very. 

MARY (getting up). I’m so pleased. 
(jOE is deeply grieved that she is go¬ 
ing. In fact, he is almost panic- 
stricken about it, getting up in a way 
that is full of furious sorrow and re¬ 
gret) I must go now. Please don’t get 
up. (joE is up, staring at her with 
amazement) Good-by. 
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JOE (simply). Good-by. (The wom¬ 
an stands looking at him a moment, 
then turns and goes, joe stands star- 
ing after her for a long time. )ust as 
he is slowly sitting down again, the 
newsboy enters, and goes to joe’s 
table.) 

NEWSBOY. Paper, Mister? 

joe. How many you got this time? 

newsboy. Eleven, (joe buys them 
all, looks at the lousy headlines, 
throws them away. The newsboy 
looks at JOE, amazed. He walks over 
to nick at the bar.) 

NEWSBOY (troubled). Hey, Mister, 
do you own this place? 

nick (casually hut emphatically). ] 
own this place. 

newsboy. Can you use a great Ivric 
tenor? 

NICK (almost to himself). Great Ivric 
tenor? (Loudly) Who? 

NEWSBOY (loud and the least bit an¬ 
gry). Me. I’m getting too big to sell 
Dapers. I don’t want to holler hcad- 
ines all the time. I want to sing. You 
can use a great lyric tenor, can’t you? 

NICK. Wliat’s lyric about you? 

NEWSBOY (voice high-pitched, con¬ 
fused). My voice. 

NICK. Oh, (Slight pause, giving in) 
All right, then—sing! (The news¬ 
boy breaks into swift and beautiful 
song: ‘When Irish Eyes Are Smil¬ 
ing.'' NICK and JOE listen carefully. 
NICK with wonder, joE with amaze¬ 
ment and delight.) 
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NEWSBOY (singing). 
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When Irish eyes are smiling, 

Sure 'tis like a mom in Spring. 

In the lilt of Irish laughter, 

You can hear the angels sing. 
When Irish hearts are happy. 

All the A’orld seems bright and gay. 
Mut when Irish eyes are smiling— 

NICK (loudly, swiftly). Are you Irish? 

NEWSBOY (speaking swiftly, loudly, 
a little impatient with the irrelevant 
^uestio}7). No. I’m Greek. (He fin¬ 
ishes the song, singing louder than 
ever) Sure they steal your heart 
away. (He turns to nick dramati¬ 
cally, like a vaudeville singer heg- 
giug his audience for applause, nick 
studies the boy eagerly, job gets to 
his feet and leans toward the boy 

and NICK.) 

NICK. Not bad. Let me hear you again 
about a vear from now. 

NEWSBOY (thrilled). Honest? 

NICK. Yeah. .Along about November 
"th, 1940. 

NEWSBOY (/nippier than ever before 

iu his life, running over to job). Did 

^•ou hear it too. Mister? 

# 

JOE. Yes. and it’s great. What part of 
Greece? 

NEWSBOY. Salonica. Gosh, Mister. 
Tlianks. 

JOE. Don’t wait a year. Come back 
with some papers a little later. Youxq 
a f?reat singer. 

o O 

NEWSBOY Cf/in 7 /eJ and excited). Aw, 
tlianks. Mister. So long. (Running, 
(0 nick) Thanks; Mister, (He runs 


out. JOE and nick look at the swing" 
ing doors, job sits dotvir. nick 
laughs.) 

NICK. Joe, people are so wonderful. 
Look at that kid. 

JOE. Of course they’re wonderful. 
Every one of them is wonderful. 

(mc carthy and krupp come in, 
talking. MC carthy is a big man in 
work clothes, which make him seem 
very young. He is wearing black 
jeans, and a blue workmans shirt. 
No tie. No hat. He has broad shotd- 
ders, a lean intelligent face, thick 
black hair. In his right hack pocket 
is the longshoremans hook. His arms 
are long and hairy. His sleeves are 
rolled up to just below his elbows. 
He is a casual man, easy-going in 
movement, sharp in perception, swift 
in appreciation of charm or inno¬ 
cence or comedy, and gentle in spirit. 
His speech is clear and full of 
warmth. Hts voice is powerful, hut 
modulated. He enjoys the world, in 
spite of the mess it is, and he is fond 
of people, in spite of the mess they 
are. krupp is not quite as tall or 
broad-shouldered as mc carthy. He 
is physically encumbered by his uni¬ 
form, club, pistol, belt, and cap. And 
he is plainly not nt home in the role 
of policeman. His mox^ement is sti(J 
and unintentionally pompous. He is 
a naive man, essentially good. His 
understanding is less than mc car- 
Thy’s, but he is honest and he doesn^i 
try to bluff.) 

KRUPP. You don’t understand what 
I mean. Hi-ya, Joe. 

JOE. Hello, Krupp. 

MC CARTHY. Hi ya, Joe, 

JOE. Hello, McCarthy. 
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KRiiPP. Two beers, Nick. (To mc 
oarthy) All I do is carr\’ out orders, 
carry out orders. I don’t know what 
the idea is behind the order. Who 
it’s for, or who it’s against, or why. 
All I do is cany it out. 

(nick gives them hcer.) 

MC CARTHY. You don’t read enough. 

KRUPP. I do read. I read The Exami¬ 
ner every morning. The Call-Bulle¬ 
tin every night. 

MC CARTHY. And Carry out orders. 

What are the orders now? 

KRUPP. To keep the peace down here 
un the waterfront. 

MC CARTHY. Keep it for who? (To 
joe) Right? 

JOE (sorrowfully'). Right. 

KRUPP. How do I know for who? The 
peace. Just keep it. 

MC CARTHY. It’s got to be kept for 
somebody. Who would you suspect 
it’s kept for? 

KRUPP. For citizens! 

MC CARTHY. I’m 3 citizcn! 

KRUPP. All right, I’m keeping it for 
vou. 

MC CARTHY. By hitting me over the 
head with a club? (To joe) Right? 

JOE (melancholy, with remem- 
hrance). I don’t know. 

KRUPP. Mac, you know I never hit 
vou over the head with a club. 
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MC CARTHY. But YOU will if YOU ’re 
on duty at the time and happen to 
stand OP the opposite side of myself, 
on duty. 

KRUPP. We went to Mission Ilish 

o 

together. We were alwavs good 
friends. The only time we ever 
fought was that time over Alma Hag* 

O O 

gcrty. Did you marry Alma Hag* 
gerty? (To joe) Right? 

JOE. EveiyThing’s right. 

MC CARTHY. No Did you? (To joe) 
Joe, are you with me or against me? 

JOE. I’m with everybody. One at a 
time. 

KRUPP. No. And that’s just what I 
mean. 

MC CARTHY. You mean neither one 
of us is going to marry the thing 
we’re fighting for? 

KRUPP. I don’t even know what it is. 

MC CARTHY. You don’t read enough, 

I tell you. 

KRUPP. Mac, you don’t know what 
you’re fighting for, either. 

MCCARTHY. It’s SO simple, it’s fan¬ 
tastic. 

KRUPP. All right, what are you fight¬ 
ing for? 

MC CARTHY. For the rights of the in¬ 
ferior. Right? 

JOE. Something like that. 

KRUPP. The who? 
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MC CARTHY. The inferior. The world 
full of ? 4 ahoneys who haven’t got 
what it takes to make monkeys out 
of everybody else, near by. The men 
who were created equal. Remember? 

KRUPP. Mac, you’re not inferior. 


MC CARTHY C^ischievously, with 
laughter in his voice). The thing to 
do is to have more magazines. Hun¬ 
dreds of them. Thousands. Print ev¬ 
erything they write, so they’ll believe 
they’re immortal. That way keep 
them from going haywire. 


MC CARTHY. I’m a longshoreman. 
And an idealist. I’m a man with too 
muih brawn to be an intellectual, 
evciusivelv. I married a small, sensi- 
tive, cultured woman so that my kids 
would be sissies instead of suckers. 
A strono; man with anv sensibility 
has no choice in this world but to be 
a heel, or a worker. I haven’t the 
Iieart to be a heel, so I’m a worker. 
I\'e got a son in high school who's 
already tliinking of being a writer. 

KRUPP. I wanted to be a writer once. 

JOE. Wonderful. (He puts down the 
paper, looks at frupp and mc car- 

THY.) 


MC CARTHY. They (iU wanted to be 
ivriters. Every' maniac in the world 
that ever brought about the murder 
of people through war started out in 


an attic or a basement wTiting poetiA'. 
It stank. So they got even bv becom¬ 
ing important heels. And it’s still go- 
in<? on. 


KRUPP. Is it really, Joe? 

JOE. Look at today's paper. 

MCCARTHY. Riglit now on Tele- 
grajih Mill is some punk who is tn,'- 
ing to he Shakespeare. Ten years 
from now he’ll be a senator. Or a 
communist. 


Kiuirp, Somebody ought to do some¬ 
thing about it. 


KRUPP. Mac, you ought to he a 
writer yourself. 

MC CARTHY. I hate the tribe. They'ie 
mischief-makers. Right? 

JOE (swiftly). Everything’s right. 
Right and wrong. 

O O 

KRUPP. Then why do you read? 

MC CARTHY (laughing). It's relaxing. 
It’s soothing, (Pause) The lousiest 
people bom into the world are writ¬ 
ers. Language is all right. It’s the 
people who use language that are 
lousy. (The arab has moved a little 
closer, and is listening carefully. To 
the Arab) What do you think. 
Brother? 

ARAB (after making many faces, 
thinking very deeply). No founda¬ 
tion. All the way doum the line. 
What. WTiat-not. Nothing. I go walk 
and look at sky. (He goes.) 

KRUPP. What? What-not? (To joe) 
What’s that mean? 

JOE (shwh’y thinking, remember- 
ing). What? Wliat-not? That means 
this side, that side. Inhale, exhale. 
What: birth. W^at-not: deatli. The 
inevitable, the astounding, the mag¬ 
nificent seed of growth and decay in 
all things. Beginning, and end. Tha' 
man, in his own way, is a prophet. 
He is one who, with the help of beer, 
is able to reach that state of deen 
understanding in which what and 
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what-not, the reasonable and the un¬ 
reasonable, are one. 

MC CARTHY. Right. 

KRUPP. If you can understand that 
kind of talk, how can you be a long¬ 
shoreman? 

MC CARTHY. I come from a long line 
of McCarthys who never married or 
slept with anything but the most 
powerful and quarrelsome flesh. (He 
drinlis beer.') 
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KRUPP (to MC carthy). Has he got 
a right to do that? 

MC carthy. TTie living have danced 
from the beginning of time. I might 
even say, the dance and the life have 
moved along together, until now we 
have- (To harry) Go into your 
dance, son, and show us what we 
have. 

HARRY. I haven’t got it worked out 
completely yet, but it starts out like 
this. (He dances.") 


KRUPP. I could listen to you two guys 
for hours, but I’ll be damned if I 
know what the hell you’re talking 
about. 


MC CARTHY. The consequcnce is that 
all the McCarthys are too great and 
too strong to be heroes. Onlv the 
weak and unsure perform the heroic. 
They've got to. The more heroes you 
have, the worse the history of the 
world becomes. Right? 

JOE. Go outside and look at it. 

KRUPP. You sure can philos—philos- 
oph— Boy, you can talk. 


NICK (on phone). Nick's Pacify 
Street Restaurant, Saloon, and En¬ 
tertainment Palace. Good afternoon. 
Nick speaking. (LisfCMs) Who? 
(Turns around) Is there a Dudley 
Bostwick in the joint? 

(DUDLEY jumps to his feet and goes 
to phone.) 

DUDLEY (on phone). Hello. Elsie? 
(Listens) You’re coming down? 
(Elated. To the saloon) She’s coming 
down. (Pause) No. I won't drink. 
Aw, gosh, Elsie. (He hangs up, looks 
about him strangely, as if he were 
just horn, walks around touching 
things, putting chairs in place, mid 
so on.) 


MC CARTHY. I Wouldn’t talk this wav 
to anyone but a man in uniform, and 
a man who couldn’t understand a 
word of what I was sa^nng. The party 
I’m speaking of, my friend, is YOU. 
(The phone rings, harry gets up 
from his table suddenly and begins 
a new dance.) 

KRUPP (noticing him, with great au¬ 
thority). Here. Here. W 4 iat do you 
think you're doing? 

harry (stopping). I just got an idea 
for a new dance. I’m trying it out. 
Nick. Nick, the phone’s ringing. 


MC CARTHY (to harry). Splendid. 

Splendid. 

harry. Then I go into this little rou¬ 
tine. (He demonstrates.) 

KRUPP. Is that good, Mac? 

MC CARTHY. It’s awful, but it's honest 
and ambitious, like everything else 
in this great country. 

HARRY. Then I work along into this. 
(He demonstrates) And this is where 
I really get going. (He finishes the 
dance.) 
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MC CARTHY. Excellent. A most satis¬ 
fying demonstration of the present 
state of the American body and soul. 
Son, you're a genius. 

HARRY (^delighted, shaking hands 
ivith MC carthy). I go on in front 
of an audience for the first time in 
my life tonight. 

MC CARTHY. They’ll be delighted, 
VVbcrc’d you learn to dance? 

HARRY. Never took a lesson in my 
life. Fm a natural-bom dancer. And 
comedian, too, 

MC CARTHY (astounded'). You can 
make people laiigh? 

HARRY (ditmhly'). I can be funny, 
but they won’t laugh. 

• O 

MC CARTHY. That’s odd. Why not? 

HARRY. I don’t know. They just won’t 
laugh. 

MC CARTHY. W^ould you carc to be 
funny now? 

HARRY. I’d like to tr\' out a new mon¬ 
ologue r\c been thinking about. 

uc CARTHY. Please do. I promise you 
if it’s funny I shall roar with laugh¬ 
ter. 

HARRY. This is it. (Coes into the act, 
n iih much energy') I’m up at Shar¬ 
key’s on Turk Street. It’s a quarter to 
nine, daylight saving. \AVdncsday, 
the eleventh. \^’hat IVo got is a head- 
nehe and a 1918 nickel. What I uwtt 
’s a cup ol coffee. If I buy a cup of 
colleo uith the nickel, I’ve got to 
ivalk home. I’ve got an eight-ball 
prvth] etn. George the Greek is shoot¬ 
ing a game ot snooker with Pedro 


the Filipino. I'm in rags. They’re 
wearing thirty-five dollar suits, made 
to order. I haven’t got a cigarette. 
They’re smoking Bobby Bums pana- 
telas. I’m thinking it over, like I al¬ 
ways do. George the Greek is in a 
tough spot. If I buy a cup of coffee, 
I’ll want another cup. What hap¬ 
pens? My ear aches! My ear. George 
the Greek takes the cue. Chalks it. 
Studies the table. Touches the cue- 
ball delicately. Tick. What happens? 
He makes the three-ball! What do I 
do? I get confused. I go out and buy 
a morning 'pamper. What the hell do I 
want with a morning paper? What I 
want is a cup of coffee, and a good 
used car. I go out and buy a morning 
paper. Thursday, the twelfth. Maybe 
the headline’s about me. I take a 
quick look. No. The headline is not 
about me. It’s about Hitler. Seven 
thousand miles away. I’m here. Who 
the hell is Hitler? Who’s behind the 
eight-ball? I turn around. Ei’ery- 
hody's behind the eight-ball! (Pause. 
KRHPP snores totvard harry os if to 
make an important arrest, harry 
11/orcs fo the sunn gin g doors, mc car¬ 
thy stops KRUPP.) 

MC CARTHY (fo harry). It’s the fun- 
niest thing I’ve ever heard. Or seen, 
for that matter. 

HARRY CcO»li?Ig back to MC CAR- 

thy). Then, why don’t you laugh? 
MC CARTHY, I don’t know, yet. 

HARRY. I’m always getting funny 
ideas that nobody will laugh at. 

MC CARTHY It may 

be that you’ve smrnbled headlong 
into a new kind of comedy. 

HARRY. Well, what good is it if i\ 
doesn’t make anybody laugh? 
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MC CARTHY. There are kinds of 
laughter, son. I must say, in all truth, 
that I am laughing, although not out 
loud, 

HARRY. I want to hear people laugh. 
Out loud. That’s why I keep think¬ 
ing of funny things to say. 

MC CARTHY. Well. They may catch 
on in time. Let’s go, Krupp. So long, 
Joe. (mc CARTHY and krupp go.) 

JOE. So long. CAfter a moment’s 
jfause') Hey, Nick. 

NICK. Yeah. 

JOE. Bet McCarthy in the last race. 

NICK. You’re crazy. That horse is a 
double-crossing, no-good— 

JOE. Bet everything you’ve got on 
McCarthy. 

NICK. I’m not betting a nickel on him. 
You bet everything you’ve got on 
McCarthy. 

JOE. I don’t need money. 

NICK. What makes you think Mc¬ 
Carthy’s going to win? 

JOE. McCarthy’s name’s McCarthy, 
isn’t it? 

NICK. Yeah. So what? 

JOE. The horse named McCarthy is 
going to win, that’s all. Today. 

NICK. Why? 

JOE. You do what I tell you, and ev¬ 
erything will be all right. 

NICK. McCarthy likes to talk, that’s 
all. (PflMse) Where’s Tom? 
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JOE. He'll be around. He’ll be miser¬ 
able, but he’ll be around. Five or ten 
minutes more. 

NICK. You don’t believe that Kitty, 
do you? About being in burlesque? 

JOE (very clearly'). I believe dreams 
sooner than statistics. 

NICK (remewhering). She sure is 
somebody. Called me a dentist. 

(tom, turning about, confused, trou¬ 
bled, comes in, and hiirries to joe’s 
table.) 

joe. What’s the matter? 

tom. Here’s your five, Joe. I’m in 
trouble again. 

JOE. If it’s not organic, it’ll cure it¬ 
self. If it is organic, science will cure 
it. What ir; it, organic or non-organic? 

TOM. Joe, I don’t know— (He seems 
to he completely broken down,) 

JOE. What’s eating you? I want you 
to go on an errand for me, 

TOM. It’s Kitty. 

JOE, What about her? 

TOM. She’s up in her room, crying. 

JOE. Crying? 

TOM. Yeah, she’s been dying for over 
an hour. I been talking to her all this 
time, but she won’t stop. 

JOE. What’s she crying about? 

TOM. I don’t know. I couldn’t under¬ 
stand anything. She kept crying and 
telling me about a big house and col¬ 
lie dogs all around and flowers and 
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one of her brothers dead and the 
ottier one lost somewhere. Joe, I can’t 
stand Kitty crying. 

JOE. ■fou want to marry the girl? 

TOM Clodding). Yeah. 

JOE (cHrioiis and sincere'). Why? 

TOM. I don’t know why, exactly, Joe. 
CPause) Joe, I don’t like to think of 
Kitty out in the streets. I guess I love 
her, that’s all. 

JOE. She’s a nice girl. 

TOM. She’s like an angel. She’s not 
like those other street-walkers. 

JOE (swiftly)- Here. Take all this 
money and run next door to Frankie’s 
and bet it on the nose of McCarthy. 

TOM (su’ifdv). All this money, Joe? 
McCarthy? 

JOE. Yeah. Hurry. 

TOM (goi»g). Ah, Joe. If McCarthy 
wins we’ll be rich. 

TOE. Get ooing, will vou? 

(tom runs ont and nearly knocks 
over the An.\n comiug back in. nick 
fils him a beer withont a word.) 

ARAB. No foundation, anywhere. 
W hole world. No foundation. All 
fl'.e wav down the line. 

NICK (angry). McCarthy! Just be¬ 
cause vou oot a little lucky this mom- 
inc. \ ou hav e to go to work and throw 
away eighty bucks. 

JOE. He wants to many' her. 

NICK. Suppose she doesn’t want to 
marr\^ him? 


JOE (amazed). Oh, yeah. (Think- 
ing) Now, why wouldn't she want 
to marry a nice guy like Tom? 

NICK. She’s been in burlesque. She’s 
had flowers sent to her by European 
royalty. She’s dined with young men 
of quality end social position. She’s 
above Tom. 

(tom comes running in.) 

TOM (disgusted). They were running 
when I got there. Frankie wouldn’t 
take the bet. McCarthy didn’t get a 
call till the stretch. I thought wo were 
going to save all this money. Then 
McCarthy won by two lengths. 

JOE. W^at’d he pay, fifteen to one? 

TOM. Better, but Frankie wouldn't 
take the bet. 

NICK (throwing a dish towel across 
the room). Well, for the love af 
Mike. 

JOE. Give me the money. 

TOM (giving hack the money). We 
would have had about a thousand 
five hundred dollars. 

JOE (bored, casually, inventing). Go 
up to Schwabacher-Frey and get me 
the bi^est Rani-McNally map of 
the nations of Europe thev’ve got. On 
your way back stop at one of the 
pawTi shops on Tliird Street, and buy 
me a good revolver and some car- 

O 

tridges. 

TOM. She’s up in her room cr\Tng, 

Joe. 

JOB. Go get me those things. 

NICK. What are you going to do 
study the map, and then go out anc 
shoot somebody? 



THE TIME OF YOUR LIFE 949 


JOE. I want to read the names cf some 
European towns and ri\’ers and val¬ 
leys and mountains. 

NICK. What do you want with the 
revolver? 

JOE. I want to study it. Fm interested 
in things. Heres twenty dollars, 
Tom. Now go get them things. 

TOM. A big map of Europe. And a re¬ 
volver. 

JOE. Get a good one. Tell the man 
you don’t know anything about fire¬ 
arms and you’re trusting him not to 
fool you. Don’t pay more than ten 
dollars. 

TOM. Joe, you got something on your 
mind. Don’t go fool with a revolver. 

JOE. Be sure it s a good one. 

TOM. Joe. 

JOE (irritated'). What, Tom? 

TOM. Joe, what do you send me out 
for crazy things for all the time? 

JOE (angry). They're not crazy, Tom. 
Now, get going. 

TOM. What about Kittv, Joe? 

JOE. Let her cry. It’ll do her good. 

TOM. If she comes in here while Fm 
gone, talk to her, will you, Joe? Tell 
her about me. 

JOE. O.K. Get going. Don’t load that 
gun. Just buy it and bring it here. 

TOM (going). You rt’on't catch me 
loading any gun. 


JOE. Wait a minute. Take these tovs 
away. 

TOM. Where’ll f take them? 

JOE. Give them to some kid. (Pause) 
No. Take them up to Kitty. Toys 
stopped me Irom crying once. That’s 
the reason I had you buv them. I 
wanted to see if I could find out u’/iv 
they stopped me from crying. 1 re 
member they seemed awfully stupid 
at the time. 

TOM. Shall I, Joe? Take them up to 
Kitty? Do you think they’d stop her 
from cry’ing? 

JOE. They might. You get curious 
about the way they work and you for¬ 
get whatever it is you’re remember¬ 
ing that’s making you cry. That's 
what they’re for. 

TOM. Yeah. Sure. The girl at the 
store asked me whdt I wanted with 
toys. I’ll take them up to Kitty. 
(TragicctUy) She’s like a little girl. 
(He goes). 

WESLEY. Mr. Nick, can I play the 
piano again? 

NICK. Sure. Practice all you like— 
until I tell you to stop. 

WESLEY. You going to pay me for 
playing the piano? 

NICK. Sure. 111 give you enough to 
get by on. 

WESLEY (amazed and delighted). 
Get money for playing the piano? 
(He goes to the piano and begins to 
play quietly, harry goes up on the 
little stage and listens to the music. 
After a while he begins a soft-shoe 
dance. 
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NICK. Wnat were you crying about? 
JOE. My mother. 

NICK. What about her? 


JOE (to nick). Glass of beer, Nick. 
(nick brings the beer to the table, 
KIT CARSON swallows it in one swig, 
wipes his big white mustache with 
the back of his right hand,?) 


IDE. She was dead- I stopped cry¬ 
ing when they gave me the toys. 

\tck‘s mother, a little old woman 
of sixty or so, dressed plainly in 
‘duck, her face shinhig, comes in 
^r-'iskly, chattering loudly in Italian, 
gesturing, nick is delighted to see 

t N 

ncr.^ 

nick’s mother (in Italian'). Every¬ 
thing all right, Nickie? 

NICK (in Italian). Sure, Mamma. 
(nick’s mother leaves as gaily and 
as noisily as she came, after half a 
miiiute of loud Italian family talk.) 

JOE. Who was that? 

NICK (to JOE, proudly and a little 
sadly). My mother. (Still looking at 
the s\ringi)ig doors.) 

joK. What’d she sav? 

NICK. Nothing. Just wanted to see 
me. (PoH.se) W’hat do you want uith 
that oun? 

JOE. I study things, Nick. 

(An old man who looks as if he 
might have been Kit Carson at one 
tifiic iralks in importantlv, moves 
about, and finally stands at joe’s 
tijhlc.) 

KIT CARSON. Murphv*s the name, 
lust an old trapper. Mind if I sit 
down? 

jon. Be deliohtcd. What’ll you drink? 

KIT CARSON (silfiiig down). Beer. 
Same as I’ve been drinking. And 
thanks. 


KIT CARSON (moving in). I don’t sup¬ 
pose you ever fell in love with a 
midget weighing thirty-nine pounds? 

JOE (studying the man). Can’t say I 
have, but have another beer. 

KIT CARSON (intimately). Thanks, 
thanks. Doum in Gallup, twenty 
years ago. Fellow by the name of 
Rufus Jenkins came to town with 
six ^\'hite horses and two black ones. 
Said he wanted a man to break the 
horses for him because his left leg 
was wood and he couldn’t do it. Had 
a meeting at Parker’s Mercantile 
Store and finally came to blows, me 
and Heni^^ Walpal. Bashed his head 
with a brass cuspidor and ran away 
to Me.vico, but be didn’t die. 
Couldn’t speak a word. Took up with 
a cattle-breeder named Diego, edu¬ 
cated in California. Spoke the lan¬ 
guage better than you and me. Said, 
Your job, Murph, is to feed them 
prize bulls. I said, Fine, w'hat’ll I 
feed them? He said. Hay, lettuce, 
salt, beer, and aspirin. 

Came to blows two davs later over 
an accordion he claimed I stole. I 
had borrowed it. During the fight I 
busted it over his head: ruined one of 
the finest accordions I ever savi. 
Grabbed a horse and rode back across 
the border. Texas. Got to talking with 
a fellow who looked honest. Turned 
out to be a Ranger who was 
for me. 

JOE. Yeah. You were saying, a thirty- 
nine-pound midget. 
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kit CARSON. Will I ever forget that 
lady? Will I ever get over that amazon 
of small proportions? 

JOE. Will you? 

kit CARSON. If I live to be sixty. 

JOE. Sixty? You look more than sixty 
now. 

kit CARSON. That’s trouble showing 
in my face. Trouble and complica¬ 
tions. I was fifty-eight three months 
ago. 

JOE. That accounts for it, then. Go 
ahead, tell me more. 

kit CARSON. Told the Texas Ranger 
my name was Rothstein, mining 
engineer from Pennsylvania, look¬ 
ing for something worth while. Men¬ 
tioned two places in Houston. Nearly 
lost an eye early one morning, going 
down the stairs. Ran into a six-footer 
with an iron claw where his right 
hand was supposed to be. Said, You 
broke up my home. Told him I was a 
stranger in Houston. The girls gath¬ 
ered at the top of the stairs see a 
fight. Seven of them. Six feet and an 
iron claw. That’s bad on the nen'es. 
Kicked him in the mouth when he 
swung for my head with the claw. 
Would have lost an eye except for 
quick thinking. He rolled into the 
gutter and pulled a gun. Fired seven 
times. I was back upstairs. Left the 
place an hour later, dressed in silk 
and feathers, with a hat swung 
around over my face. Saw him stand¬ 
ing on the corner, waiting. Said, Care 
for a wiggle? Said he didn’t. I went 
on down the street and left town. 

I don’t suppose you ever had to put 
a dress on to save your skin, did you? 

JOE. No, and I never fell in love 
with a midget weighing thirty-nine 
pounds. Have another beer? 


KIT CARSON. Thanks. (SwaZ/ows g/^rss 
of beer) Ever try to herd cattle on 
a bicycle? 

JOE. No. I never got around to that. 

KIT CARSON. Left Houston with sixty 
cents in my pocket, gift of a girl 
named Lucinda. Walked fourteen 
miles in fourteen hours. Big house 
with barb-wire all around, and big 
dogs. One thing I never could get 
around. Walked past the gate, any¬ 
way, from hunger and thirst. Dogs 
jumped up and came for me. Walked 
right into them, growing older e\’ery 
second. Went up to the door and 
knocked. Big negress opened the 
door, closed it quick. Said, On your 
\vay, white trash. 

Knocked again. Said, On your way. 
Again. On your way. Again. This 
time the old man himself opened the 
door, ninety, if he was a day. Sawed- 
off shotgun, too. 

Said, I ain’t looking for trouble, 
Father. I’m hungry and thirsty, 
name’s Cavanaugh. 

Took me in and made mint juleps 
for the two of us. 

Said, Living here alone. Father? 
Said, Drink and ask no questions 
Maybe I am and maybe I ain’t. You 
saw the lady. Draw your o\vn con 
elusions. 

I’d heard of that, but didn’t wink 
out of tact. If I told you that old 
Southern gentleman was my grand¬ 
father, you wouldn’t believe me, 
would you? 

JOE. I might. 

KIT CARSON. Well, it so happens he 
wasn’t. Would have been romantic 
if he had been, though. 

JOE. Where did you herd cattle on ? 
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KIT CARSON. Toledo, Ohio, 1918. 

lOE. Toledo, Ohio? They don’t herd 
cattle in Toledo. 

KIT CARSON. They don’t an^Tnore. 

in 1918. One fellow did, 
leastaways. Bookkeeper named Sam 
Gold. Straight from the East Side, 
New York. Sombrero, lariats, Bull 
Durham, two head of cattle and two 
bicycles. Called his place Hie Gold 
Bar Ranch, two acres, just outside 
the city limits. 

That was the year of the War, you’ll 
remember. 

JOE. 'i eah, I remember, but how about 
herding them two cows on a bicycle? 
Mow’d you do it? 

KIT CARSON. Easiest thing in the 
u orld. Rode no hands. Had to. other¬ 
wise couldn't lasso the cows. Worked 
for Sam Gold till the cows ran away. 
Bicycles scared them. They went into 
Toledo. Never saw hide nor hair of 
them again. Adi'crtiscd in ci'cry pa¬ 
per. hur never got them hack. Broke 
iiis heart. Sold both bikes and re¬ 
turned to New York. 

Took four aces from a deck of red 
cards and walked to town. Poker. Fel¬ 
low in the game named Chuck Col¬ 
lins, liked to g.unLlc. Told him with 
a smile I didn’t suppose he’d care 
to bet a hundred dollars I wouldn’t 
hold lour aces the next hand. Called 
It. Mv cards were red on the blank 
side. Tbc other cards were blue. 
Plumb forgot all about it. Showed 
him four aces. Ace of spades, ace of 
clubs, ace of diamonds, ace of hearts. 
I'll rememher them four cards if T 
li\e to be sixty. W^ould have been 
killed on the spot c.xcept for the 
luirrieanc that year. 

toe. Hurricane? 


KIT CARSON. You haven’t forgotten 
the Toledo hurricane of 1918, have 
you? 

JOE. No. There was no hurricane in 
Toledo in 1918, or any other year. 

KIT CARSON. For the love of God, 
then what do you suppose that com¬ 
motion was? And how come I came 
to in Chicago, dream-walking down 
State Street? 

JOE. I guess they scared you. 

KIT CARSON. No, that wasn’t it. You 
go back to the papers of November 
1918, and I think you’ll find there 
was a hurricane in Toledo. I remem¬ 
ber sitting on the roof of a two-story 
house, floating northwest. 

JOE (seriouslyO^ Northwest? 

KIT CARSON. Now, son, don’t tell me 
you don’t believe me, either? 

JOE (pause. Very serionslv, ener¬ 
getically ajid sharply^. Of course I 
believe you. Living is an art. It’s not 
bookkeeping. It takes a lot of rehears¬ 
ing for a man to get to be himself. 

KIT CARSON (thoughtfully, smiling, 
and amazed'). You’re the first man 
I ve ever met who believes me. 

JOE (seriously). Have another beer. 
(tom comes in with the Rand- 
McNally hook, the revolver, and the 
hox of cartridges, kit goes to bar.) 

JOE (to tom). Did vou give her the 
toys? ® 

TOM. Yeah, I gave them to her. 

JOE. Did she stop cr\'ing? 

TOM. No. She started cr\Tng harder 
than ever. 
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JOE. That’s funny. I wonder why. 

TOM. joe, if I was a minute earlier, 
Frankie would have taken the bet 
and now we’d have about a thousand 
hve hundred dollars. How much of 
it would you have given me, Joe? 

JOE. If she’d marry you—nil of it. 

tom. Would you, Joe? 

JOE (p^enmg packages, examining 
hook first, atid revolver next'). Sure. 
In this realm there’s only one subject, 
and you’re it. It’s my duty to see that 
my subject is happy. 

TOM. Joe, do you think we’ll ever 
have eighty dollars for a race some¬ 
time again when there’s a fifteen-to- 
one shot that we like, weather good, 
track fast, they get off to a good start, 
our horse doesn’t get a call till the 
stretch, we think we’re going to lose 
all that money, and then it wins, by 
a nose? 

JOE. I didn’t quite get that, 

TOM. You know what I mean. 

JOE. You mean the impossible. No, 
Tom, we won’t. We were just a little 
late, that’s all. 

TOM. We might, Joe. 

JOE. It’s not likely. 

TOM. Then how am I ever going to 
make enough money to marry her? 

TOE. I don’t know, Tom. Maybe you 
aren’t. 

TOM. Joe, I got to marry Kitty. CShak- 
i«C his head) You ought to see the 
crazy room she lives in. 


JOE. What kind of a room is it? 

TOM. It’s little. It crowds you in. It's 
bad, Joe. Kitty don't belong in a place 
like that. 

JOE. You want to take her away fronT 
there? 

TOM. Yeah. I want her to live in a 
house where there’s room enough to 
live. Kitty ought to have a garden, or 
something. 

JOE. You want to take care of her? 

TOM. Yeah, sure, Joe. I ought to take 
care of somebody good that makes me 
feel like I’m somebody. 

JOE. Tliat means you’ll have to gel 
a job. What can you do? 

TOM. I finished high school, but I 
don’t know what I can do. 

JOB. Sometimes when you think about 
it, what do you think you’d like to 
do? 

TOM. Just sit around like you, Joe, 
and have somebody run errands fot 
me and drink champagne and take 
things easy and never be broke and 
never worry about money. 

JOE. TTiat’s a noble ambition. 

NICK (fo joe). How do you do it? 

JOE. I really don’t know, but I think 
you’ve got to have the full co-opera¬ 
tion of the Good Lord. 

NICK. I can’t understand the way you 
talk. 

TOM. Joe, shall I go back and see if 1 
can get her to stop crying? 
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JOE. Give me a hand and I’ll go udth 
you. 

TOM (^amazed'). V\niat! You’re going 
to get up already? 

JOE. She’s cr)'ing, isn’t she? 

TOM. She’s crying. Worse than ever 
now. 

JOE. I thought the toys would stop 
her. 

TOM. I’ve seen you sit in one place 
from four in the morning till two the 
nc.\t morning. 


JOE. At my best, Tom, I don't travel 
by foot. That’s all. Come on. Give me 
a hand. I’ll find sorue way to stop 
her from crying. 

TOM (helping joe). Joe, I never did 
tell you. You’re a different kind of a 

guy* 

JOE (swiftly, a little angry"). Don’t 
be silly. I don’t understand things. 
I’m trying to understand them. 

(joe is a little drunk. They go out 
together. The lights go down slowly^ 
tvhile WESLEY plays the piano, and 
come up slowly on.) 


ACT THREE 


A cheap bed in nick’s to indicate room 21 of The New York Hotel, upstairs, 
around the corner from nick’s. The bed can he at the center of nick's, or 
up on the little stage. Everything in nick's is the same, except that oil the 
people are silent, immobile ami in darkness, except W'ESLEY who is playing 
the piano softly and sadly, kitty duval, in a dress she has carried arojtnd 
it'ith her frotn the earl) days in Ohio, is seated on the bed, tying a ribbon 
in her hair. She looks at herself in a hand mirror. She is deeply grieved ot 
the change she sees in herself. She takes off the ribbon, angry and hurt. She 
lifts a book from the bed and tries to read. She begins to sob again. She 
picks up an old picture of herself and looks at it. Sobs harder than ever, 
falling on the bed and burying her face. There is a knock, as if at the door. 


KITTY (sobbing). Who is it? 

tom's voice. Kitty, it’s me. Tom. 
Mo and joe, 

(joe, followed by tom, comes to the 
bed quietly, joe is holding a rather 
large toy carousel. joE studies kitty 
< 1 inomenL He sets the toy c»/ro»sel 
rn the floor, at the foot of kitty’s 

ro\c (standing over kitty and bend- 
i’.'g down close to her). Don’t cry any 
more, Kitt\’ 

9 


KITTY (not looking, sobbing). I don't 
like this life. 

(joe starts the carousel which makes 
a strange, sorrowful, tinkling music. 
The music begins slowly, becomes 
swift, gradually slows down, and 
ends, joe himself is interested in the 
toy, ii’ofches and listens to it c.ttc- 
fully.) 

TOM (eagerly)* Kitty. Joe got up 

from his chair at Nick’s just to get 
you a toy and come here. This one 
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makes music. We rode all over town 
in a cab to get it. Listen. 

(kitty sits Jip slowly, listenuig, while 
TOPf watches her. Everything hap¬ 
pens slowly and somberly, kitty 
notices the photograph of herself 
when she was a little girl. Lifts it, 
and looks at it again.') 

TOM Oooking). Who’s that little girl, 
Kitty? 

kitty. That’s me. When I was seven. 

tom (looking, smiling). Gee, you’re 
pretty, Kitty. 

(joe reaches up for the photograph, 
which TOM hands to him. tom re- 
ttirns to kitty whom he finds as 
pretty now as she was at seven, joe 
snidies the photograph, kitty looks 
up at TOM. There is no doubt that 
they really love one another, job 
looks up at them.) 

kitty. Tom? 

TOM (eagerly). Yeah, Kitty. 

kitty. Tom, when you were a little 
boy what did you want to be? 

TOM (a little bewildered, hut eager 
io please her)» What, Kitty? 

:;iTTY. Do you remember when you 
were a little boy? 

TOM (thoughtfully). Yeah, I remem¬ 
ber sometimes, Kitty. 

KITTY. What did you want to be? 

TOM (looks at JOE. JOE holds tom’s 
eyes a moment. Then tom is able to 
speak). Sometimes I wanted to be a 
locomotive engineer. Sometimes I 
wanted to be a policeman. 

KITTY. I wanted to be a great actress. 
(She looks up into tom’s face) Tom, 
didn't you ever want to be a doctor? 
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TOM (looks at JOE. JOE Iwlds tom’s 
eyes again, encouraging tom by his 
serious expression to go on talking). 
Yeah, now I remember. Sure, Kitty. 
I wanted to be a doctor—once. 

kitty (smiling sadly). I’m so glad. 
Because I wanted to be an actress and 
have a young doctor come to the 
theater and see me and fall in love 
with me and send me flowers, (job 
pantomimes to tom, demanding that 
he go on talking.) 

TOM. I would do that, Kitty. 

KITTY. I wouldn’t know who it was, 
and then one day I’d see him in the 
street and fall in love with him. I 
wouldn’t know he was the one who 
was in love with me. I’d think about 
him all the time. I’d dream about 
him. I’d dream of being near him 
the rest of my life. I’d dream of hav¬ 
ing children that looked like him. I 
wouldn’t be an actress all the time. 
Only until I found him and fell in 
love with him. After that we’d take a 
train and go to beautiful cities and 
see the w'onderful people everywhere 
and give money to the poor and when 
ever neople were sick he'd go to them 
and niuKe them well again, ('lo i 

t t O ^ 

looks at JOE, bewildered, confus: ^ 
and fidl of sorrow, kitty is deep in 
memory, almost in a trance.) 

JOE (gently). Talk to her, Tom. Be 
the wonderful young doctor she 
dreamed about and never found. Gc 
ahead. Correct the errors of the world. 

TOM. Joe. (Pathetically) I don’t 
know what to say. 

(There is rowdy singing in the hall. 
A loud young voice sings: "Sailing, 
sailing, over the bounding main.") 
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VOICE. Kitty. Oh, Kitty! (kitty stirs, 
shocked, coming out of the trance^ 
Where the hell are you;* Oh, Kitty. 
(tom jumps up, furiously.^ 

woman’s voice (in the hall'). Who 
are you looking for, Sailor Boy? 

VOICE. The most beautiful lay in the 
world- 

woman’s voice. Don’t go any fur¬ 
ther. 

VOICE (ivith impersonal contempt). 
You? No. Not you. Kitty. You stink. 

woman’s voice Cfcisptng, angry). 
Don’t you dare talk to me that way. 
You pickpocket. 

VOICE (stiH impersonal, hut louder). 
Oh, I see. Want to get tough, hey? 
Close the door. Go hide, 

woman’s voice. You pickpocket. All 
of you. (The door slams.) 

voice (roaring with laughter which 
is very sad). Oh—Kitty. Room 21. 
Where the hell is that room? 

TOM (to joe). Joe, I'll kill him. 

kitty (fully herself nqai?;, fcrrihly 
frightened), \^'ho is it? 

(She looks long and steadily at tom 
and JOE. TOM is standing, e.xcifcd and 
angry, joe is completely at ease, his 
expression full of pity, kitty hiirics 
her face in the bed.) 

JOE Cgenth). Tom. Just take him 
awav. 

VOICE. I lore it is. Number 21. Three 
naturals. Heaven. Mv blue heaven. 
Tlio west, a nest, and you. Just Molly 


and me. (Tragically) Ah, to hell 
with everything. 

(A young sailor, a good-looking hoy 
of no more than twenty or so, who is 
only drtink and lonely, comes to the 
bed, singing sadly.) 

sailor. Hi-ya, Kitty. (Pause) Oh. 
Visitors. Sorry. A thousand apologies. 
(To kitty) I’ll come back later. 

TOM (taking him by the shoulders, 
furiously). If you do, I’ll kill you. 
(joe holds tom. tom pushes the 
frightened boy away,) 

JOE (somberly). Tom. You stay here 
with Kitty. I’m going down to Union 
Square to hire an automobile. I’ll he 
back in a few minutes. We’ll ride out 
to the ocean and watch the sun go 
down. Then we’ll ride down the 
Great Highway to Half Moon Bay. 
We’ll have supper down there, and 
you and Kitty can dance. 

tom (stupefied, unable to express his 
amazement and gratitude). Joe, you 
mean you’re going to go on an errand 
for me? You mean you’re not going 
to send me? 

JOE. That s right. (He gestures 
toward kitty, indicating that tom 
shall talk to her. protect the inno¬ 
cence in her irhich is in so much 
danger when TOM isn't near, which 
tom lores so deeply, joe leaves, tom 
studies kitty, Ins face hcconring 
childlike and somber. He sets the 
carousel info motion, listens, watch¬ 
ing KITTY, ndio lifts herself slowly, 
looking 07 ily at tom. tom lifts the 
fuming carousel and moves it slowly 
toward KiTn\ as though the *ov irere 
his heart. The piano music comes up 
loudly and the lights go domt, while 
harry is heard dancing siWftly.) 


BLACKOUT 
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ACT FOUR 


A little later. 

WESLEY, the colored hoy, is at the ptano. 
harry is on the little stage, dancing. 


NICK is behind the bar. 

The ARAB is in his place. 

be in the return-chute, nick comes to take him out. He Sefttresfor mcK to 
hold on a minute. Then produces a half dollar, nick goes behind the bar 

serve the drunkard whiskey. 


the drunkard. To the old, God 
bless them. (Another) To the new, 
God love them. (Another) To—chil¬ 
dren and small animals, like little 
dogs that don’t bite. (Another. Loud¬ 
ly) To reforestation. (Searches for 
money. Finds some) To—President 
Taft. (He goes out. The telephone 

rings.) 

kit CARSON (jumping up, fighting). 
Come on, all of you, if you’re look- 
ina for trouble. I never asked for 
quarter and I always gave it. 

NICK (reproachftdly). Hey, Kit Car- 
son. 


stops playing the piano, harry stops 
dancing, kit carson comes close to 

NICK.) 

kit CARSON. If there’s anything I can 
do, name it. I’ll do it for you. Fm 
fifty-eight years old; been through 
three wars; married four times; the 
father of countless children whose 
names I don’t even know. I’ve got no 
money. I live from hand to mouth. 
But if there’s anything I can do, 
name it. I’ll do it. 

NICK (patiently). Listen, Pop. For 
a moment, please sit down and go 
back to sleep—for me. 


DUDLEvCon the phone). Hello.Who? 
Nick? Yes. He’s here. (To nick) It’s 
for you. I think it’s important. 

NICK (goiKg to the phoney. Im¬ 
portant! What's important? 

DUDLEY. He sounded like big-shot. 

NICK. Big what? (To wesley and 
harry) Hey, you. Quiet. I want to 
hear rhis important stuff, (wesley 


ciT CARSON. I can do that, too. 
'He sits down, folds his arms, and 
nits bis head into them. But not for 
ong. As NICK begins to talk, he listens 
carefully, ^ets to his feet, and then 
begins to express in pantomime the 
moods of each of nicks remarks.^ 


NICK (on phone). Yeah? (Pause) 
Who? Oh, I see. (Listens) WTiy 
don’t you leave them alone? (Listens) 
The church-people? Well, to hell 
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with the church-people. Fm a Cath¬ 
olic myself. (^Listens') All right. Til 
send them away. I’ll tell them to lay 
low for a couple of days. Yeah, I 
know how it is. (nick’s daughter 
AN.NA comes in shyly, looking at her 
father, and stands unnoticed hv the 
'piano.') What? (Very angry) Listen. 
I don t like that Blick. He was here 
this morning, and I told him not to 
come back. I’ll keep the girls out of 
here. You keep Blick out of here. 
(Listens) I know his brother-in-law 
is important, but I don’t want him 
to come down here. He looks for 
trouble everywhere, and he always 
fjiids it. I don’t break any laws. I’ve 
got a dive in the lousiest part of town. 
Five years nobody’s been robbed, 
murdered or gypped. I leave people 
alone. Your swanky joints uptown 
make trouble fo* you every night. 
(nick gesture- to wesley— keeps 
listening on the phone—ptUs his hand 
over the mouthpiece. To wesley 
und harry) Start playing again. My 
ears have got a headache. Go into 
your dance, son. (wesley begins to 
play again, harry begins to dance. 
NICK, into mouthpiece) Yeah. I’ll 
keep them out. Just see that Blick 
doesn’t come around and start some¬ 
thing. (Pause) O.K. (He hangs up.) 


KIT CARSON, Trouble coming? 


nick. That lousy Vice 
It’s that gorilla Blick. 


Squad again. 


KIT CARSON. Anybody at all. You can 
count on me. What kind of a gorilla 
is this gorilla Blick? 

NICK. Very dignified. Toenails on his 
fingers. 


ANNA (to KIT CARSON, with great, 
warm, beautiful pride, pointing at 
nick). That's my father. 


KIT CARSON (leaping with amaze¬ 
ment at the beautiful voice, the won¬ 
drous face, the magnificent event). 
Well, bless your heart, child. Bless 
your lovely heart. I had a little 
daughter point me out in a crowd 
once. 

NICK (surprised). Anna. What the 
hell are you doing here? C?et back 
home where you belong and help 
Grandma cook me some supper. 
(anna smiles at her father, under¬ 
standing him, knowing that his words 
are words of love. She turns and goes, 
looking at him all the way out, as 
much as to say that she would cook 
for him the rest of her life, nick 
stares at the swinging doors, kit car- 
son moves toward them, two or three 
steps. ANNA pushes open one of the 
doors and peeks in, to look at her 
father again. She waves to him. 
Turns and runs, nick is very sad. He 
doesnt know what to do. He gets a 
glass and a bottle. Pours himself a 
drink. Swallows some. It isn't enough, 
so he pours more and swallows the 
v^hole dnnk. To himself) My beau¬ 
tiful, beautiful baby. Anna, she is you 
again. (He brings out a handkerchief, 
touches his eyes, and blows his nose. 
kit CARSON moves close to nick 
watching nick’s face, nick looks at 
him. Loudly, almost making kit 
jump) You’re broke, aren’t you? 

kit CARSON. Always. Always, 

NICK. All right. Go into the kitchen 
and give Sam a hand. Eat some food 
and when you come back you can 
have a couple of beers. 

lOT CARSON (stttdying nick). Any- 
thing at all. I know a good man 
when I see one. (He goes, blsib 
MANDELSPIEGBL COmCS ifitO NICk’s, 
•She ts a beauHful, dark girl, with a 
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sorrowful wise, dreaming face, al¬ 
most on the verge of tears, and full 
of pity. There is an aura of dream 
about her. She moves softly and 
gently, as if everything around her 
ivere unreal and pathetic. Dudley 
doesn’t notice her for a moment or 
two. When he does finally see her, 
he is so amazed, he can barely move 
or speak. Her presence has the effect 
of changing him completely. He gets 
up from his chair, as if in a trance, 
and walks ioxvard her, smiling sadly.) 

ELSIE Clooking at him). Hello, 
Dudley. 

DUDLEY (broken-hearted). Elsie. 

ELSIE. Fm sorry. (Explaining) So 
many people are sick. Last night a 
little boy died. I love you, but— 
(She gestures, trying to indicate how 
hopeless love is. They sit down.) 

DUDLEY (staring at her, sUmned and 
quieted). Elsie. You'll never know 
how glad I am to see you. Just to see 
you. (Pathetically) I was afraid Fd 
never see you again. It was driving 
me crazy. I didn’t want to live. 
Honest. (He shakes his head mourn¬ 
fully, with dumb and beautiful affec¬ 
tion. TWO STREETWALKERS COmC in, 

and pause near Dudley, at the bar) 
I know. You told me before, but I 
can't help it, Elsie. I love you. 

ELSIE (quietly, somberly, gently, 
with great compassion). I know you 
love me, and I love you, but don’t 
you see love is impossible in this 
world? 

DUDLEY. Maybe it isn’t, Elsie. 

ELSIE. Love is for birds. They have 
wings to fly away on when it’s time 
for flying. For tigers in the jungle be¬ 
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cause they don’t know their end. We 
know our end. Every night I watch 
over poor, dying men. I hear them 
breathing, crying, talking in their 
sleep. Cr)dng for air and water and 
love, for mother and field and sun¬ 
light. We can never know love or 
greatness. We sho^dd know both. 

DUDLEY (deeply moved by her 

words). Elsie, I love you. 

ELSIE. You want to live. I want ta 
live, too, but where? Where can we 
escape our poor world? 

DUDLEY. Elsie, we’ll find a place. 

ELSIE (smiling at him). All right. 
We’ll try again. We’ll go together to 
a room in a cheap hotel, and dream 
that the world is beautiful, and that 
living is full of love and greatness. 
But in the morning, can we forget 
debts, and duties, and the cost of 
ridiculous things? 

DUDLEY (with blind faith). Sure, we 
can, Elsie. 

ELSIE. All right, Dudley. Of course. 
Come on. The time for the new 
pathetic war has come. Let’s hurry, 
before they dress you, stand you in 
line, hand you a gun, and have you 
kill and be killed, (elsie looks at him 
gently, and takes his hand. Dudley 
embraces her shyly, as if he might 
hurt her. They go, as if they were a 
couple of young animals. There is 
a moment of silence. One of the 

STREETWALKERS buTStS OUt laUgh 

ing.') 

KILLER. Nick, what the hell kind of 
a joint are you running? 

NICK. Well, it’s not out of the world. 
It’s on a street in a city, and people 
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come and go. They bring whatever 
theyVe got with them and they say 
what they must say, 

THE OTHER STREETWALKER. It*S 

floozies like her that raise hell with 
our racket. 

NICK (rememhering). Oh, yeah, 
Finnegan telephoned. 

KILLER. That mouse in elephant's 
body? 

THE OTHER STREETWALKER. What 
the hell does he want? 

NICK. Spend your time at the movies 
for the next couple of days. 

KILLER. They’re all lousy. QMock- 
!Mg) All about love. 

NICK. Lousy or not lousy, for a couple 
of days the flat-foots are goir.g to be 
romancing you, so stay out of here, 
and lay low. 

KILLER. I always was a pushover for 
a man in uniform, with a badge, a 
club and a gun. (krupp conies into 
the place. The girls put down their 
drinks.) 

NICK. O.K., get going. (The girls 
begin to leave and meet krupp.) 

the other STREETWALKER. Wc WaS 
just going. 

KILLER. We was formerly models at 
Magnin’s. (They go.) 

KRUPP (at the bar). Tlie strike isn’t 
enough, so they’ve got to put us on 
the tails of the girls, too. I don't know. 

I wish to God I was back in the Sun¬ 
set holding the hands of kids going 
home from school, where I belong I 
don t like trouble. Give me a beer 


(nick gives him a heer. He drinks 
some) Right now, McCarthy, my best 
friend, is with sixty strikers who want 
to stop the finks who are going to 
try to unload the Mary Luckenhach 
tonight. Why the hell McCarthy 
ever became a longshoreman instead 
of a professor of some kind is some¬ 
thing I’ll never know. 

NICK. Cowboys and Indians, cops and 
robbers, longshoremen and finks. 

KRUPP. They’re all guys who are try¬ 
ing to be happy; trying to make a liv¬ 
ing; support a family: bring up chil¬ 
dren, enjoy sleep. Go to a movie; 
take a drive on Sunday. They’re all 
good giws, so out of nowhere comes 
trouble. All they want is a chance to 
get out of debt and relax in front of 
a radio while Amos and Andy go 
through their act. What the hell do 
they always want to make trouble 
for? I been thinking everything over, 
Nick, and you know what I think? 

NICK. No. What? 

krupp. I think we’re all crazy. It 
cam^e to me while I was on my wav 
to Pier 27. All of a sudden it hit me 
like a ton of bricks. A thing like that 
never happened to me before. Here 
\ve are in this wonderful world, full 
of all the wonderful things—here we 
are-all of us, and look at us. Just look 
at us. We re craz\'. We’re nuts. We’ve 
got evervthing, but xve ahvavs feel 
lousy and dissatisfied just the same. 

nick. Of course we’re crazy. Even 
we ve got to go on living together. 
(He waves at the people in his joint.') 

KRUPP. There’s no hope. I don’t sup¬ 
pose ,t s right for an officer of the law 
to feel the way I feel, but, by God, 
nght or not right, that’s how'l fed. 
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W hy are we all so lousy? This is a 
good world. It s wonderful to get up 
in the morning and go out for a little 
walk and smell the trees and see the 
streets and the kids going to school 
and the clouds in the sky. It’s wonder¬ 
ful just to be able to move around and 
whistle a song if you feel like it, or 
maybe try to sing one. This is a nice 
world. So why do they make all the 

trouble? 

NICK. I don’t know. Why? 

KRUPP. We’re crazy, that’s why. 
W^e’re no good any more. All the cor¬ 
ruption everywhere. The poor kids 
selling themselves. A couple of years 
aoo they were in grammar school. 
Ever)'bo 3 y trying to get a lot of money 
in a hu^^^^ Everybody betting the 
horses. Nobody going quietly for a 
little walk to the ocean. Nobody tak¬ 
ing things easv and not wanting to 
make some kind of a killing. Nick, 
I’m going to quit being a cop. Let 
somebody else keep law and order. 
The stuff I bear about at head¬ 
quarters. I’m thirty-seven years old, 
and I still can’t get used to it. The 
only trouble is, the wife’ll raise hell. 

NICK. Ah, the wife. 

KRUPP. She’s a wonderful woman, 
Nick. We’ve got two of the swellest 
boys in the world. Twelve and seven 
years old. (The ARAB gets up and 
moves closer to listen.') 

NICK. I didn’t know that. 

KRUPP. Sure. But what’ll I do? I ve 
wanted to quit for seven years. I 
wanted to quit the day they began 
putting me through the school, I 
didn’t quit. What’ll I do if I quit? 
Where’s money going to be coming 
in from? 
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NICK. That’s one of the reasons we’re 
all crazy. Wc don t know where it s 
going to be coming in from, except 
from wherever it happens to be com 
ing in from at the time, which we 
don’t usually like. 

KRUPP. Every once in a while I catch 
myself being mean, hating people just 
because they’re down and out, broke 
and hungry, sick or drunk. And then 
when I’m with the sturfed shirts ^at 
headquarters, ail of a sudden I m 
nice to them, trying to make an im¬ 
pression. On who? People I don t like. 
And I feel disgusted. (With fnality) 
I’m going to quit. That’s all. Quit. 
Out. I’m going to give them back the 
uniform and the gadgets that go with 
it. I don’t want any part of it. This 
is a good world. What do they want 
to make all the trouble for all the 
time? 

ARAB (quietly, gently, with great 
tinderstanding). No foundation. All 
the way down the line. 

KRUPP. What? 

ARAB. No foundation. No foundation. 

KRUPP. I’ll say there’s no foundation. 

ARAB. All the way down the line. 

KRUPP (to nick). Is that all he ever 
says? 

nick. That’s all he’s been saying ths 
week 

KRUPP. What is he, anyway? 

nick. He’s an Arab, or something 
like that. 

KRUPP. No, I mean what’s he do for 
a living? 
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NICK (to Arab). What do you do for 


a living, brother? 

ARAB. Work. Work all my life. All 
my life, work. From small boy to old 
man, work. In old country, work. In 
new country, work. In New York. 
Pittsburgh. Detroit, Chicago. Impe¬ 
rial Valley. San Francisco. Work. No 
beg. Work. For what? Nothing. 
Three boys in old country. Twenty 
years, not see. Lost. Dead. Who 
knows? What. What-not. No founda¬ 
tion. All the way down the line. 

KRUPP. ^\^at’d he say last week? 

NICK. Didn’t say anything. Played 
the harmonica. 

ARAB. Old country song, I play. (He 
brings a harmonica from his hack 
pocket.') 

KRUPP. Seems like a nice guy. 

NICK. Nicest guv in the world. 

KRUPP (hifferlr). But crazy. Just like 
all the rest of us. Stark ravino mad. 

O 

(wESLEY and harry long ago 
stopped playing and dancing. They 
sat at a table together and talked for 
a while; then began playing casino 
or ritmniY. \Vhe 7 t the arab begins 
his solo on the harmonica, they stop 
their game to listen.) 

wusr EY. You hear that? 

harry. That’s soiKCf/iiiig. 

WESLEY, That’s CTA'ing, That’s cry- 


habry. I want to make people laugh. 

WESLEY. That’s deep, deep crying. 
That’s crying a long time ago. 
That’s crying a thousand years ago. 
Some place five thousand miles away. 

HARRY. Do you think you can play 
to that? 

WESLEY. I want to sing to that, but 

I can’t sing. 

HARRY, You try and play to that. I’ll 
try to dance, (wesley goes to the 
piano, and after closer listening, he 
begins to accompany the harmonica 
solo. HARRY goes to the little stage 
and after a few efforts begins to dance 
to the song. This keeps up quietly 
for some time, krupp and nick have 
been silent, and deeply moved.) 

KRUPP (softly). Well, anyhow, Nick. 

NICK. Hmmmmmmm? 

krupp. \Wiat I said. Forget it. 

NICK. Sure. 

KRUPP. Ii gets me down once in a 
while. 

NICK. No harm in talking. 

KRUPP (T/ic POLICEMAN Again, 
loudly). Keep the girls out of here. 

NICK (Loiui and friendly)* Take it 
easy. (The niiisic and dancing otc 
now at their height.) 


CURTAIN 
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ACT FIVE 


That evening. Fog-horns are heard throughout the scene. A man in evening 
clothes and a top hat, and his woman, also in evening clothes, are entering. 

WILLIE is still at the marble game, nick is behind the bar. joe is at his 
table, looking at the book of maps of the countries of Europe. The box con¬ 
taining the revolver and the box containing the cartridges are on the table, 
beside his glass. He is at peace, his hat tilted back on his head, a calm ex¬ 
pression on his face, tom is leaning against the bar, dreaming of love and 
OTTY. The ARAB is gone, wesley and harry are gone, kit carson is watch- 

ing the hoy at the marhle game. 


lady. Oh, come on, please. (The 
gentleman follows miserahly. The 
SOCIETY MAN and WIFE take a table. 
NICK gives them a inenu. Outside, in 
the street, the Salvation Army people 
are playing a song. Big drum, tam¬ 
bourines, cornet and singing. They 
are singing "The Blood of the Lamb." 
The vntsic and words come into the 
place faintly and comically. This is 
followed by an old sinner testifying. 
It is the DRUNKARD. His words are 
not intelligible, but his message is un¬ 
mistakable. He is saved. He ^vants to 
sin no more. And so on.') 

DRUNKARD testifying, unmistakably 

drunk). Brothers and sisters. I was a 
sinner. I chewed tobacco and chased 
women. Oh, I sinned, brothers and 
sisters. And then I was saved. Saved 
by the Salvation Army, God forgive 
me. 

JOE. Let’s see now. Here’s a city, 
Pribor. Czechoslovakia. Little, 
lovely, lonely Czechoslovakia. I won¬ 
der what kind of a place Pribor was? 
^Calling) Pribor! Pribor! 

(tom leaps.) 

LADY. What’s the matter with him? 


MAN (^crossing his legs, as if he ought 
to go to the mens room). Drunk. 

TOM. Who you calling, Joe? 

JOE. Pribor. 

TOM. Who’s Pribor? 

JOE. He’s a Czech. And a Slav. A 
Czechoslovakian. 

LADY. How interesting. 

MAN (wwcrosses legs). He’s drunk. 

JOE. Tom, Pribor’s a city in Czecho 
Slovakia. 

TOM. Oh. CPause) You sure were 
nice to her, Joe. 

JOE. Kitty Duval? She’s onf of the 
finest people in the world. 

TOM. It sure was nice of you to hire 
an automobile and take us for a drive 
along the ocean front and down to 
Half Moon Bay. 

JOE. Those three hours were the most 
delightful, the most somber, and the 
most beautiful I have ever known. 
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TOM. Why, ]oe 7 

JOE. Why? I’m a student. (Lifting kis 
voice) Tom. (Quietly) I’m a stu¬ 
dent. I study all things. All. All. And 
when my study reveals something of 
beauty in a place or in a person where 
by all rights only ugliness or death 
should be revealed, then I know how 
full of goodness this life is. And that’s 
a good thing to know. That’s a truth 
I shall always seek to verify. 

LADY. Are you sure he’s drunk? 

MAN (crossing his legs). He’s either 
drunk, or just naturally crazy. 

TOM. Joe? 

JOE. Yeah. 

TOM. You won’t get sore or anything? 

JOE (impatiently). What is it, Tom? 

roM. Joe, where do you get all that 
money? You paid for the automobile. 
You paid for supper and the two bot¬ 
tles of champagne at the Half Moon 
Bay Restaurant. You moved Kitty out 
of the New York Hotel around the 
corner to the St. Francis Hotel on 
Powell Street. I saw you pay her 
rent. I saw you give her money for 
new clothes. WTere do you get all 
that money, Joe? Three years now 
and I've never asked. 

JOE (looking at tom sorrowfully, a 
little irritated, not so much with tom 
ns irit/j the world and himself, Jiis 
ou'U snpcriorify. He speaks clearly, 
slowly and solcnnily). Now don’t be 
3 fool, Tom. Listen carefully. If any- 
h(uly s got any money—to hoard or to 
throw away—\ou can be sure he stole 
it from other people. Not from rich 
■People who can spare it, but from 
poor people who can’t. From their 
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lives and from their dreams. I’m no 
exception. I earned the money I 
throw away. I stole it like everybody 
else does. I hurt people to get it. 
Loafing around this way, I still earn 
money. The money itself earns more. 

I still hurt people. I don’t know who 
they are, or where they are. If I did, 
I’d feel worse than I do. I’ve got a 
Christian conscience in a world that’s 
got no conscience at all. The world’s 
trying to get some sort of a social 
conscience, but it’s having a devil of 
a time trying to do that. I’ve got 
money. I’ll ^ways have money, as 
long as this world stays the way it is. 

I don’t work- I don’t make anything, 
(He sips) I drink. I worked when I 
was a kid. I worked hard. I mean 
hard, Tom. People are supposed to 
enjoy living. I got tired. (He lifts the 
gun and looks at it while he talks) 

I decided to get even on the world. 
Well, you can’t enjoy living unless 
you work. Unless you do something. 

I don’t do anything. I don’t want to 
do anything any more. There isn’t 
anything I can do that won’t make 
me feel embarrassed. Because I can’t 
do simple, good things. I haven’t the 
patience. And I’m too smart. Money 
is the guiltiest thing in the world. 
It stinks. Now, don’t ever bother 
me about it again. 

tom. I didn’t mean to make you feel 
bad, Joe. 

JOE (Slowly). Here. Take this gun 
out in the street and give it to some 
worthy hold-up man. 

LADY. What’s he saying? 

MAN (uncrosses legs). You \\»anted to 
visit a honky-tonk. Well, this is a 
honky-tonk. (To the world) Married 
twenty-eight years and she's still look¬ 
ing for adventure. 
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TOM. How should I know who's a joe. Licorice, by all means. 


hold-up man? 

JOE. Take it away. Give if to some¬ 
body. 

TOM (bewildered). Do I have to give 
it to somebody? 

JOE. Of course. 

TOM. Can’t I take it back and get 
some of our money? 

JOE. Don’t talk like a business man. 
Look around and find somebody who 
appears to be in need of a gun and 
give it to him. It's a good gun, isn’t 

it? 

TOM. The man said it was, but how 
can I tell who needs a gun? 

JOE. Tom, you’ve seen good people 
who needed guns, haven’t you? 

TOM. I don’t remember. Joe, I might 
give it to the wrong kind of guy. He 
might do something crazy. 

JOE. All right. I’ll find somebody my¬ 
self. (tom rises) Here’s some money. 
Go get me this week’s Life, Liberty, 
Time, and six or seven packages of 
chewing gum. 

TOM (swiftly, in order to remember 
each itemX Life, Liberty, Time, and 
six or seven packages of chewing 
gum? 

JOE. That’s right. 

TOM. All that chetving gum? What 
kind? 

JOE. Any kind. Mix ’em up. All kinds. 


TOM. Juicy Fruit? 

JOE. Juicy Fruit. 

TOM. Tutti-frutti? 

JOE. Is there such a gum? 

TOM. I think so. 

JOE. All right. Tutti-frutti, too. Oet 
all the kinds. Get as many kinds as 
they’re selling. 

TOM. Life, Liberty, Time, and all the 
different kinds of gum. (He begirds 
to go.) 

JOE (calling after him loudly). Get 
some jelly beans too. All the different 
colors. 

TOM. All right, Joe. 

JOE. And the longest panatela cigar 
you can find. Six of them. 

TOM. Panatela. I got it. 

JOE. Give a news-kid a dollar. 

TOM. O.K., Joe. 

JOE. Give some old man a dollar. 
TOM. O.K., Joe. 

JOE. Give them Salvation Army people 
in the street a couple of dollars and 
ask them to sing that song that goes- 
(He siKgs loudly) 

Let the lower lights be burning, send 
a gleam across the wave. 


TOM. Licorice, too? 
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TOM \swiftly'). 

Let the lower lights be burning, send 
a gleam across the wave. 

TOE. That’s it. (He goes on with the 
song, very loudly and religiously') 

Some poor, dying, struggling seaman, 
you may rescue, you may save. 

(Halts.) 

^o^t. O.K., Joe. I got it. Life, Liberty, 
Time, all the kinds of gum they’re 
selling, jelly beans, six panatela 
cigars, a dollar for a news-kid, a dol¬ 
lar for an old man, two dollars for 
the Salvation Army. (Going) 

Let the lower lights be burning, send 
a gleam across the wave. 

;oE. That’s it. 

LADY. He’s absolutely insane. 

MAN (ircarily crossing legs). You 
asked me to take you to a honky- 
tonk, instead of to the Mark Hopkins. 
You’re here in a honky-tonk. I can’t 
help it if he’s crazy. Do you want to 
go back to where people aren't crazy? 

LADY. No, not just yet. 

MAN. Well, all right then. Don’t be 
telling me cvcr\' minute that he’s 
crazy. 

LADY. You needn’t be huffy about it. 
(ma.v rofjises to answer, uncrosses 
legs. W'hen joe began to sing, kit 
CAnsoN fnnieJ airav front the marble 
game and listened. While the man 
jtnd woman are arguing he comes oeer 
to jou's table.) 

KIT CARSON. Presbyterian? 


JOE. I attended a Presbyterian Sun¬ 
day School. 

KIT CARSON. Fond of Singing? 

JOE. On occasion. Have a drink? 

KIT CARSON. Thanks- 

JOE. Get a glass and sit down, (kit 
CARSON gets a glass from nick, re- 
turns to the table, sits down, joe 
pours him a drink, they touch glasses 
just as the Salvation Army people 
begin to fulfill the request. They stp 
some champagne, and at the proper 
moment begin to sing the song tO' 
gether, sipping champagne, raising 
hell with the tune, s^vinghtg it, and 
so on. The society lady joins them, 
and is stopped by her husband) 
Always was fond of that song. Used 
to sing it at the top of my voice. 
Never saved a seaman in my life. 

KIT CARSON (flirting with the society 
lady who loves it). I saved a seaman 
once. Well, he wasn’t exactly a sea¬ 
man. He was a dadtv named Welling¬ 
ton. Hea\7-set sort of a fellow. Nice 
personality, but no friends to speak 
of. Not until I came along, at any 
rate. In New Orleans. In the summer 
of the year 1899. No. Ninety’-eight. 
I n as a lot younger of course, and had 
no mustache, but was regarded by 
many people as a man of means. 

JOE. Know anything abont guns? 

KIT CARSON (flirting). All there is to 
know. Didn’t fight the Oiibway’s for 
nothing. Up there in tlie Lake Taka- 
looca Country, in Michigan. (Re¬ 
membering) Along about in 1881 or 
two. Fought ’em right up to the shore 
of the Lake. Made ’em swim for 
Canada, One fellow in particular, an 
Indian named Harry Daisy. 
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JOE (opening the box cotitaimng the 
revolver). What sort of a gun would 
you say this is? Any good? 

KIT CARSON (fit sight of giiu, leap- 

vig)- ^ 

nKC hunk of shooting iron. That’s a 

six-shooter. Shot a man with a six- 

shooter once. Got him through the 

palm of his right hand. Lifted his 

arm to wa\'e to a friend. Thought it 

was a bird. Fellow named. I believe, 

Carrovvay. Larrimore Carrovvay. 

JOE. Know how to work one of these 
things? (He offers kit carson the re¬ 
volver, which is old and enormous^ 

kit CARSON (laughing at the absurd 
question). Know how to work it? 
Hand me that little gun, son, and I’ll 
show you all about it. (joe hands kit 
the revolver. Importantly) Let’s see 
now. This is probably a new kind of 
six-shooter. After my time. Haven’t 
nicked an Indian in years. I believe 
this here place is supposed to move 
out. (He fools around and gets the 
barrel out for loading) That’s it. 
There it is. 

joe. Look all right? 

kit CARSON. It’s a good gun. You’ve 
got a good gun there, son. I’ll explain 
it to vou. You see these holes? Well, 
that’s where you put the cartridges. 

toe (taking some cartridges out of the 
box). Here. Show me how it’s done. 

kit CARSON (a little impatiently). 
Well, son, you take ’em one by one 
and put ’em in the holes, like this. 
There’s one. Two. Three. Four. Five. 
Six. Then you get the barrel back in 
place. Then cock it. Then all you got 
to do is aim and fire. (He points the 
gun at the lady and gentleman 
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who scream and stand tip, ^caring kit 
CARSON into paralysis. The gun is 
loaded, hut uncocked.) 

joe. It's all set? 

kit CARSON. Ready to kill. 

joe. Let me hold it. 

(kit hands joe the gun. The iady 
and gentleman watch, in terror.) 

kit CARSON. Careful, now, son. Don t 
cock it. Many a mans lost an eye 
fooling with a loaded gun. Fellow 
used to know named Danny Dono¬ 
van lost a nose. Ruined his whole 
life. Hold it firm. Squeeze the trigger- 
Don’t snap it. Spoi s your aim. 

JOE. Tlianks. Let’s see if I can un¬ 
load it. (He begins to unload it.) 

KIT CARSON. Of course you can. 

(joe unloads the revolver, looks at tt 
very closely, puts the cartridges back 
into the box.) 

JOE (looking at gun). I’m mighty 
grateful to you. Always wanted to see 
one of those things close up. Is it 
really a good one? 

kit CARSON. It’s a beaut, son. 

JOB (aims the empty gun at a bottle 
on the bur). Bang! 

WILLIE (at the marble game, as the 
machine groans). Oh, Boy! (Loudly, 
triumvhantiy) There you are, Nick. 
Thought I couldn’t do it, hey? Now, 
watch. (The machine begins to make 
a special kind of noise. Lights go on 
and off. Some red, some green. A 
bell rings loudly six times) One. 
Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. (An 
American flag jumps up. willib 
comes to attention. Salutes) Oh, 



WILLIAM SAE.OYAN 


968 

boy, what a beautiful country. (A 
loud inusic-hox version of the song 
"Afiierica” joe, kit, and the lady 
get to their feet. Singing. "My coitw- 
try, ’tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, 
of thee F sing.” Everything qniets 
down. The flag goes hack into the 
machine, willie is thrilled, amazed, 
delighted, everybody has watched 
the 'performance of the defeated ma¬ 
chine from wherever he happened to 
he when the performance began, wil¬ 
lie, looking around at everybody, as 
if they had all been on the side of 
the machine') O.K. How’s that? I 
knew I could do it. (To nick) Six 
nickels, (nick hands him six nickels. 
WILLIE goes over to joe and kit) 
Took me a little while, but I finally 
did it. It’s scientific, really. With a 
little skill a man can make a modest 
living beating the marble games. Not 
that that's what I want to do. I just 
don’t like the idea of anything getting 
the best ot me. A machine or any¬ 
thing else. Myself, I'm the kind of 
a guy who makes up his mind to do 
something, and then goes to work and 
does it. There’s no other way a man 
can be a success at anything. (In- 
dicating the letter ”F” on his sweater) 
See that letter? That don’t stand for 
some little-bitty high school some¬ 
where. That stands for me. Faroughli. 
Willie Faroughli. I’m an Assyrian. 
We ve got a civilization six or seven 
centuries old, I think. Somewhere 
along in there. Ever hear of Osman? 
1 larold Osman? He’s an Assyrian, 
'^00. I le’s got an orchestra down in 
hresno. (He goes to the lady and 
• '.entleman) I’ve never seen you be¬ 
fore in my life, hut I can tell from the 
clothes you wear and the company 
you keep (Graciously indicating the 
lady) that you're a man who looks 
every problem straight in the eye, 
and then goes to work and solves it. 
Fm that way myself. Well. (He smiles 


beautifully, takes the gentleman^s 
hand furiously) It’s been wonderful 
talking to a nicer type of people for a 
change. Well. I’ll be seeing you. So 
long. (He turns, takes two steps, re¬ 
turns to the table. Very politely and 
seriously) Good-by, lady. You’ve got 
a good man there. Take good care of 
him. (willie goes, saluting jof and 
the world.) 

KIT CARSON (to joe). By God, for a 
while there I didn’t think that young 
Assyrian was going to do it. That 
fellow's got something. 

(tom comes back with the magazines 
and other stuff.) 

JOE. Get it all? 

TOM. Yeah. I had a little trouble find 
ing the jelly beans. 

JOE. Let’s take a look at them. 

TOM. These are the jelly beans. 

(joe puts his hand into the cello¬ 
phane hag and takes owf a handftil of 
the jelly heans, looks at them, smiles, 
and tosses a couple into his mouth.) 

JOE. Same as ever. Have some. (He 
offers the bag to kit.) 

KIT CARSON (flirriug). Thanks! I re¬ 
member the first time I ever ate jelly 
beans. I was six. or at the most seven. 
Must have been in (Slowly) eighteen 
—sevent>’-seven. Seven or eight. Balti¬ 
more. 

JOE. Have some, Tom. 

(tom takes some.) 

TOM. Thanks, Joe. 

joe. Let’s have some of that chewing 
gum. (He dumps all the packages Of 
gnm out of the hag onto the table.) 
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kit CARSON Cfiirting). Me and a boy 
named Clark. Quinton Clark. Be¬ 
came a Senator. 

JOE. Yeah. Tutti-Frutti, all right. (He 
ovens a package and folds all five 
pieces into his month) Always 
wanted to see how many I could chew 
at one time. Tell you what, Tom. 
I'll bet 1 can chew more at one time 
than you can. 

TOM (delighted). All right. (They 
both begin to fold gum into their 

mouths.) 

kit CARSON. I’ll referee. Now, one at 
a time. How many you got? 

JOE. Six. 

kit CARSON. All right. Let Tom catch 
up with you. 

TOE (xvhile tom’s catching up). Did 
you give a dollar to a news-kid? 

TOM. Yeah, sure. 

JOE. What’d be say? 

TOM. Thanks. 

JOE. What sort of a kid was he? 

TOM. Little, dark kid. I guess he’s 
Italian. 

JOE. Did he seem pleased? 

TOM. Yeah. 

JOE. That’s good. Did you give a dol¬ 
lar to an old man? 

TOM. Yeah. 

JOE. Was he pleased? 


TOM. Yeah. 

JOE. Good. How many you got m 
your mouth? 

TOM. Six. 

JOE. All right. I got six, too. ( Folds 
one more in his mouth, tom folds one 

too.) 

KIT CARSON. Seven. Sever each. 
(They each fold one more into their 
mouths, very solemnly, chewing them 
into the main hunk of gum) Eight. 
Nine. Ten. 

JOE C^elighted), Always wanted to do 
this. (He picks up one of the maga¬ 
zines) Lets see what’s going on in 
the world. (He tjtrns the pages and 
keeps folding gum into his mouth and 

chewing.) 

kit CARSON. Eleven. Twelve, (kit 
continues to count while joe and tom 
continue the contest. In spite of what 
they are doing, each is very serious.) 

TOM. Joe, what’d you want to move 
Kitty into the St. Francis Hotel for? 

JOE. She’s a better woman than any of 
them tramp society dames that hang 
around that lobby. 

TOM. Yeah, but do you think shell 
feel at home up there? 

JOE. Maybe not at first, but after a 
couple of days she 11 be all right. A 
nice big room. A bed for sleeping in. 
Good clothes. Good food. She’ll be 
all right, Tom. 

TOM. I hope so. Don t you think she 1 ! 
aet lonely up there with nobody tu 
talk to? 
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JOE (^looking at tom shar-ply, almost 
with admiration, -pleased but severe'). 
There’s nobody anywhere for her to 
talk to—except you. 

TOM (amazed and delighted). Me, 
Joe? 

;OE (while TOM a 7 id kit carson 
listen carefully, kit with great appre¬ 
ciation). Yes, you. Bv the grace of 
God, you’re the other half of that 
girl. Not the angry woman that swag¬ 
gers into this waterfront dive and 
shouts because the world has kicked 
her around. Anybody can have her. 
You belong to the little kid in Ohio 
who once dreamed of living. Not with 
her carcass, for money, so she can 
have food and clothes, and pay rent. 
With all of her. I put her in that ho¬ 
tel, so she can have a chance to oather 
herself together again. She can't do 
that in the New York Hotel. You saw 
what happens there. There’s nobody 
anywhere for her to talk to, except 
you. They all make her talk like a 
whore. After a while, she’ll believe 
them. Then she won’t be able to re¬ 
member. She 11 get lonely. Sure. Peo¬ 
ple can get lonely for misery, even. 

1 want her to go on being lonely for 
you, so she can come together again 

, - was meant to be from 

the beginning. Loneliness is good for 
people. Right now it’s the only thing 
for Kitty. Any more licorice? 

tom (dazed), mat? Licorice? 
(Lookwg around hiisilv) I ouess 
we’ve chewed all the licorice inrWe 
still got Clove, Peppermint, Double- 

mint, Beechnut, Teaberrv, and 
Juicy Fruit. 

JOE. Licorice used to be my favorite. 
Don’t worry about her, Tom, she’ll 
be all right. You really want to many 
her, clon^t you^ 


TOM (nodding). Honest to God, Joe. 
(Pathetically) Only, I haven’t got 
any money. 

JOE. Couldn’t you be a prize-fighter 
or something like that? 

TOM. Naaaah. I couldn’t hit a man if 
I wasn’t sore at him. He’d have to do 
something that made me hate him. 

JOE. You’ve got to figure out some¬ 
thing to do that you won’t mind do¬ 
ing very much. 

TOM. I wish I could, Joe. 

JOE (thinking deeply, suddenly). 

Tom, would you be embarrassed driv¬ 
ing a truck? 

tom (hit by a thunderbolt). Joe, 1 
never thought of that. I’d like that. 
Travel. Highways. Little towms. Cof¬ 
fee and hot cakes. Beautiful valleys 
and mountains and streams and trees 
and daybreak and sunset. 

JOE. There is poetry in it, at that. 

tom. Joe, that’s just the kind of work 

1 should do. Just sit there and travel, 

and look, and smile, and bust out 

laughing. Could Kitty go wath me, 
sometimes? 

PE. I don’t know. Get me the phone 
book. Can you drive a truck? 

tom. Joe, you know I can drive a 
truck, or any kind of thing with a 
motor and W'heels. (tom takes job 
the phone hook, joe turns the pages.) 

JOE (looking). Here! Here it is. Tux¬ 
edo 7900. Here’s a nickel. Get me 
that number. 

(tom goes to telephone, dids the 
number.) 


TOM. Hello. 
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toe. Ask for Mr. Keith. 

TOM C^touth and language full of 
gum). I’d like to talk to Mr. Keith. 
(Pause) Mr. Keith. 

JOE. Take that gum out of your 
mouth for a minute. 

(tom reiwoyes the gum.) 

TOM. Mr. Keith. Yeah. That's right. 
Hello, Mr. Keith? 

JOE. Tell him to hold the line. 

TOM. Hold the line, please. 

JOE. Give me a hand, Tom. (tom 
helps JOE to the telephone. At phone, 
wad of gum in fingers delicately) 
Keith? Joe. Yeah. Fine. Forget it. 
(Pause) Have you got a place for a 
good driver? (Pause) I don’t think 
so. (To tom) You haven’t got a 
driver’s license, have you? 

tom (worried). No. But I can get 
one, Joe. 

JOE (at phone). No, but he can get 
one easy enough. To hell with the 
union. He’ll join later. All right, call 
him a Vice-President and say he 
drives for relaxation. Sure. What do 
you mean? Tonight? I don't know 
why not. San Diego? All right, let 
him start driving without a license. 
What the hell’s the difference? Yeah. 
Sure. Look him over. Yeah. I’ll send 
him right over. Right. (He hangs 
up) Thanks. (To telephone.) 

TOM. Am I going to get the job? 

JOE. He wants to take a look at you. 

TOM. Do I look all right, Joe? 


JOE (looking at him careftdly). Hold 
up your head. Stick out your chest. 
How do you feel? 

(tom does these things.) 

TOM. Fine. 

JOE. You look fine, too. (joe takes his 
wad of gum owt of his mouth and 
wraps Liberty magazine around it.) 

joe. You win, Tom. Now, look. (I Je 
bites off the tip of a very long panatela 
cigar, lights it, and hands one to tom, 
and another to kit) Have yourselves 
a pleasant smoke. Here. (He hands 
two more to tom) Give those slum- 
mers one each. (He indicates the so¬ 
ciety LADY and GENTLEMAN. TOM 

goes over and withotH a word gives a 
cigar each to the man and the lady. 
The MAN is offended; he smells and 
tosses aside his cigar. The woman 
looks at her cigar a moment, then puts 
the cigar in her mouth.) 

MAN. What do you think you're 
doing? 

LADY. Really, dear. I’d like to. 

MAN. Oh, this is too much. 

LADY. I’d really, really like to, dear. 
(She laughs, puts the cigar in her 
mottth. Turns to kit. He spits out tip. 
She does the same.) 

MAN (loudly). The mother of five 
grown men, and she’s still looking for 
romance. (Sho^lts as kit lights her 
cigar) No. I forbid it. 

JOE (shouting). What’s the matter 
with you? M^y don’t you leave her 
alone? What are you always push¬ 
ing your women around for? (Almost 
without a pause) Now, look, Torn. 
(The LADY pwfs the lighted cigar in 
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her mouth, and begins to smoke, feel¬ 
ing wonderful^ Heres ten bucks. 

TOM. Ten bucks? 

JOE. He may want you to get into a 
truck and begin driving to San Diego 
tonight. 

TOM. Joe, I got to tell Kitty. 

JOE. ril tell her, 

TOM. Joe, take care of her. 

JOE. She II be all right. Stop worry¬ 
ing about her. She's at the St. Francis 
Hotel. Now, look. Take a cab to 
Townsend and Fourth. You’ll see the 
big sign. Keith Motor Transport 
Company. He’ll be waiting for you. 

^M. O.K., Joe. (Trying hard) 
Thanks, Joe. 


a show when no one sees it? People 
are afraid to come down to the water¬ 
front. 


HARRY. Yeah. We were just down to 
Pier 27. One of the longshoremen 
and a cop had a fight and the cop hit 
him over the head with a blackjack. 
We saw it happen, didn't we? 


WESLEY. Yes, sir, we was standing 
there looking when it happened. 


NICK (a little worried). Anything else 
happen? 


WESLEY. They was all talking. 

HARRY. A man in a big car came up 
and said there was going to be a meet¬ 
ing right away and they hoped to 
satisfy everybody and stop the strike. 

WESLEY. Right away. Tonight. 


JOE. Don t be silly. Get going. 

lady starts puffing on 
cigar. As tom goes, wesley and 
harry come in together.) 

nick. Where the hell have you been? 
We \ e got to have some entertain¬ 
ment around here. Can’t you see them 
fine people from uptown? (He 
points at the society lady and 

GENTLEMAN.) 

WESLEY. You said to come bach at ten 
for the second show. 

nick. Did I say that? 

WESLEY. Yes, sir, Mr. Nick, that's 
exactly what you said. 

harry. Was the first show all right? 

nick. That wasn't a show. There was 
no one here to see it. How can it be 


NICK. Well, it's about time. Them 
poor cops are liable to get nervous and 
—shoot somebody. (To harry, sud¬ 
denly) Come back here. I want you 
to tend bar for a while. I’m going to 
take a walk over to the pier. 

harry. Yes, sir. 

NICK (to the SOCIETY LADY and 

gentleman). You society people 
made up your minds yet? 

lady. Have you champagne? 

nick (indicating joe). What do you 
think he’s pouring out of that bottle, 
water or something? 

LADY. Have you a chill bottle? 

NICK, IVe got a dozen of them chilled. 

He s been drinking champagne here 

all day and all night for a month 
now. 
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lady. May we have a bottle? 

nick. It s si.x dollars. 

lady. I think we can manage. 

man. I don’t know. I know I don’t 
know. 

(nick takes off his coat and helps 
harry into it, harry takes a bottle 
of champagne and two glasses to the 
LADY and GENTLEMAN, dancing, col¬ 
lects six dollars, and goes hack be¬ 
hind the bar, dancing, nick gets his 
coat and hat.) 

NICK (to wesley). Rattle the keys a 
little, son. Rattle the keys. 

WESLEY. Yes, sir, Mr. Nick. 

(nick is on his way out. The ARAB 
enters.) 

nick. Hi-ya, Mahmed. 

ARAB. No foundation. 

nick. All the way down the line. 
(He goes, wesley is at the piano, 
playing quietly. The Arab swallows 
(I glass of beer, takes out his har¬ 
monica, and begins to play, wesley 
his playing to the Arab’s, kitty 
DUVAL, strangely beautiful, in new 
clothes, comes in. She walks shyly, 
as if she were embarrassed by the fine 
clothes, as if she had no right to wear 
them. The lady and gentleman are 
very impressed, harry looks at her 
with amazement, joe is reading Time 
magazine, kitty goes to his table, joe 
looks up from the magazine, without 
the least amazement.) 

JOE Hello, Kitty. 

KITTY. Hello, Joe. 

JOE. It’s nice seeing you again. 


KITTY. I came in a cab. 

JOE. You been crj'ing again? (kitty 
can't answer. To harry) Bring a 
glass, (harry cotnes over with a 
glass. JOE pours kitty a drink.) 

KITTY. I’ve got to talk to you. 

JOE. Have a drink, 

KITTY. I’ve never been in burlesque 
We were just poor. 

JOE. Sit down, Kitty. 

KITTY Csits down). I tried other 
things. 

JOE. Here’s to you, Katerina Kora- 
novsky. Here’s to you. And Tom. 

KITTY (^sorrowfully). Where is Tom? 

JOB. He’s getting a job tonight driv¬ 
ing a truck. He’ll be back in a couple 
of days. 

KITTY (sadly). I told him I’d marry 
him. 

JOE. He wanted to see you and say 
good-by. 

KITTY. He’s too good for me. He’s 
like a little boy. (Wearily) I’m— Too 
many things have happened to me. 

JOE. Kitty Duval, you're one of the 
few truly innocent people I have ever 
known. He’ll be back in a couple of 
days. Go back to the hotel and wail 
for him. 

KITTY. That’s what I mean. I can’t 
stand being alone. I’m no good. I tried 
very hard. 1 don’t know what it is. 
I miss— (She gestures.) 
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JOE (ge«tZ)'). Do you really want to 
come back here, Kitty? 

KITTV, I don't know. Fm not sure. 
Everything smells difFerent. I don’t 
know how to feel, or what to think. 
fGesttiring pathetically') I know I 
don’t belong there. It’s what I’ve 
wanted all my life, but it’s too late. I 
try to be happy about it, but all I can 
do is remember everything and cry. 

JOE. I don't know what to tell you, 
Kitty. I didn’t mean to hurt you. 

KITTY. You haven’t hurt me. You’re 
the only person who’s ever been good 
to me. I’ve never known anybody like 
you. Fm not sure about love any 
more, but I know I love you, and I 
know I love Tom. 

TOE. I love you too, Kitty Duval. 

KITTY. He’ll want babies. I know he 
will. I know I will, too. Of course I 
will. I can’t— (She shakes her head.) 

JOE. Tom’s a baby himself. You’ll be 
very happy together. He wants you 
to ride with him in the truck. Tom’s 
good for you. You’re good for Tom. 

KITTY (^like a child). Do you want 
me to go back and wait for him? 

JOE. I cant tell you what to do. I 
think it would be a good idea, though. 

KITTY. I wish I could tell you how it 

makes me feel to be alone. It’s almost 
worse. 

JOE. It might take a whole week, 

Kitty. (He looks at her sharply, at 

the arrival of an idea) Didn’t you 

speak of reading a book? A book of 
poems? 


KITTY. I didn’t know what I was say¬ 
ing. 

JOE (trying to get up). Of course you 
knew. I think you’ll like poetry. Wait 
here a minute, Kitty. Fll go see if 
I can find some books. 

KITTY. All right, Joe. 

(He walks out of the place, trying 
very hard not to wohhle. Fog-horn. 
Music. The newsboy comes in. 
Looks for JOE. Is broken-hearted be¬ 
cause JOE is gone.) 

NEWSBOY (to SOCIETY GENTLEMAnY 

Paper? 

MAN (angry). No. 

(The NEWSBOY goes to the Arab.) 

NEWSBOY. Paper, Mister? 

ARAB (irritated). No foundation. 

NEWSBOY. What? 

ARAB (very angry). No foundation. 
(The NEWSBOY starts out, turns, 
looks at the arab, shakes head.) 

NEWSBOY. No foundation? How do 
you figure? 

(blick and two cops enter.) 

NEWSBOY (to buck). Paper, Mister? 

(blick pushes him aside. The news¬ 
boy goes.) 

blick (walking authoritatively about 
the place, to harry). Where’s Nick? 

harry. He went for a walk. 

blick. Who are you? 

HARRY, Harry. 
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BLICK 0^ ARAB and wesley). 

Hey, you. Shut up. 

(T/ie ARAB stops playing the har¬ 
monica, WESLEY the piano.') 

BLICK C^tudies kitty), ^^^at's your 
name, sister? 

KITTY (^looking at him'). Kitty Duval. 
What’s it to you? (kitty’s voice is 
now like it was at the beginning of 
the play: tough, independent, hitter 
and hard.') 

BLICK Cangry). Don’t give me any of 
your gutter lip. Just answer my ques¬ 
tions. 

kitty. You go to hell, you. 


the street. Sotincis of a blow and a 
groan, blick returns, breathing 

hard.) 

BLICK (to the cops). O.K., boys. \ ou 
can go now. Take care of him. Put 
him on his feet and tell him to behave 
himself from now on. (To kitty 
again) Now answer my question. 
What kind of work? 

kitty C^tiietly). I’m a whore you 
son of a bitch. You know what kind 
of work I do. And 1 know what kind 
you do. 

MAN (shocked and really hurt.) Ex¬ 
cuse me, officer, but it seems to me 
that your attitude— 


blick (coming over, enraged). 
Where do you live? 

kitty. The New York Hotel. Room 

21 . 

blick. Where do you work? 

KITTY. I’m not working just now. I’m 
looking for work. 

blick. What kind of work? (kitty 
can't answer) What kind of work? 
(kitty can't answer. Furiously) 

WHAT KIND OF WORK? 

(kit CARSON comes over.) 

KIT CARSON. You Can’t talk to a lady 
that way in my presence. 

(blick turns and stares at kit. The 
COPS begin to move from the bar.) 

blick (to the cops). It’s all right, 
boys. I’ll take care of this. (To kit) 
What’d you say? 

KIT CARSON. You got no right to hurt 
people. Who are you? 

(blick, without a word, takes kit to 


BLICK. Shut up. 

MAN (quietly), —is making the poor 
child say things that are not true. 

BLICK. Shut up, I said. 

LADY. Well. (To the man) Are you 
going to stand for such insolence? 

BLICK (to MAN, who ts Standing). 

Are you? 

MAN (taking the woman’s arm). I’ll 
get a divorce. I’ll start life all over 
again. (Pushing the woman) Come 
on. Get the, hell out of here! (The 
MAN hurries his woman oMt of the 
place, blick watching them go.) 

BLICK (to kitty). Now. Let’s begin 
again, and see that you tell the truth- 
What’s your name? 

kitty. Kitty Duval. 

BLICK. Where do you live? 
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KITTY. Until this evening I lived at 
the New York Hotel. Room 21. This 
evening I moved to the St. Francis 
Hotel. 

BLicK. Oh. To the St. Francis Hotel. 
Nice place. Where do you work? 

KITTY. I'm looking for work. 

BLICK. What kind of work do you do? 

KITTY. I'm an actress. 

BLICK. I see. What movies have I 
seen you in? 

KITTY. I’ve worked in burlesque. 

BLICK. You're a liar. 

(.WESLEY stands, worried and full of 
dumb resentment.} 

KITTY ('pathetically, as at the begin¬ 
ning of the play}. It’s the truth. 

BLICK. What are you doing here? 

KITTY. I came to see if I could get a 
job here. 

BLICK. Doing what? 

KITTY. Singing—and— dancing. 

BUCK. You can't sing or dance. What 
are you lying for? 

KITTY. I can. I sang and danced in 
burlesque all over the country. 

BLICK. You’re a liar. 

KITTY. I said lines, too. 

BLICK. So you danced in burlesque? 
kitty. Yes. 


BLICK. All right. Let's see what you 

did. 

KITTY. I can't. There's no music, and 
I haven't got the right clothes. 

BLICK. There's music. (To wesley) 
Put a nickel in that phonograph. 
CwESLEY can't move} Come on. Put 
a nickel in that phonograph. CwEs- 
LEY does so. To kitty) All right. 
Get up on that stage and do a hot lit¬ 
tle burlesque number, (kitty stands. 
Walks slowly to the stage, hut is un¬ 
able to move. JOE comes in, holding 
three books} Get going, now. Let's 
see you dance the way you did in 
burlesque, all over the country. 
(kitty tries to do a burlesque dance. 
It is beautiful in a tragic way.} 

BLICK. All right, start taking them 
off! 

(kitty removes her hat and starts to 
remove her jacket. jOE moves closer 
to the stage, amazed.} 

JOE (hurrying to kitty). Get down 
from there. (He takes kitty iwto his 
arms. She is crying. To blick) What 
the hell do you think you're doing? 

WESLEY (like a little boy, very an- 

gry). Its that man., Blick. He made 
her take off her clothes. He beat up 
the old man, too. 

(blick pushes wesley off, as tom 
enters, blick begins beating up WBS- 

LEY.) 

tom. What's the matter, Joe? What's 
happened? 

JOE. Is the truck out there? 

TOM.^ Yeah, but what's happened? 
Kitty s crying again! 

JOE. You driving to San Diego? 
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TOM. Yeah, Joe. But what’s he doing 
to that poor colored hoy? 

JOE. Get going. Here’s some money. 
Everything’s O-K. (To kitty) Dress 
in the truck. Take these books. 

wesley’s voice. You can’t hurt me. 
You’ll get yours. You wait and see. 

tom. Joe, he’s hurting that boy. I’ll 
kill him! 

JOE (piisbiMg tom). Get out of here! 
Get married in San Diego. 111 see 
you when you get back (tom and 
kitty go. NICK enters and stands at 
the lower end of bar. joe takes the 
revolver out of his 'pocket. Looks at 
it) I’ve always wanted to kill some¬ 
body, but I never knew who it should 
be. (He cocks the revolver, stands 
real straight, holds it in front of him 
fir 7 nly and walks to the door. Me 
stands a motnent watching blick, 
aims very carefully, and pulls trig- 
ger. There is no shot, nick runs over 
and grabs the gjw, and takes joe 
aside.) 

nick. Wliat the hell do you think 
you’re doing? 

joe (cflswalZy, hut angry). That 
dumb Tom. Buys a six-shooter that 
won’t even shoot once, (job sits 
down, dead to the world, blick 
comes out, panting for breath, nick 
looks at him. He speaks slowly.) 

NICK. Blick! I told you to stay out of 
here! Now get out of here. (He takes 
blick by the collar, tightenmg his 
grip as he speaks, and pushing him 
out) If you come back again, I’m go¬ 
ing to take you in that room where 
you’ve been beating up that colored 
boy, and I’m going to murder you— 
slowly—with my hands. Beat it! (He 
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pushes BLICK oitt. To harry) Go 
take care of the colored boy. 

(harry runs out. willie retttrns and 
doesn’t sense that anything is 
changed, willie puts another nickel 
into the 7 nachine, but he does so very 
violently. The consequence of this 
violence is that the flag comes tip 
again, willie, amazed, stands at at- 
tentioti and salutes. The flag goes 
down. Me shakes his head.) 

willie (thoughtfully). As far as I m 
concerned, this is the only country in 
the world. If you ask me, nuts to 
Europe! (He is about to push the 
slide in again when the flag comes up 
again. Furiously, to nick, while he 
salutes and stands at attention, plead¬ 
ingly) Hey, Nick. Tliis machine is 
out of order. 

NICK (somberly). Give it a whack on 
the side. 

(willie does so. A hell of a whack. 
The result is the flag comes up and 
down, and willie keeps saluting.) 

willie (saluting). Hey, Nick. Some¬ 
thing’s wrong. (The machine quiets 
down abruptly, willie very stealthi¬ 
ly slides a new ttickel in, and starts 
a new game. From a distance two pis¬ 
tol shots are heard, each carefully 
timed, nick runs out. The newsboy 
enters, crosses to job’s table, senses 
something is wrong.) 

newsboy (softly). Paper, Mister? 
(joe can’t hear him. The newsboy 
backs away, studies joe, ivishes he 
coidd cheer joe up. 'Notices the pho¬ 
nograph, goes to it, and puts a coin 
in it, hoping music will make job 
happier. The newsboy sits down. 
"Watches joe. The music begins. 
"The Missouri Waltz.” The drunk¬ 
ard comes in and walks around. 
Then sits down, nick comes back.) 



WILLIAM SAHOYAN 


97S 

NICK Cdelighted'). Joe, Blick's dead! 
Somebody just shot him, and none of 
the cops are trying to find out who. 
(joe doesn't hear, nick steps hack, 
studying joe. Shouting') Joe. 

JOE Cloaking up). What? 

NICK. Blick’s dead. 

JOE. Blick? Dead? Good! That God¬ 
damn gun wouldn't go off. I told 
Tom to get a good one. 

NICK Cplcking up gun and looking 
at it). Joe, you wanted to kill that 
guy! 

(harry returns. jOE puts the gun in 
his coat pocket) I m going to buy you 
a bottle of champagne, (nick goes to 
har. JOE rises, takes hat from rack, 
puts coat on. The newsboy jumps 
up, helps JOB with coat.) 

NICK. What’s the matter, Joe? 

JOE. Nothing. Nothing. 

NICK. How about the champagne? 

JOE. TTianks. (Going.) 

NICK. It's not eleven yet. Where you 
going, Joe? 

JOE. I don't know. Nowhere. 


NICK. Will I see you tomorrow? 

JOE. I don't know. I don't think so. 
(kit CARSON enters, walks to joe. 
JOE and KIT look at one another kno^V' 
ingly.) 

JOE. Somebody just shot a man. How 
are you feeling? 

KIT, Never felt better in my life. 
(Loudly, bragging, hut somber) I 
shot a man once. In San Francisco. 
Shot him two times. In 1939 ,1 think 
it was. In October. Fellow named 
Blick or Click or something like that. 
Couldn't stand the way he talked to 
ladies. Went up to my room and got 
my old pearl-handled revolver and 
waited for him on Pacific Street, Saw 
him walking, and let him have it, two 
times. Had to throw the beautiful 
revolver into the Bay. (harry, nick, 
the ARAB and the drunkard close in 
around him. job searches his pock¬ 
ets, brings out the revolver, puts it 
in kit's hand, looks at him with great 
admiration and affection, joe walks 
slowly to the stairs leading to the 
street, turns and waves, kit, and then 
one by one everybody else, waves, 
and the marble game goes into its 
beautiful American routine again: 

flag, lights, and music. The play 
ends.) 
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SCENES 


The time: late in the i88o*s 

The entire action takes place in the Morning Room of the Day home 

on Madison Avenue 


ACT ONE 
SCENE I 

Breakfast time. An early summer morning 

SCENE II 

Tea time. The same day 
act two 

SCENE I 

Sunday, after church. A week later 

SCENE II 

Breakfast time. Two days later 

CDuring Scene II the curtain is lowered to denote a lapse of three hoiirss 

ACT THREE 
SCENE I 

Mid-afternoon. A month later 

SCENE IT 

Breakfast time. The next morning 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE 1 


The Morning Room of the Day home at 420 Madison Avenue. In the cusfo«^ 
of the Victorian period, this was the room where the family gathered foy 
breakfast, aytd because it was often the most comfortable room in the house 
it served also as a living-room for the family and their intimates. 

There is a large arch in the center of the upstage wall of the room, through 
ivhich we can see the hall and the stairs leading to the second floor, and below 
them the rail of the stairwell leading to the basement. The room can be closed 
off from the hall bv sliding doors in the archway. The front door of the house, 
which is stage right, can't he seen, hut frequently is heard to slam. 

In the Morning Room the sunshine streams through the large window at 
the right which looks ottt on Madison Avenue. The room itself is furnished 
with the somewhat less than comfortable funiiture of the period, which is 
the late i88o's. The general color scheme in drapes and upholstery is green. 
Below the window is a large comfortable chair where father generally sits to 
read his paper. Right of center is the table which serves as a living-room table, 
with its proper table cover and fruit bowl; but now, expanded by extra leaves, 
it is doing service ns a breakfast table. Against the hack wall, either side of 
the arch, are two console tables which are used by the maid as serving tables 
Left of center is a sofa, with a table just above its right end holding a lamp, 
framed photographs, and other ornaments. In the left wall is a fireplace, its 
mantel draped with a lambrequin. On the mantel are a clock and other orna¬ 
ments, and above the mantel is a large mirror in a Victorian frame. The room 
is cluttered with the minutm of the period, including the inevitable rubber 
plant, and looking down from the walls are the Day ancestors in painted 
portraits. The room has the warm quality that comes only from having been 
lived in by a family which enjoys each other's company—a family of consider¬ 
able means. 1 . 1 ■ 1 • - 1 • * 

As the curtain rises, annie, the new maid, a young Irish girl, is pntsning set¬ 
ting the table for breakfast. After an uncertain look at the result she crosses 
over to her tray on the console table, vinnie comes down the stairs and into 
the room, vinnie is a charming, lovable, and spirited woman of forty. She has 
a lively mind which darts quickly away from any practical matter. She has 

red hair. 
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ANNi£. Good morning, ma’am. milk. And, Annie, always Speak of 

my husband as Mr. Day. 

viNNiE. Good morning, Annie. How 

are you getting along? annie. I will that. 


a.<nie All right, ma’am, I hope. 

VINNIE. Now, don’t be worried just 
because this is your first day. Every¬ 
thing's going to be all right—but I do 
hope nothing goes wrong. CGoes to 
the table") Now, ^et’s see, is the table 
all set? (annie follows her) The 
cream and the sugar go down at this 
end. 

ANNIE (-placing them where vinnie 
has indicated). I thought in the cen 
ter, ma'am; everyone could reach 
them easier. 

VINNIE. Mr. Day sits here. 

ANNIE (gets a tray of napkins, neatly 
rolled and in their rings, from the 
console table). I didn’t know where 
to place the napkins, ma’am. 

VINNIE. You can tell which go where 
by the rings. (Takes them from the 
tray and puts them down as she goes 
around the table, annie follows her) 
This one belongs to Whitney—it has 
his initial on it, “W”; that one with 
the little dog on it is Harlan's, of 
course. He's the baby. This ‘ 7 ” is for 
John and the “C" is for Clarence. 
This narrow plain one is mine. And 
this is Mr. Day’s. It’s just like mine- 
except that it got bent one morning. 
And that reminds me—always be sure 
Mr. Day’s coffee is piping hot. 

ANNIE. Ah, your man has coffee in¬ 
stead of tea of a morning? 

VINNIE. We all have coffee except the 
two youngest boys. They have their 


VINNIE (correcting her). 'Tes, 
ma’am,” Annie. 

ANNIE. Yes, ma’am. 

VINNIE. And if Mr. Day speaks to 
you, just say: “Yes, sir." Don’t be 
nervous—you’ll get used to him. 
(clarence, the eldest son, about 
seventeen, comes down the stairs and 
into ike room. He is a manly, seri¬ 
ous, good-looking boy. Because he is 
starting in at Yale next year, he 
thinks he is grown-^p. He is red¬ 
headed.) 

CLARENCE. Good moming, Mother. 
(He kisses her.) 

VINNIE. Good morning, Clarence. 

CLARENCE. Did you sleep weU, 
Mother? 

VINNIE. Yes, thank you, dear, (clar¬ 
ence goes to father’s chair and 
picks up the moming paper. To an¬ 
nie) We always start with fruit, ex¬ 
cept the two young boys, who have 
porridge. 

(annie brings the fruit and porridge 
to the table, clarence, looking at 
the paper, makes a whistling sound.) 

CLARENCE. Jiminy! Another \vreck on 
the New Haven. That always dis¬ 
turbs the market. Father won’t b'ke 
that. 

VINNIE. I do wish that New Haven 
would stop having wrecks. If they 
knew how it upset your father— 
(Sees that clarence’s coat has been 
tom and mended) My soul and body. 


Clarence, 

coat? 
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what’s happened to your 


CLARENCE. What fot? Is somebody 
coming to visit us? 


clarence. I tore it. Margaret mend- 
ed it for me. 

vinnib. It looks tenible. Why don’t 
you wear your blue suit? 

clarence. That looks worse than 
this one. You know. I burnt that hole 

in it. 

VINNIB. Oh, yes-well, you can’t go 
around looking like that. 111 have to 
Speak to your father. Oh, dear. 
(JOHN, who is about pfteen, comes 
down the stairs and into the room. 
JOHN is gangly and a little overgrown. 

He is red-headed.) 

JOHN. Good morning. Mother. (He 
kisses her.) 


JOHN. Who’s coming? 

viNNiE. I haven’t said anyone was 
coming. And don’t you say anything 
about it. I u’ant it to be a surprise. 


CLARENCE. Ohl Father doesn t know 
yet? 


VINNIE. No. And I’d better speak to 
him about a new suit for you before 
he finds out he’s being surprised by 


visitors. 

(ANNIE enters with a tray on which 
are two glasses of milk, which she 
puts at harlan's and whitney s 
places at the table, whitney comes 
down the stairs and rushes into the 
room. He is about thirteen. Suiting 
his age, he is a lively active boy. He 

. _ ji _j ^ 


VINNIE. Good morning, John. 
JOHN (to clarence). Who won? 


whitney. Morning. (He kisses his 
mother quickly, then runs to clar 
ence and John) Who won? 


clarence. I haven’t looked yet. 


JOHN. Let me see. (He tries to take 
the payer away from clarence.) 

clarence. Be carefull 


VINNIE. Boys, don’t wrinkle that 
paper before your father’s looked at 

it. 


CLARENCE (tO JOHn). Yesl 
(viNNiE turns to annie.) 


VINNIE. You’d better get things start¬ 
ed. We want everything ready when 
Mr. Day comes down, (annie exits) 
Clarence, right after breakfast I want 
you and John to move the small bu¬ 
reau from my room into yours- 


JOHN. The Giants, 7 to 3. Buck Ew¬ 
ing hit a home run. 

whitney. Let me seel 
(harlan comes sliding down the 
banister. He enters the room, runs to 
his mother, and kisses her. harlan 
is a roly-poly, lovable, good-natured 
youngster of six. He is red-headed.) 

VINNIE. How’s your finger, darling? 

harlan. It itches. 

VINNIE (kissing the finger). Thats 
a sign it’s getting better. Now don t 
scratch it. Sit down, boys. Get in 
your chair, darling. (The hoys move 
to the table and take their places. 
clarence puts the newspaper beside 
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his father's plate, john stands waiting 
to place vinnie’s chair when she sits.) 
Now, Annie, watch Mr. Day, and as 
soon as he finishes his fruit— ^Leaves 
the admonition hanging in mid-air 
as the sound of father s voice booms 
from upstairs.') 

father’s voice. Vinnie! Vinnie! 
(^All eyes turn toward the staircase. 
VINNIE rushes to the foot of the stairs, 
speaking as she goes.) 

VINNIE. What’s the matter, Clare? 

FATHER s VOICE. Where’s my neck¬ 
tie? 


WHITNEY. Look, if you need it, we’re 
playing in that big field at the comet 
of Fifty-seventh and Madison. 

VINNIE. ’Way up there! 

WHITNEY. They’re building a house 
on that vacant lot on Fiftieth Street. 

VINNIE. My! My! My! Here we move 
to Forty-eighth Street just to get out 
of the city! 

WHITNEY. Can’t I start breakfast, 
Mother? I promised to be there by 
eight o’clock. 


VINNIE. Which necktie? 


father s VOICE. The one I gave you 
yesterday. 


VINNIE. After breakfast, Whitney, 
you have to study your catechism. 

WHITNEY. Mother, can’t I do that 
this afternoon? 


VINNIE. It isn’t pressed yet. I forgot 
to give it to Margaret. 

father s voice. I told you distinctly 
I wanted to wear that necktie today. 

VINNIE. You ve got plenty of neck¬ 
ties. Put on another one right away 
and come doum to breakfast. 


VINNIE. Whitney, you have to learn 
five questions every morning before 
you leave the house. 

WHITNEY. Aw, Mother— 


VINNIE. You weren’t very sure of 
yourself when I heard you last night. 


father’s voice. Oh, damn! Damna¬ 
tion! (vinnie goes to her place at the 
table. JOHN places her chair for her, 
then sits, whitney has started eat- 


WHITNEY. I know them now. 

vinnie. Let’s see. (whitney rises and 

faces his mother) ‘What is your 
name?” ^ 


clarence. Whitney! 

VINNIE. Wait for your father, Whit¬ 
ney, 

whitney. Oh, and I’m in a huri)'! 
John, can I borrow your glove today? 
I’m going to pitch. 

JOHN. If I don’t play myself. 


WHITNEY. Whitney Benjamin. 

VINNIE. ‘Who gave you this name?” 

WHITNEY. “My sponsors in baptism, 
wherein I was made a member of 
Christ, the child of God and an in¬ 
heritor of the Kingdom of Heaven ” 
Mother, if I hadn’t been baptized 
wouldn’t I have a name? 
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viNNiE. Not in the sight of the 
Church. "What did your sponsors 
then for you?” 

WHITNEY. "They did promise and 
vow three things in my name—” 
(father makes his appearance on 
the stairway and comes down into the 
room. FATHER is in his forties, dis¬ 
tinguished in appearance, with great 
charm and vitality, extremely well 
dressed in a conservative way. He is 
red-headed.') 

FATHER Cheartily). Good morning, 
boys. (.They rise and answer him) 
Good morning, Vinnie. (He goes to 
her and kisses her) Have a good 
night? 

VINNIE. Yes, thank you, Clare. 

FATHER. Good! Sit down, boys. 
(The doorbell rings and a postmans 
whistle is heard.) 

VINNIE. That’s the doorbell, Annie. 
(annie exits) Clare, that new suit 
looks very nice. 

FATHER. Too damn tight! (He sits 
in his place at the head of the table) 
What’s the matter with those fellows 
over in London? I wrote them a year 
ago they were making my clothes too 
tight! 

VINNIE. You’ve put on a little weight, 
Clare. 

FATHER. I weigh just the same as I 
always have. (Attacks his orange. 
The hoys dive into their breakfasts. 
ANNIE enters with the mail, starts to 
take it to VINNIE. father sees her) 
What’s that? The mail? That goes to 
me. (annie gives the mail to father 
and exits with her tray.) 
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vinnie. Well, Clarence has just man¬ 
aged to tear the only decent suit of 
clothes he has. 

father (looking through the mail). 
Here’s one for you, Vinnie. John, 
hand that to your mother. (He passes 
the letter on.) 

vinnie. Clare dear. I’m sorry, but 
I’m afraid Clarence is going to have 
to have a new suit of clothes. 

FATHER. Vinnie, Clarence has to 
learn not to be so hard on his clothes. 

clarence. Father, I thought— 

FATHER. Clarence, when vou start in 
Yale in the fall. I’m going to set aside 
a thousand dollars just to outfit vou, 
but you’ll get no new clothes thi.s 
summer. 

CLARENCE. Can’t I have one of your 
old suits cut down for me? 

FATHER. Every suit I own still has 
plenty of wear in it. I wear my clothes 
until they’re worn out. 

VINNIE. Well, if you want your 
clothes worn out, Clarence can wear 
them out much faster than you can. 

CLARENCE. Ycs, and, Father, you 
don’t get a chance to wear them out. 
Every time you get a new batch of 
clothes, Mother sends the old ones to 
the missionary barrel. I guess I’m just 
as good as any old missionary. 

(annie returns with a platter of ba¬ 
con and eggs and a pot of coffee.) 

vinnie. Clarence, before you com¬ 
pare yourself to a missionary, remem 
her the sacrifices they make. 
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FATHER Cchtickling). I don*t know, 
\^innie, I think my clothes would 
look better on Clarence than on some 
Hottentot. (To clarence) Have 
that black suit of mine cut down to 
fit you before your mother gets her 
hands on it. 

(annie clears the fruit.') 

CLARENCE. Thank you, Father. (To 
John) One of Fathers suits! Thank 
you, sir! 

FATHER. Whitney, don’t eat so fast. 

WHITNEY. Well, Father, Fm going to 
pitch today and I promised to get 
there early, but before I go I have to 
study mv catechism. 

FATHER. \Vhsit do you bother with 
that for? 

viNNiE (with spirit). Because if he 
doesn’t know his catechism he can’t 
be confirmed! 

WHITNEY (pleading). But Fm going 
to pitch today. 

FATHER. Vinnie, Whitney’s going to 
pitch today and he can be confirmed 
any old time. 

VINNIE. Clare, sometimes it seems to 
me that you don’t care whether your 
children get to Heaven or not. 

FATHER. Oh, Whitney'll get to 
Heaven all right. (To whitney) F 11 
be there before you are, Whitney; Fll 
see that you get in. 

VINNIE. W^at makes you so sure 
thev'll let YOU in? 

FATHER. Well, if they don’t Fll cer¬ 
tainly raise a devil of a row. (annie 
is at father's side leith the phtter of 


bacon and eggs, ready to serve him, 
and draws hack at this astounding 
declaration, raising the platter.) 

VINNIE (with shocked awe). Clare, 

I do hope you’ll behave when you get 
to Heaven. 

(father has turned to serve himself 
from the platter, hut annie, not yet 
recovered from the picture of father 
raising a row at the gates of Heaven, 
is holding it too high for him.) 

FATHER (storming). Vinnie, how 
many times have I asked you not to 
engage a maid who doesn’t even 
know how to serve properly? 

vinnie. Clare, can’t you see she’s 
new and doing her best? 

FATHER. How can I serve myself 
when she’s holding that platter over 
my head? 

VINNIE. Annie, why don’t you hold it 
lower? 

(annie lowers the platter, father 
serves himself, hut goes on talking.) 

FATHER. Where’d she come from any¬ 
way? What became of the one we had 
yesterday? I don’t see why you can’t 
keep a maid. 

VINNIE. Oh, you don’t! 

father. All I want is sendee, (annib 
senses the others nerx'ously. So far as 
father is concerned, however, the 
stonu has passed, and he turns gent' 
ally to whitney) WHiitney, when 
we get to Heaven we’ll organize a 
baseball team of our own. (The hoys 
loHgli.) 

vinnie. It would be just like you to 
try to run things up diere. 
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father. Well, from all Fve heard 
about Heaven, it seems to be a pretty 
unbusinesslike place. They could 
probably use a good man like me. 
(Stamps on the floor three times. It 
is his traditional signal to summon 
MARGARET, the cook, from the kitch¬ 
en below.') 
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recatingly) It^s good. It’s done just 
right! 

MARGARET. Ycs, sir! (She smiles and 
exits. ANNIE returns, recovered, and 
starts serving the coffee, vinnie has 
opened her letter and glanced 
through it.) 


VINNIE. What do you want Margaret 
for? What’s wrong? 

(annie has reached the sideboard 
and is sniffling audibly.) 

father (distracted). What’s that 
damn noise? 

VINNIE Shhh—it’s Annie. 

father. Annie? Who’s Annie? 

VINNIE. The maid, (annie, seeing 
that she has attracted attention, hur¬ 
ries out into the hall where she cant 
be seen or heard) Clare, aren’t you 
ashamed of yourself? 


VINNIE. Clare, this letter gives me a 
good idea. I’ve decided that next win¬ 
ter I won’* give a series of dinners. 


father. I should hope not. 

VINNIE. I’ll give a big musicale im 
stead. 


father. You’ll give a what? 
VINNIE. A musicale. 


father (peremptorily). Vinnie, 1 
won’t have my peaceful home turned 
into a Roman arena with a lot ol 
hairy fiddlers prancing about. 


faiher (surprised). What have I 
done now? 

VINNIE. You made her cry—speaking 
to her the way you did. 

father. I never said a word to her— 
I was addressing myself to you. 

vinnie. I do wish you’d be more 
careful. It’s hard enough to keep a 
maid—and the uniforms just fit this 
one. 

(MARGARET, the cook, a Small Irish¬ 
woman of about fifty, hurries into the 
room.) 

MARGARET. What’s wanting? 

FATHER. Margaret, this bacon is good. 
(MARGARET heams and gestures dep¬ 


viNNiE. I didn’t say a word about 
hairy fiddlers. Mrs. Spiller has writ¬ 
ten me about this lovely young girl 
who will come for very little. 

FATHER. What instrument does this 
inexpensive paragon play? 

VINNIE. She doesn’t play, Clare, she 
whistles. 

FATHER, whistles? Good God! 

VINNIE. She whistles sixteen differ' 
ent pieces. All for twenty-five dollars. 

FATHER (stormily). I won’t pay 
twenty-five dollars to any human 
peanut stand. (He tastes his coffee, 
grimaces, and again stamps three 
times on the floor.) 
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viNNiE. Clare, I can arrange this so 
it won’t cost you a penny. If I invite 
fifty people and charge them fifty 
cents apiece, there’s the twenty-five 
dollars right there! 

FATHER. You Can’t invitc people to 
your ov\'n house and charge them ad¬ 
mission. 

VINNIE. I can if the money’s for the 
missionary fund. 

FATHER. Then where will you get 
the twenty-five dollars to pay that 
poor girl for her w'histling? 

VINNIE. Now, Clare, let’s not cross 
that bridge until we come to it. 

FATHER. And if we do cross it, it will 
cost me twenty-five dollars. Vinnie, 
I’m putting my foot down about this 
musicale, just as I’ve had to put my 
foot down about your keeping this 
house full of visiting relatives. Why 
can’t we live here by ourselves in 
peace and comfort? 

(MARGARET comes doshittg into the 
room.) 

MARGARET. What’s Wanting? 

FATHER (sternly'). Margaret, what is 
this? (He holds his coffee cup and 
points at it.) 

MARGARET. It’s CoffcC, sir. 

FATHER, It is not coffcc! You couldn’t 
possibly take water and coffee beans 
and arrive at that! It’s slops, that’s 
what it is“slops! Take it away! Take 
it away, I tell you! (margaret takes 
FATHER s Clip and dashes out. annie 
starts to take vinnie’s ciip.) 

Vinnie. Leave my coffee there, An¬ 
nie! It’s perfectly all right! 

(annie leaves the roowO 


FATHER (angrily). It is not! I sweat 
I can’t imagine how she concocts 
such an atrocity. I come down to this 
table every morning hungry— 

VINNIE. Well, if you’re hungry, 
Clare, why aren’t you eating your 
breakfast? 

FATHER. What? 

VINNIE. If you’re hungry, why aren’t 
you eating your breakfast? 

FATHER (thrown out of hounds). I 
am. (He takes a mouthful of bacon 
and munches it happily, his eyes fall¬ 
ing on harlan) Harlan, how’s that 
finger? Come over here and let me 
see it. (harlan goes to his father's 
side. He shows his finger) Well, 
that’s healing nicely. Now don’t pick 
that scab or it will leave a scar, and 
we don’t want scars on our fingers, 
do we? (He chuckles) I guess you’ll 
remember after this that cats don’t 
like to he hugged. It’s all right to 
stroke them, but don’t squeeze them. 
Now go back and finish your oat¬ 
meal. 

HARLAN. I don’t like oatmeal. 

FATHER (kindly). It’s good for you. 
Go back and eat it. 

HARLAN. But I don’t like it. 

FATHER (quietly, hit firmly). I’ll tell 
you what you like and what you don’t 
like. You re not old enough to know 
about such things. You’ve no busi¬ 
ness not to like oatmeal. It’s good. 

HARLAN. I hate it. 

FATHER (firmly, hut not quietly). 

That’s enough!'We won’t discuss' it! 
Eat that oatmeal at once! 
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'^In contrast to harlan, whitney 
has been eating 'ms oatmeal at a ter¬ 
rific rate of speed. He pauses and 
puts down his spoon.) 

WHITNEY. I’ve finished my oatmeal. 
May I be excused? 

father. Yes, Whitney, you may go. 
(whitney slides off his chair and 
Jntrries to the stairs) Pitch a good 
game. 

viNNifi. Whitney! 

WHITNEY. I’m going upstairs to study 
my catechism. 

viNNiB. Oh. that’s all right. Run 
along. 

WHITNEY (on the way up). Harlan, 
you’d better hurry up and finish your 
oatmeal if you want to go with me. 
(Throughout breakfast father has 
been opening and glancing through 
his mail. He has just reached one let¬ 
ter, however, that bewilders him.) 

father. I don’t understand why I’m 
always getting damn fool letters like 
this! 

viNNiE. What is it, Clare? 

father. “Dear Friend Day: We are 
assigning you the exclusive rights for 
Staten Island for selling the Gem 
Home Popper for popcorn—” 

clarence. I think that’s for me, 
Father. 

father. Then why isn’t it addressed 
to Clarence Day, Jr.? (He looks at 
>he envelope) Oh, it is. Well, I’m 
sorry. I didn’t mean to open your 
mail. 

(MARGARET retums and slips a cup of 
coffee to the table beside father.) 
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VINNIE. I wouldn’t get mixed up 
that, Clarence. People like popcorn, 
but they won’t go all the way ti 
Staten Island to buy it. 

(father has picked up the papc) 
and is reading it. He drinks his coffca 
absentntindedly.) 

FATHER. Chauncey Depew’s having 
another birthday. 

VINNIE. How nice. 

FATHER. He’s always having birth¬ 
days. Two or three a year. Damn! An¬ 
other wreck on the New Haven! 

VINNIE. Yes. Oh, that reminds me. 
Mrs. Bailey dropped in yesterday. 

FATHER. Was she in the wreck? 

VINNIE. No. But she was born in 

New Haven. Clarence, you’re having 

tea with Edith Bailev Thursday after- 

✓ * 

noon. 

CLARENCE. Oh, Mother, do I have to? 

JOHN (singing). “I like coffee, I like 
tea. I like the girls and the girls like 
me.” 

CLARENCE. Well, the girls don’t like 
me and I don't like them. 

VINNIE. Edith Bailey’s a very nice 
girl, isn’t she, Clare? 

FATHER. Edith Bailey? Don’t like her. 
Don't blame Clarence, (father goes 
to his chair by the window and sits 
down with his newspaper and a 
cigar. The others rise, harlan runs 
upstairs, annie starts clearing the ta¬ 
ble and exits with the tray of dishes 
a little later, vinnie speaks in a 
guarded tone to the two hoys.) 
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viNNiE. Clarence, you and John go 
upstairs and do—what I asked you to. 

JOHN. You said the small bureau. 
Mother? 

VINNIE. Shh! Run along. 

(The hoys go upstairs, somewhat un- 
ivillingly. margaret enters.') 

MARGARET. If you please, ma’am, 
there’s a package been delivered with 
a dollar due on it. Some kitchen 
knives. 


VINNIE (she sits on the arm of 
father’s chair). No, and IVe 
thought of a system that will make 
my bookkeeping perfect. 

FATHER. I'm certainly relieved to hea. 
that. What is it? 

VINNIE. Well, Clare dear, you never 
make half the fuss over how much 
I’ve spent as you do over my not be¬ 
ing able to remember what I’ve spent 
it for. 


VINNIE. Oh, yes, those knives from 
Lewis & Conger’s. (She gets her 
purse from the drawer in the console 
table and gives margaret a dollar) 
Here, give this dollar to the man, 
Margaret. 

FATHER. Make a memorandum of 
that, Vinnie. One dollar and what¬ 
ever it was for. 


FATHER. Exactly. This house must be 
run on a business basis. That’s why 
I insist on your keeping books. 

VINNIE. That’s the whole point, 
Clare. All we have to do is open 
charge accounts everywhere and the 
stores will do my bookkeeping for me, 

FATHER. Wait a minute, Vinnie— 


VINNIE (looking into purse). Clare, 
dear, I’m afraid I’m going to need 
some more money. 

FAi her. Mliat for? 

VINNIE. You were complaining of the 
coffee this morning. Well, that nice 
French drip coffeepot is broken—and 
vou know how it got broken. 

FATHER (taking out his wallet). 

Never mind that, Vinnie. As 1 re¬ 
member, that coffeepot cost five dol¬ 
lars and something. Here’s six dollars. 
(He gives her six dollars) And when 
vou get it, enter the exact amount in 
the ledger downstairs. 

VINNIE. Thank you, Clare. 


VINNIE. Then when the bills come 
in you’d know exactly where your 
money had gone. 

FATHER. I certainly would. Vinnie, J 
get enough bills as it is. 

VINNIE. Yes, and those bills always 
help. They show you just where I 
spent the money. Now if we had 
charge accounts eve^vhere— 

FATHER. Now, Vinnie, I don’t know 
about that. 

VINNIE. Clare dear, don’t you hate 
those arguments we have every 
month? I certainly do. Not to have 
those I should think would be worth 
something to you. 


vATHEK. We can’t go on month after 
<ionth having the household accounts 
\fi such a mess. 


FATHER. Well, I’ll open an accoum 
at Lewis & Conger's—and one at Mc- 
Creerv’s to start with—v\e'll see how 
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it works out. shakes his head 
doubtfully. Her victory gained, vin- 
NiE moves away.') 

viNNiE. Thank you, Clare. Oh—the 
rector’s coming to tea today. 

TJATHEK. The rector"? I’m glad you 
warned me. I’ll go to the club. Don’t 
expect me home until dinner time. 

viNNiE. I do wish you’d take a little 
more interest in the church. (Goes 
behind father’s chair and looks 
down at him with concern.) 

father. Vinnie, getting me into 
Heaven’s your job. If there’s anything 
wrong with my ticket when I get 
there, you can fix it up. Ever\'body 
loves you so much—I’m sure God 
must, too. 

VINNIE. I’ll do my best, Clare. It 
wouldn't be Heaven without you. 

FATHER. If you’re there, Vinnie, I’ll 
manage to get in some way, even if I 
have to climb the fence. 

JOHN (from upstairs). Mother, we’ve 
moved it. Is there anything else? 

father. What's being moved? 

VINNIE. Never mind, Clare. I’ll come 
right up, John. (She goes to the arch, 
stops. Looks hack at father) Oh, 
Clare, it’s eight-thirty. You don’t 
want to be late at the office. 

father. Plenty of time, (vinnie 
looks nervously toward the door, then 
goes upstairs, father reUirns to his 
newspaper, vinnie has barely disap¬ 
peared when something in the paper 
arouses father’s indignation) Oh, 
God! 

(vinnie comes running downstairs.) 
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vinnie. What’s the matter, Clare? 
What’s wrong? 

FATHER. Wffiv did God make so many 
damn fools and Democrats? 

VINNIE (relieved). Oh, politics. (She 
goes upstairs again.) 

FATHER (shotiting after her). Yes, 
but it’s taking the bread out of our 
mouths. It’s robbe^^^ that’s what it 
is, highway robbeiA'I Honest Hugh 
Grant! Honest! Bah! A fine mayor 
you’ve turned out to be. (father 
launches into a vigorous denuncia 
tion of Mayor Hugh Grant, address- 
ing that gentleman as though he were 
present in the room, called upon the 
Day carpet to listen to father’s opin¬ 
ion of Tammany's latest attack on his 
pockethook) If you can’t run this 
city without raising taxes every five 
minutes, you’d better get out and let 
someone who can. Let me tell you, 
sir, that the real-estate owners of New 
York Citv are not going to tolerate 
these conditions any longer. Tell me 
this—are these increased taxes going 
into public improvements or are they 
going into graft—answer me that, 
honestly, if you can, Mr. Honest 
Hugh Grant. You can’t! I thought 
so. Bah! (annie enters with her tray. 
Hearing father talking, she curt¬ 
sies and backs into the hall, as if un¬ 
certain whether to intrude on father 
and the Mayor, vinnte comes down¬ 
stairs) If you don’t stop your plun¬ 
dering of the pocketbooks of the good 
citizens of New York, we’re going to 
throw you and your boodle Board or 
Aldermen out of office. 

vinnie. Annie, why aren’t you clear 
ing the table? 

ANNIE. Mr. Day's got a visitor. 
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FATHER. Fm warning you for the last 
dme. 

viNNiE. Oh, nonsense, he's just read¬ 
ing his paper, Annie. Clear the table. 
(viNNiE goes off through the arch. 
ANNIE comes in timidly and starts to 
clear the tahle.^ 


JOHN C^om upstairs). Don^tyou lose 
it! And don’t let anybody else have 
it either! 

VINNIE. Annie, you should have 
cleared the table long ago. 

Cannie loads her tray feverishly, 
eager to escape.) 


FATHER (^still lecturing Mayor 
Grant). VVe pay you a good round 
sum to watch after our interests, and 
all we get is inefficiency! (annie 
looks around trying to see the Mayor 
and, finding the room empty, assumes 
father’s remarks are directed at 
her.) I know you're a nincompoop 
and I strongly suspect you of being a 
scalawag, (annie stands petrified. 
WHITNEY comes downstairs) It’s graft 
—that’s what it is—Tammany graft— 
and if you’re not getting it, somebody 
else is 


WHITNEY (to father). Whcre's 
John? Do you know where John is? 

father. Dick Croker's running this 
town and you’re just his cat’s-paw. 
(viNNiE comes in from dowtistairs, 
and HARLAN comes doxvn from up¬ 
stairs. father goes on talking. The 
others carry on their cojiversation si- 
muhaneously, ignoring FATHER and 
his imaginary visitor.) 

HARLAN. Mother, where’s John? 

VINNIE. He’s upstairs, dear. 

FATHER. And as for you, Richard 
Croker—don’t think, just because 
you re hiding behind these minions 
vou’\’e put in public office, that you're 
going to escape your legal responsi¬ 
bilities. 


FATHER Cfising and slamming down 
the paper in his chair). Legal re¬ 
sponsibilities—by gad, sir, I mean 
criminal responsibilities. 

(The hoys start toward the front 
door.) 

VINNIE Cstarting upstairs). Now you 
watch Harlan, Whitney. Don’t let 
him be anywhere the ball can hit 
him. Do what Whitney says, Har¬ 
lan. And don’t be late for lunch. 
(father has reached the arch on kis 
way out of the room, where he patises 
for a final shot at Mayor Grant.) 

father. Don't forget what happened 
to William Marcy Tweed—and if you 
put our taxes up once more, we’ll put 
you in jail! (He goes cut of the arch- 
v?ay to the left. A fexv seconds later 
he is seen passing the arch toward the 
outer door wearing his square derhy 
and carrying his stick and gloves. 
The door is heard to slam loudly. 
ANNIE seizes her tray of dishes and 
runs out of the arch to the left toward 
the basement stairs. A second later 
there is a scream from annie and a 
tremendous crash, john and clar¬ 
ence come rushing doxvn and look 
over the rail of the stairs below, 
VINNIE follows them almost imme¬ 
diately.) 

VINNIE. What is it? What happened? 


WHITNEY (calling upstairs). John, clarence. The maid fell down- 
1 m going to take your glove! stairs. 



LIFE WITH FATHER 


I don’t wonder, with your 
Father getting her so upset. Why 
couldn't she have finished with the 
table before she fell downstairs? 

JOHN. I don't think she hurt herself. 

viNNiE. And today of all days! Boys, 
will you finish the table? And, Clar¬ 
ence, don’t leave the house until I 
talk to you. (She goes downstairs. 
During the following scene clar¬ 
ence and JOHN remove vinnie’s 
best breakfast tablecloth and cram it 
carelessly into the drawer of the con- 
sole table, then take out the extra 
leaves from the table, push it to¬ 
gether, and replace the living-room 
table cover and the howl of fruit.') 

JOHN. V\^at do you suppose Mother 
wants to talk to you about. 

CLARENCE. Oh, probably about 

Edith Bailey. 

JOHN. What do you talk about when 
you have tea alone with a girl? 

CLARENCE. We don’t talk about any¬ 
thing. I say: Isn’t it a nice day?’ and 
she says: “Yes,” and I say: “I think 
it’s a little warmer than yesterday,” 
and she says: “Yes, I like warm 
weather, don’t you?” and I say: “Yes,” 
and then we wait for the tea to come 
in. And then she says: “How many 
lumps?” and I say: “Two, thank 
you,” and she says: “You must have 
a sweet tooth,” and I can’t say: 
“Yes” and I can't say: “No,” so we 
just sit there and look at each other 
for half an hour. Then I say: “Well, 
it’s time I was going,” and she says: 
“Must you?” and I say: “I’ve en¬ 
joyed seeing you very much,” and 
she says: “You must come again,” 
and I say: “I will,” and get out. 
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JOHN (shaking his head). Some fel¬ 
lows like girls. 

CLARENCE. I don’t. 

JOHN. And did you ever notice fel¬ 
lows, when they get sweet on a girl 
—the silly things a girl can make 
them do? And they don’t e\’en seem 
to know they’re acting silly. 

CLARENCE. Well, not for Yours 
Truly! (viNNiE rettirns from down¬ 
stairs.) 

VINNIE. I declare I don’t see how 
anyone could be so clumsy. 

CLARENCE. Did she hurt herself? 

VINNIE. No. she’s not hurt—she’s just 
hysterical! She doesn’t make sense. 
Your father may have raised his 
voice; and if she doesn’t know how 
to hold a platter properly, she de¬ 
served it—but I know he didn’t 
threaten to put her in jail. Oh, well! 
Clarence, I want you to move your 
things into the front room. You’ll 
ha\'e to sleep with the other boys for 
a night or two. 

CLARENCE. You haven’t told us who’s 
coming. 

VINNIE (happily). Cousin Cora. Isn’t 
that nice? 

CLARENCE. It’s not nice for me, I 
can’t get any sleep in there with those 
children. 

JOHN. Wait'll Father finds out she’s 
here! There’ll be a rumpus. 

VINNIE. John, don’t criticize your 
father. He’s very hospitable after he 
gets used to the idea. yThe door- 
bell rings, john and vInnie go to 
the window.) 
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JOHN. Yes, it^s Cousin Cora. Look, 
there’s somebody with her. 

viNNiE (looking ouO. She wrote me 
she was brinoino a friend of hers. 
TTiev’re both going to stay here. (A 
limping annie passes through the 
kali) Finish with the room, boys. 


ner. (They exchange greetings) 
Vinnie, I have so much to tell you. 
We wrote you Aunt Carrie broke 
her hip. That was the night Robert 
Ingersoll lectured. Of course she 
couldn’t get there; and it was a good 
thing for Mr. Ingersoll she didn’t. 
(clarence enters) And Grandpa 
Ebbetts hasn’t been at all well. 


CLARENCE. Do I have to sleep with 

the other boys and have tea with clarence. How do you do, Cousin 
Edith Bailey ail in the same week? Cora? I’m glad to see you. 


VINNIE. Yes, and you’d better take 
3'our father’s suit to the tailor’s right 
away, so it will be ready by Thurs¬ 
day. 

(vinnie goes down the hall to greet 
CORA and mary. clarence hurries 
off, carrying the table leaves.) 

vinnie’s voice (in the hall). Cora 
dear— 

Cora’s voice. Cousin Vinnie, I’m so 
glad to see you! TTiis is Mary Skinner. 

vinnie’s voice. Ed Skinner's daugh¬ 
ter! I’m so glad to see you. Leave 
your bags in the hall and come right 
upstairs. 

(vinnie enters, going toward the 
stairs, cora follows her, hut, seeing 
JOHN, enters the room and goes to 
him. MARY follows CORA in timidly, 
CORA is an attractive country cousin 
of about thirty, mary is a refreshingly 
pretty small-town girl of sixteen.) 

CORA (seeing john). Well, Clarence, 
it’s so good to see you! 

VINNIE (coming into the room). Oh, 
no, that’s John. 

CORA. John! Why, how you’ve grown! 
You ll be a man before your mother! 
vShc Innghs herself at this time¬ 
worn quip) John, this is Mary Skin- 


CORA. This can’t be Clarence! 


VINNIE. Yes, it is. 


CORA. My goodness, every time I see 
you boys you’ve grown another foot. 
Let’s see—you're going to St. Paul'** 
now, aren’t you? 


CLARENCE (with pained dignity). St. 
Paul’s! I was through with St. Paul’s 
long ago. I’m starting in Yale this fall. 


MARY. Yale! 


CORA. Oh, Mary, this is Clarence— 
Mary Skinner, (mary smiles, and 
CLARENCE, the woman-hater, nods 
politely and walks away) This is 
Mary’s Erst trip to New York. She 
was so excited when she saw a horse 
car. 


VINNIE. We’ll have to show Mary 
around. I’ll tell you—I’ll have Mr. 
Day take us all to Delmonico’s for 
dinner tonight. 

MARY. Delmonico’s! 


CORA. Oh, that’s man'elous! Think 
of that, Mary—Dehnonico’s! And 
Cousin Clare’s such a wonderful host. 

VINNIE. I know you girls want to 
freshen up. So come upstairs. Cla^ 
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ence, FH let the girls use your room 
now, and when they’ve finished you 
can move, and bring up their bags. 
Tliey’re out in the hall. (Starts np- 
stairs with cora) I’ve given you 
iris Clarence’s room, but he didn’t 
now about it until this morning and 
he hasn’t moved out yet. 

(viNNiE and CORA disappear up‘ 
stairs, mary follows more sloii’Iy and 
on the second step stops and looks 
hack. CLARENCE has gone into the 
hall with his hack toward mary and 
stares morosely in the direction of 
their luggage.) 

CLARENCE. John, get their old bags. 
(JOHN disappears toward the front 
door. The voices of vinnie and cora 
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have trailed off into the upper reaches 
of the house, clarence hirns to 
scowl in their direction and finds 
himse If looking full into the face of 

MARY.) 

MARY. Cora didn’t tell me about you. 
I never met a Yale man before. (She 
gives him a devastating smile and 
with an audible whinny of girlish 
excitemejH she runs upstairs, clar¬ 
ence stares after her a few seconds, 
then turns toward the audience with 
a look of 'What happened to me just 
then?" Suddenly, however, his face 
breaks into a smile iv/iich indicates 
that, whatever has happened, he like? 
it.) 



curtain 


SCENE II 


The same day. Tea time. 

VINNIE and the rector are having tea. the reverend dr. lloyd is a 
plump, bustling man, very good-hearted and pleasant, vinnie and dr. lloyd 
have one strong point in common: their devotion to the Church and its rituals. 
vinnie’s devotion comes from her natural piety; dr. Lloyd's is a little more 
professional. 

At rise, DR. lloyd is seated with a cup of tea. vinnie is also seated and 
WHITNEY is standing next to her, stiffly erect in the manner of a boy reciting. 
HARLAN is seated next to his mother, watching whitney’s performance. 


WHITNEY Checking'), “—to worship 
Him, to give Him thanks; to put my 
whole trust in Him, to call upon 
Him—” (He hesitates.') 

VINNIE C'pfompting'). “—to honor—*’ 

WHITNEY, “—to honor His Holy 
Name and His word and to serve 
Him truly all the days of my life.” 


DR. LLOYD. “What is thy duty toward 
thy neighbor^” 

WHITNEY. Whew! (He pulls him¬ 
self together and makes a brave start) 
“My duty toward my neighbor is to 
love him as myself, and to do to all 
men as I would they should do unto 
me; to love, honor, and succor my 
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father and my mother; to honor and 

obey—'' 


viNNiE. “—civil authorities.” 


vi'hitney. “—civil authorities. To— 
to—to—” 


HARLAN Cscramhling to his feet). I 
can spell Constantinople. Want to 
hear me? (dr. lloyd smiles his as¬ 
sent) C-o-ennaconny — annaconny 
— sissaconny — tan-tan-tee — and a 
nople and a pople and a Constan¬ 
tinople! 


viNNiE (to DR. lloyd). He really 
knows it. 

w'hitney. I know most of the others. 

DR. LLOYD. Well, hc’s done very well 
for so young a boy. Tm sure if he ap¬ 
plies himself between now and Sun¬ 
day I could hear him again—with 
the others. 


DR. LLOYD. Very well done, my child. 

VINNIE (handing him a cake front 
the tea tray). That's nice, darling. 
This is what you get for saying it so 
well, (harlan quickly looks at the 
cake and hack to dr. lloyd.) 


HARLAN. Want me to say it again for 
you? 


VINNIE. There, Whitney, you’ll have 
to study very hard if you want Dr. 
Llovd to send your name in to Bishop 
Potter next Sunday. I must confess 
to you. Dr. Lloyd, it’s really my fault. 
Instead of hearing Whitney say his 
catechism this morning I let him 
plav baseball. 

WHITNEY. We won, too; 35 to 27. 


VINNIE. No, darling. One cake is 
enough. You run along and play with 
Whitney. 

HARLAN. I can spell *Tiuckleberry 
pie.” 

VINNIE, Run along, dear, (harlan 
goes out, skip'ping in rhythm to his 
recitation.) 


DR. LLOYD. TTiat's splendid, my child. 
Pm glad vour side won. But win- 

O « 

ning over your catechism is a richer 
and fuller victory. 

WHITNEY. Can I go now? 

VINNIE. Yes. darling. Thank Dr. 
Lloyd for hearing you and run along. 


HARLAN. H-a~huckle — h-a-huckle — 
h-a-huckle-high. H-a-huckle — h-a- 
buckle—huckleberr)^ pie! 

DR. LLOYD (mniised). You and Mr. 
Day must be very proud of your chil¬ 
dren. (viNNiE beams) I was hoping 
I’d find Mr. Day at home this after¬ 
noon. 


WHITNEY. Thank you, Dr. Lloyd. 

DR. LLOYD. Not at all, my little man. 
(wHiTNEY starts out, turns hack, 
takes a piece of cake and runs out.) 

VINNIE. Little Harlan is very apt at 
learning things by heart 


VINNIE (ernsively). Well, he's usu¬ 
ally home from the office by this 
time. 

DR. LLOYD. Perhaps he's gone for a 
allop in the park—it's such a fine 
ay. He’s very fond cf horseback rid¬ 
ing, I believe. 
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VTNNIB. Oh, yes. 

DR. LLOVD, Tell me—has he ever been 
thrown from a horse? 

VJNNIE. Oh. no! No horse would 
throw Mr. Day. 

DR. LLOYD. I’ve wondered. I thought 
he might have had an accident. I 
notice he never kneels in church, 

viNNiE. Oh, that’s no accident! But I 
don’t want you to think he doesn’t 
pray. He does. Why, sometimes you 
can hear him pray all over the house. 
But he never kneels. 

DR. LLOYD. Never kneels! Dear me! 
I was hoping to have the opportunity 
to tell you and Mr. Day about our 
pkns for the new edifice. 

VINNIE. I’m so glad we’re going to 
have a new church. 

dr. LLOYD. I’m happy to announce 
that we’re now ready to proceed. The 
only thing left to do is raise the 
money. 

VINNIE. No one should hesitate about 
contributing to that. (The front door 
shitns.) 

DR. LLOYD. Perhaps that’s Mr. Day 
now. 

VINNIE. Oh, no, I hardly think so. 
(father appears in the archway') 

Why, it is! 

CLARENCE. Oh, damn! I forgot. 

VINNIE. Clare, you’re just in time. 
Dr. Lloyd’s here for tea. 

FATHER. I’ll be right in. (He disaf- 
pears the other side of the archway.) 


VINNIE. ril send for some fresh tea. 
(She goes to the hellpnli and rings 
for the maid.) 

DR. LLOYD. Now wc can tell Mr. 
Day about our plans for the new 
edifice. 

VINNIE (knowing her man). .After 
he’s had his tea. (father comes hack 
into the room. dr. lloyd rises.) 

FATHER. How are you, Dr. Lloyd? 
(clarence comes down the stairs 
and eagerly looks around for mary.) 

CLARENCE. Oh, it was Father. 

dr. LLOYD. Very well, thank you 
(They shake hands.) 

CLARENCE (to vinnie). They’re not 
back yet? 

vinnie. No! Clarence, no! 
(clarence turns, disappointed, and 
goes hack upstairs.) 

DR. LLOYD. It’s a great pleasure to 
have a visit with you, Mr. Day. E.x- 
cept for a fleeting glimpse on the Sab¬ 
bath, I don’t see much of you, 
(father grnnts and sits down. 
DELIA, a new maid, enters.) 

DELIA. Yes, ma’am. 

VINNIE. Some fresh tea and a cup 
for Mr. Day. (delia exits and vinnie 
hurries down to the tea table to start 
the conversation) Well, Clare, did 
you have a busy day at the ofBce? 

FATHER. Damn busy. 

VINNIE. Clare! 

FATHER. Very busy day. Tired out 
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viNNiE. IVe ordered some fresh tea. 
\To DR. lloyd) Poor Clare, he must 
work very hard. He always comes 
home tired. Although how a man can 
get tired just sitting at his desk all 
day, I don’t know. I suppose Wall 
Street is just as much a mystery to 
you as it is to me, Dr. Lloyd. 

DR. LLOYD. No, no, it’s all very clear 
to me. My mind often goes to the 
business man. The picture I’m most 
fond of is when I envision him at the 
close of the day’s work. There he 
sits—this hard-headed man of affairs 
—surrounded by the ledgers that he 
has been studying closely and harshly 
for hours. I see him pausing in his 
toil—and by chance he raises his eyes 
and looks out of the window at the 
light in God’s sky and it comes over 
him that money and ledgers are dross. 
(father stares at dr. lloyd with 
some amazement') He realizes that 
all those figures of profit and loss are 
without importance or consequence 
—vanity and dust. And I see this 
troubled man bow his head and with 
streaming eyes resolve to devote his 
life to far higher things. 

FATHER. Well, I’ll be damned! (At 
this moment Delia returns with the 
fresh tea for father.) 

VINNIE. Here’s your tea, Clare, 
(father notices the new maid.) 

FATHER. WTo’s this? 

VINNIE (quietly)- The new maid. 

FATHER. Wliere’s the one we had this 
morning? 

VINNIE. Never mind, Clare. 

FATHER. TTie one we had this mom- 
mg was prettier, (delia, with a slight 


resentment, exits, father attacks the 
tea and cakes with relish) Vinnie, 
these cakes are good. 

DR. LLOYD. Delicious! 

VINNIE. Dr. Lloyd wants to tell us 
about the plans for the new edifice. 

FATHER. The new what? 

vnwiE. The new church—Clare, you 
knew we v/ere planning to build a 
new church. 

DR. LLOYD. Of course, we re going to 
have to raise a large sum of money. 

FATHER (alive to the danger). Well, 
personally I’m against the church hop- 
skipping-and-jumping all over the 
‘own. And it so happens that during 
the last year I’ve suffered he^vy losses 
in the market—damned heavy losses— 

VINNIE. Clare! 

FATHER.— so any contribution I make 
will have to be a small one. 

VINNIE. But, Clare, for so worthy a 
cause! 

FATHER.—and if your Finance Com¬ 
mittee thinks it’s too small they can 
blame the rascals that are running the 
New Haven Railroad! 

DR. LLOYD. The amount eveiy^one is 
to subscribe has already been de¬ 
cided. 

FATHER (bristliug). Who decided it? 

DR. LLOYD. After considerable 
thought ^ve^’e found a fonnula which 
we believe is fair and equitable. It 
apportions the burden lightly on 
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those least able to carry it and justly 
on those whose shoulders we know 
are stronger. We’ve voted that our 
supporting members should each con¬ 
tribute a sum equal to the cost of 
their pews, (father s jaw dropsO 

father. I paid five thousand dollars 
for my pew! 

VINNIE. Yes, Clare. That makes our 
contribution five thousand dollars. 

father. That’s robbery! Do you 
know what that pew is worth today^ 
Xhree thousand dollars. That’s what 
the last one sold for. I’ve taken a dead 
loss of two thousand dollars on that 
pew already. Frank Baggs sold me 
that pew when the market was at its 
peak. He knew when to get out. 
(He t7irns to vitjnie) And I’m wam- 
ina you now that if the market ever 
goes up I'm going to unload that pew. 

VINNIE. Clarence Day! How can you 
speak of the Lord’s temple as though 
it were something to be bought and 
sold on Wall Street? 

father. Vinnie, this is a matter of 
dollars and cents, and that’s some¬ 
thing you don’t know anything 
about! 

VINNIE. You talking of religion in 
terms of dollars and cents seems to 
me pretty close to blasphemy. 

DR. LLOYD (soothingly'). Now, Mrs. 
Day, your husband is a business man 
and he has a practical approach 
toward this problem. We’ve had to be 
practical about it too—we have all the 
facts and figures. 

father. Oh, really! What’s the new 
piece of property going to cost you? 


DR. LLOYD. I think the figure I've 
heard mentioned is eighty-five thou¬ 
sand dollars—or was it a hundred and 
eighty-five thousand dollars? 

FATHER. What’s the property worth 
where ive are now? 

DR. LLOYD. Well, there’s quite a dif 
ference of opinion about that. 

FATHER. How much do you have tc 
raise to build the new church? 

DR. LLOYD. Now, I’ve sccn those fig- 
ures—let me see—I know it depends 
somewhat upon the amount of the 
mortgage. 

FATHER. Mortgage, eh? What are the 
terms of the amortization? 

DR. LLOYD. Amortization? Tliat’s not 
a word I’m familiar with. 

FATHER. It all seems pretty vague and 
unsound to me. I certainly wouldn’t 
let any customer of mine ins'est on 
what I’ve heard. (The doorbell 
rings.) 

DR. LLOYD. We’ve given it a great 
deal of thought. I don’t see how you 
can call it vague. 

(DELIA passes along the hall toward 
the front door.) 

FATHER, Dr. Lloyd, you preach that 
some day we’ll all have to answer to 

God. 

DR. LLOYD. We shall indeed! 

FATHER. Well, I hope (k)d doesn’t 
ask you any questions with figures in 
them. 

(cora’s VOICE is heard in the hall, 
thanking DELIA. VINNIB goes to the 
arch just in time to meet cora and 
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MARY as they enter, heavily laden 
with -packages, which they put dovm. 
FATHER and DR. LLOYD risC.') 

CORA, Oh. Vinnie, what a day! WeVe 
been to every shop in town and— 
(Sbe sees father) Cousin Clare! 

FATHER (cordially'). Cora, what are 
you doing in New Yorkr* 

CORA. We re just passing through on 
our way to Springfield. 

FATHER. Wer* (cLARENCE COmes 

downstairs into the room with eyes 
only for mary.) 

VINNIE. Oh, Dr. Lloyd, this is my 
favorite cousin, Miss Cartwright, and 
her friend, Mary Skinner. (They ex¬ 
change mutual how-do-you-do’s.) 

OR. LLOYD. This seems to be a family 
reunion. I’ll just run along. 

father (promptly). Goodbye, Dr. 
Lloyd. 

DR. LLOYD. Goodbye, Miss Cart¬ 
wright. Goodbye, Miss—er— 

VINNIE. Clarence, you haven’t said 
how-do-you-do to Dr. Lloyd. 

CLARENCE. Goodbye, Dr. Lloyd. 

VINNIE (to DR. lloyd). I’ll go to the 
door w'ith you. (dr. lloyd and vin¬ 
nie go out, talking.) 

father. Cora, you’re as welcome as 
the flowers in May! Have some tea 
with us. (To DELIA) Bring some 
fresh tea—and some more of those 
cakes. 

CORA. Oh, weVe had tea! We were 
so tired shopping we had tea down¬ 


town. (With a gesture father 
countermands his order to dblia, who 
removes the tea table and exits.) 

MARY. At the Fifth Avenue Hotel. 

FATHER. At the Fifth Avenue Hotel* 
ehf> Who'd you say this pretty little 
girl was? 

CORA. She’s Ed Skinner's daughter. 
Well, Mary, at last you’ve met Mr. 
Day. I’ve told Mary so much about 
ou, Cousin Clare, that she’s just 
een dying to meet you. 

FATHER. Well, sit down! Sit down! 
Even if you have had tea you can stop 
and visit for a while. As a matter of 
fact, why don’t you both stay to din¬ 
ner? (vinnie enters just in time to 
hear this and cuts in quickly.) 

VINNIE. That’s all arranged, Clare. 
Cora and Mary are going to have din¬ 
ner with us. 

father. That’s fine! That’s fine! 

CORA. Cousin Clare, I don’t know 
how to thank you and Vinnie for 
your hospitality. 

MARY. Yes, Mr. Day. 

FATHER. Well, you’ll just have to take 
pot luck. 

CORA. No, I mean— 

(vinnie speaks quickly to postpotie 
the revelation that father has house 
guests.) 

vinnie. Clare, did you know the girls 
are going to visit Aunt Judith in 
Springfield for a whole month? 

FATHER. That’s fine. How long are 
you going to be in New York, Cora? 



CORA. All week. 


LIFE WITH FATHER 


1003 


father. Splendid. We’ll hope to see 
something of you, eh, Vinnie'? (cora 
looks bewildered and is about to 
speak.) 

VINNIE. Did you find anything you 
wanted in the shopsi^ 

CORA. Just everything. 

VINNIE. I want to see what you got. 

CORA. I ju.st can’t wait to show you. 
(She goes coyly to father) But I’m 
afraid some of the packages can’t be 
opened in front of Cousin Clare. 

father. Shall I leave the room^ 
(Laughs at his own joke.) 

CORA. Clarence, do you mind taking 
the packages up to our room—or 
should I say your room? (To father) 
Wasn't it nice of Clarence to give up 
his room to us for a whole week? 

father (with a sudden drop in tem¬ 
perature). Vinnie! 

VINNIE. Come on, Cora, I just can't 
wait to see what’s in those packages. 
(cora, MARY, and vinnie start out. 
clarence is gathering up the pack¬ 
ages.) 

FATHER (o7ninously). Vinnie, I wish 
to speak to you before you go upstairs. 

vinnie. ril be down :n just a minute, 
Clare. 

father. I wish to speak to you now! 
(The girls have disappeared up¬ 
stairs.) 

vinnie. I’ll be up in just a minute, 
Cora. 


(We hear a faint '‘All right" froirt 
upstairs.) 

father (bis voice is loiv but stern). 
Are those two women encamped in 
this house? 

VINNIE. Now, Clare! 

father (umc/i louder). Answer me, 
Vinnie! 

VINNIE. Just a minute—control your 
self, Clare, (vinnie, sensing the coni' 
ing storm, hurries to the sliding doors. 
clarence ha^ reached the hall with 
his packages and he, too, has recog¬ 
nized the danger signal and as vin- 
NiE closes one door he closes the 
other, leaving himself out in the hall 
and father and ve-nie facing each 
other in the room.) 

VINNIE (persuasively). Now, Clare, 
you know you’ve always liked Cora. 

father (exploding). What has that 
got to do with her planking herself 
down in my house and bringing 
hordes of strangers with her? 

VINNIE (reproachfully). How can 
you call that sweet little girl a horde 
of strangers? 

father. W^y don’t they go to a 
hotel? New York is full of hotels 
built for the express purpose of hous¬ 
ing such nuisances. 

VINNIE. Clare! Two girls alone in a 
hotel! Who knows what might hap¬ 
pen to them? 

FATHER. All right. Then put ’em on 
the next train. If they want to roam 
—the damned g)Ysies—lend ’em a 
hand! Keep ’em roaming! 
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viNNiE. What have we got a home 
For if we can’t show a little hospi¬ 
tality? 

FATHER. I didn't buy this home to 
show hospitality— I bought it for my 
own comfort! 

VINNIE. Well, how much are they go¬ 
ing to interfere with your comfort 
living in that little room of Clar¬ 
ence’s? 

FATHER. The trouble is, damn it, 
thev don’t live there. They live in the 
bathroom! Every time I want to take 
my bath it’s full of giggling females 
-washing their hair. From the time 
they take, you'd think it was the 
Se^•en Sutherland Sisters. I tell you, 
I won't have it! Send 'em to a hotel, 
ril pav the bill gladly, but get them 
out of here! 

(clarence puts his head through the 
sliding door.) 

CLARENCE. Father, I’m afraid they 
can hear you upstairs. 

FATHER. Tlien keep those doors 
closed! 

VINNIE (ivifJi decision'). Clarence, 
you open those doors—open them all 
the wav! (clarence does so.) 

VINNIE (to FATHER, lowering her 
x'oice, hut maintaining her spirit). 
Now, Clare, you behave yourself! 
(father glares at her angrily) 
Thcy’ie here and they're going to 
stay here. 

FATHER. That enough, Vinnie! I 
want no more of tliis argument. (He 
goes to his chair by the window, imU- 
fcri»?g) Damnation! 

CLARENCE (to vinnie). Mother, 
Cousin Cora’s waiting for you. 


FATHER. What I don’t understand is 
why this swarm of locusts always 
descends on us without any warning. 
(He sits down, vinnib looks at him; 
then, convinced of her victory, she 
goes upstairs) Damn! Damnation! 
Damn! (He follows her upstairs with 
his eyes; he remembers he is very 
fond of her) Vinnie! Dear Vinnie! 
(He remembers he is very angry at 
her) Damn! 

CLARENCE. Father, can't I go along 
with the lest of you to Delmonico's 
tonight? 

FATHER. What's that? Delmonico's? 

CLARENCE. You'rc taking Mother, 
Cora, and Mary to Delmonico's for 
dinner. 

FATHER (exploding). Oh, God! (At 
this sound from father, vinnie 
comes flying downstairs again) I 
won’t have it. I won't have it. 

(father stamps angrily across the 
room.) 

VINNIE (on the way down). Clarence, 
the doors! 

FATHER. I won't Stand it, by God! I 
won't stand it! (vinnie and clar¬ 
ence hurriedly close the sliding 
doors again.) 

VINNIE. Clare! What’s the matter 
now? 

FATHER (iFith the calm of anger that 
has turned to ice). Do I understand 
that I can't have dinner in my own 
home? 

VINNIE. It’ll do us both good to get 
out of this house. You need a little 
change. It’ll make you feel better. 
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pather. I have a home to have din¬ 
ner in. Any time I can’t have dinner 
at home this house is for sale! 

VINNIE. Well, you can’t have dinner 
here tonight because it isn’t ordered. 

father. Let me tell you I’m ready to 
sell this place this very minute if I 
can’t live here in peace. And we can 
all go and sit under a palm tree and 
live on breadfruit and pickles. 

VINNIE. But, Clare, Cora and Mary 
want to see something of New York. 

father. Oh, that’s it! Well, that’s 
no affair of mine! I am not a guide 
to Chinatown and the Bowery. 
(Drawing himself up, he stalks owt, 
throwing open the sliding doors. As 
he reaches the foot of the stairs, 
MARY comes tripping down.) 

MARY. I love your house, Mr. Day. I 
could just live here forever, (father 
utters a hark of disgust and con- 
tinues on upstairs, mary comes into 
the room a little wide-eyed.') Cora’s 
waiting for you, Mrs. Day. 

VINNIE. Oh, yes, I’ll run right up. 
(She goes upstairs.) 

CLARENCE. I’m glad you like our 
house. 

MARY. Oh, yes, I like it very much. 
I like green. 

CLARENCE. I like green myself. (She 
looks up at his red hair.) 

MARY, Red's my favorite color. 
(Embarrassed, clarence suddenly 
hears himself talking about some¬ 
thing he has never thought about.) 

CLARENCE. It’s an interesting thing 
about colors. Red’s a nice color in a 
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house, too; but outside, too much 
red would be bad. I mean, for in¬ 
stance, if all the trees and the grass 
were red. Outside, green is the best 
color. 

MARY (impressed). That’s right! I’ve 
ne\'er thought of it that way—but 
when you do think of it, it s quite a 
thought! ni bet you’ll make your 
mark at Yale. 

CLARENCE (pleased, hut modest). 
Oh! (The outer door is heard to 
slam.) 

MARY. My mother wants me to go to 
college. Do you believe in girls go¬ 
ing to college? 

CLARENCE. 1 guess it’s all right if 
they want to waste that much time 
—before they get married, I mean. 
(jOHN comes in, bringing The 
Youth’s Companion.) 

JOHN. Oh, hello! Look! A new Youth's 
Companion! 

(They say “Hello” to him.) 

CLARENCE (from a mature height). 
John enjoys The Youth's Companion. 
(jOHN sits right down and starts to 
read, clarence is worried by this) 

y 

John! (jOHN looks at him no7t-plussed. 
clarence glances toward mary. 
JOHN ranemhers his manners and 
stands, clarence speaks formally to 
mary) Won’t you sit down? 

MARY. Oh, thank you! (She sits. 
JOHN sits dowjt again quickly and 
dives back into The Youth’s Com¬ 
panion. CLARENCE sits beside mary.) 

CLARENCE. As I was saying— I think 
it’s all right for a girl to go to col¬ 
lege if she goes to a girls’ college. 
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MARY. Well, Mother wants me to 
go to Ohio Wesleyan—because it’s 
Methodist. (Then almost as a confes¬ 
sion^ You see, were Methodists. 

CLARENCE. Oh, that’s too bad! I don’t 
mean it s too bad that you’re a Metho¬ 
dist. Anybody's got a right to be any¬ 
thing they want. But what I mean is 
—u'c're Episcopalians. 

MARY. Yes, I Icnow. I’ve known ever 
since I saw your minister—and his 
collar. (She looks -pretty sad for a 
minute and iheu her face hrightens') 
Oh, I just remembered—my father 
vyas an Episcopalian. He was bap- 
ti:'ed an Episcopalian. He was an 
Episcopalian right up to the time he 
married my mother. She was the 
Methodist. Cmary’s tone would have 
surprised her mother—and even 
MARY, if she had been listening,^ 

clarence, ril bet your father’s a 
nice man. 

atary. Yes, he is. He owns the livery 
stable. 

CLARENCE. He does? Well, then you 
must like horses. 

MARY. Oh, I love horses! (They are 
happily united again in their com¬ 
mon love of horses.^ 

CLARENCE. They’re my favorite ani¬ 
mal. Father and I both think there’s 
nothing like a horse! (father comes 
don’u the stairs and into the room. 
The children all stand.^ 

MARY. Oh, Mr. Day, I’m having such 
a lovely time here! 

father. Clarence is keeping you en¬ 
tertained. ^h> 


MARY. Oh, yes, sir. We’ve been talk 
ing about everything—colors and 
horses and religion. 

FATHER, Oh! (To John) Has the eve¬ 
ning paper come yet? 

JOHN, No, sir. 

FATHER. What are you reading? 

JOHN. The Youth's Companion, sir, 
(wHiTNEY and HARLAN enter from 

the hall, whitney carrying a small 
hox.") 

WHITNEY. Look what we’ve got! 

FATHER. What is it? 

WHITNEY. Tiddle-dy-winks. We put 
our money together and bought it. 

FATHER. That’s a nice game. Do you 
know how to play it? 

WHITNEY. I’ve played it lots of times. 

HARLAN. Show me how to play it. 

FATHER. Here, I’ll show you. (Opejzs 

the box and arranges the gl^s and 
disks.') 

MARY (hopefully to clarence). Are 

you going out to dinner with us to¬ 
night? 

CLARENCE (looking at father). I 
don’t know yet—but it’s beginning 
to look as though I might. 

father. Its easy, Harlan. You press 

down like this and snap the little 

fellow into the glass. Now watch me 

(He snaps it and it goes off the 

table) The table isn’t quite large 

enough. You boys better play it on 
the floor. 
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WHITNEY. Come on, Harlan, I’ll 
take the reds, and you take the yel¬ 
lows. 

father. John, have you practiced 
your piano today? 

JOHN. I was going to practice this eve¬ 
ning. 

father. Better do it now. Music is a 
delight in the home. 

(JOHN exits, passing cora and vin- 
mie fls they enter, coming down¬ 
stairs.') 

VINNIB. Clare, what do you think 
Cora just told me? She and Clyde 
are going to be married this fall! 

father. Oh, you finally landed him, 
eh? (Everybody laughs) Well, he’s 
a very lucky man, Cora, being mar¬ 
ried is the only way to live. 

CORA. If we can be half as happy as 
you and Cousin Vinnie— 

VINNIB (who has gone to the chil¬ 
dren). Boys, shouldn’t you be play¬ 
ing that on the table? 

WHITNEY. The table isn’t big enough. 
Father told us to play on the floor. 

viNNiE. My soul and body! Look at 
your hands! Delia will have your sup¬ 
per ready in a few minutes. Go wash 
our hands right away and come 
ack and show Mother they’re clean. 
(The hoys pick up the tiddle-dy- 
winks and depart reluctantly. From 
the next room we hear john playing 
'The Happy Farmer/') 

FATHER (sitting down on the sofa 
with mary). Vinnie, this young lady 
looks about the same age you were 
when I came out to Pleasantville to 
rescue you. 
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VINNIE. Rescue me! You came out 
there to talk me into marrying you. 

FATHER. It worked out just the same. 
I saved you from spending the rest 
of vour life in that one-horse town 

4 

VINNIE. Cora, the other day I came 
across a tintype of Clare taken in 
Pleasantville. I want to show it to 
vou. You’ll see who needed rescu- 
ing. (She goes to the table and starts 
to rummage around in its drawer.) 

FATHER. There isn’t time for that, 
Vinnie. If we’ie coins to Dclmonico’s 
for dinner hadn’t we all better be 
getting ready? It’s after six now. 

CORA. Gracious! I’ll have to start. If 
I’m going to dine in public with a 
prominent citizen like you, Cousin 
Clare—I’ll have to look my best. (She 
goes to the arch.) 

MARY. I’ve changed already. 

CORA. Yes, I know, but I’m afraid 
I’ll have to ask you to come along and 
hook me up, Mary. 

Mary. Of course. 

CORA. It won’t take a minute and 
then you can come right back 
(father rises, mary crosses in front 
of father and starts toward the hall, 
then turns and looks hack at him.'^ 

MARY. Mr. Day, were you always an 
Episcopalian? 

FATHER. What? 

MARY Were you always an Episco¬ 
palian? 

FATHER. I’ve always gone co the 
Episcopal church, yes. 
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MARY. But you weren’t baptized a 
Methodist or anything, were you? 
You were baptized an Episcopalian? 

i^ATHER. Come to think of it» I don't 
believe I was ever baptized at all. 

MARY. Oh! 

viNNiE. Clare, that's not very funny, 
joking about a subject like that. 


VINNIE a sudden panic). Then 
something has to be done about it 
right away. 

FATHER (not the least concerned). 
Now, Vinnie, don't get excited over 
nothing. 

VINNIE. Nothing! (Then, os only a 
woman can ask such a question) 
Clare, why haven't you ever told me? 


FATHER. I’m not joking—I remem¬ 
ber now—I never was baptized. 

VINNIE. Clare, that's ridiculous, every¬ 
one’s baptized. 

FATHER ^sitting down compla¬ 
cently). Well, I’m not. 

VINNIE. Wliy, no one would keep a 
little baby from being baptized. 

FATHER. You know Father and 
Mother—free-thinkers, both of them 
—believed their children should de¬ 
cide those things for themselves. 

VLXNIE. But, Clare— 

FATHER. I remember when I was ten 
or twelve years old, Mother said I 
ought to give some thought to it. 
I suppose I thought about it, but I 
never got around to having it done 
to me. 

(The shock to VINNIE is as great 
as if FATHER had calmly announced 
himself guilty of murder. She walks 
to FATHER staring at him in horror. 
CORA and mary, sensing the coining 
battle, withdraw to the neutral shelter 
of the hall,) 

VINNIE. Clare, do you know what 
you’re saying? 

FATHER. I’m saying I’ve never been 
baptized. 


FATHER. What difference does it 
make? 

VINNIE (the panic returning). I've 
never heard of anyone who wasn't 
baptized. Even the savages in dark¬ 
est Africa— 

FATHER. It's all right for savages and 
children. But if an oversight was 
made in my case it's too late to cor¬ 
rect it now. 

VINNIE. But if you're not baptized 
you’re not a Christian! 

FATHER (ristMg in xvrath). Why, con' 
found it, of course I’m a Christian! 
A damn good Christian, too! 
(father's voice tells clarence a 
major engagement has begun. He 
hurriedly springs to the sliding doors 
and closes them, removing himself, 
MARY, and CORA from the scene of 
action) A lot better Christian than 
those psalm-singing donkeys in 
church! 

VINNIE. You can't be if you won't be 
baptized. 

FATHER. I won't be baptized and I 
will be a Christian! I beg to inform 
you Ill be a Christian in my own 
way. 

VINNIE. Clare, don't you want to metsr 
us all in Heaven? 
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father. Of course! And I’m going 
to! 

viNNiB. But you can’t go to Heaven if 
you're not baptized! 

father. That’s a lot of folderol! 

VINNIB. Clarence Day, don't you 
blaspheme like that! You’re coming 
to church with me before you go to 
the office in the morning and be bap¬ 
tized then and there! 

father. Vinnie, don't be ridiculous! 
If you think I'm going to stand there 
and have some minister splash water 
on me at my age, you’re mistaken! 

VINNIB. But, Clare— 

father. That's enough of this, 
Vinnie. I'm hungry. (Draws himself 
up and starts for the door. He does 
not realize that he and vinnie are 
now engaged in a battle to the 
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death) I’m dressing for dinner. 
(Throws open the doors, revealing 

WHITNEY and HARLAN, who obvi- 
ously have been eavesdropping and 
have heard the awful revelation of 
father's paganism, father stalks 
past them upstairs. The two hoys 
come down into the room staring at 
their mother, who has been standing, 
too shocked at father's callous im- 
piety to speak or move.) 

WHITNEY. Mother, if Father hasn’t 
been baptized he hasn’t any name. In 
the sight of the Church he hasn’t any 
name. 

VINNIE. That’s right! (To herself) 
Maybe we're not even married! (This 
awful thought takes possession of 
vinnie. Her eyes turn slowly toward 
the children and she suddenly realizes 
their doubtful status. Her hand goes 
to her mouth to cover a quick gasp 
of horror as the curtain falls.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 

SCENE I 


The Same* 

The following Sunday. After church. 

The stage is empty as the curtain rises, vinnie comes into the archway 
from the street door, dressed in her Sunday best, carrying her prayer book, 
hymnal, and a cold indignation. As soon as she is in the room, father passes 
across the hall in his Sunday cutaway and silk hat, carrying gloves and 
cane, vinnie looks over her shoulder at him as he disappears, cora, whitney, 
and HARLAN come into the room, cora glancing after father and then 
toward vinnie. All three walk as though the sound of a footfall might cause 
an explosion, and speak in subdued tones. 
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HARLAN. Cousin Cota, will you play 
a game of tiddle-dy-winks with me 
before you go? 

CORA. I'm going to be busy packing 
until it’s time to leave. 

WHITNEY. We can’t play games on 
Sunday. 

(We near the door close and John 
enters and looks into the room ajrpre- 
hensively.) 

CORA. John, where are Clarence and 
Mary? 

JOHN. They dropped behind—'way 
behindl (He goes upstairs, whitney 
takes Harlan's hat from him and 
starts toward the arch.^ 

VTNNiE. Whitney, don’t hang up your 
hat. I want you to go over to Sherry’s 
for the ice cream for dinner. Tell Mr. 
Sherry strawberry—if he has it. And 
take Harlan with you. 


really married. The sermon on bap* 
tism was his own idea. If Clare just 
hadn’t shouted so—now the .whole 
congregation knows he’s never been 
baptized! But he’s going to be, Cora 
—you mark my words-die’s going to 
be! I just couldn’t go to Heaven with¬ 
out Clare. Why, I get lonesome for 
him when I go to Ohio. 

(father enters holding his watch. 
He’s also holding his temper. He 
speaks quietly.') 

FATHER. Vinnie, I went to the din¬ 
ing-room and the table isn’t set for 
dinner yet. 

VINNIE. We’re having dinner late to¬ 
day. 

father. Why can’t I have my meals 
on time? 

VINNIE. The girls* train leaves at one- 

thirty. Their cab’s coming at one 
o’clock. 


WHITNEY. All right, Mother. (He 

and HARLAN, trained in the good 
manners of the period, how and exit.) 

CORA. Oh, Vinnie, I hate to leave. 
We’ve had such a lovely week. 

VINNIE (voice quivers in a tone of 
scandalized apology). Cora, what 
must you think of Clare, making such 
a scene on his way out of church 
today? 

CORA. Cousin Clare probably thinks 
that you put the rector up to preach¬ 
ing that sermon. 


FATHER. Cab? The horse cars go right 
past our door. 

VINNIE. Ihey have those heavy bags. 

FATHER. Clarence and John could 
have gone along to carry their bags. 
Cabs are just a waste of money. Why 
didn’t we have an early dinner? 

VINNIE. There wasn’t time for an 
early dinner and church, too. 

father. As far as I’m concerned this 

would have been a good day to miss 
church. 


VINNIE (tone changes from apology 
to self-defense with overtones of 
gtiilt). Well, I had to go to see Dr. 
Llovd to find out whether we were 


VINNIE (spiritedly). I wish we had! 

father (flaring). I’ll bet you put 
hun up to preaching that sermon! 


LIFE WITH FATHET. 
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viNNiE. IVe never been so mortified 
in all my life! You stamping up the 
aisle roaring your head ofF at the top 
of your voice! 

father. That Lloyd needn't preach 
at me as though I were some damn 
criminal! I wanted him to know it, 
and as far as Tm concerned the whole 
congregation can know it, tool 

viNNiB. They certainly know it now! 

father. That suits me! 

VINNIE (pleading). Clare, you don't 
seem to understand what the church 
is for. 

father (laying doiun a new Com- 
niandment). Vinnie, if there’s one 
place the church should leave alone, 
it’s a man's soul! 

VINNIE. Clare, dear, don’t you believe 
what it says in the Bible? 

father, a man has to use his com¬ 
mon sense about the Bible, Vinnie, if 
he has any. For instance, you’d be in 
a pretty fix if I gave all my money to 
the poor. 

VINNIE. Well, that’s just silly! 

father. Speaking of money— where 
are this month’s bills? 

VINNIE. Clare, it isn’t fair to go over 
the household accounts while you’re 
hungiy. 

FATHER. Where are those bills, Vin¬ 
nie? 

VINNIE. They’re downstairs on your 
desk, (father exits almost eagerly. 
Figures are something he understands 
better than he does women) Of all 


times! (To cora) It’s awfully hard 
on a woman to love a man like Clare 
so much. 

CORA. Yes, men can be aggravating 
Clyde gets me so provoked! We kept 
company for six years, but the min¬ 
ute he proposed—the moment I said 
“Yes”—he began to take me for 
granted. 

VINNIE. You have to expect that, 
Cora. I don’t believe Clare has come 
right out and told me he loves me 
since we’ve been married. Of course 
I know he does, because I keep re¬ 
minding him of it. You have to keep 
reminding them, Cora. 

(The door slams.) 

CORA. That must be Mary and Clar 
ence. (There’s a moment's patisc 
The two women look toward the bn/I 
—then at each other with a knowihg 
sort of smile, cora rises, goes up to 
the arch, peeks out—then faces front 
and innocently asks:) Is that you, 
Mary? 

MARY (dashing in). Yes! 

(clarence crosses the arch to ham' 
up his hat.) 

CORA. We have to change our clothes 
and finish our packing. (Goes up¬ 
stairs.) 

(clarence returns as mary starts 
up the stairs.) 

MARY (to clarence). It won’t take 
me long. 

clarence. Can I help you pack? 

VINNIE (shocked). Clarence! (marv 
rtins upstairs, clarence drifts into 
the livwg-room, somewhat abashed. 
VINNIE collects her hat and gloves, 
starts outs stovs to look at clarence. 
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then comes down to him') Clarence, 
why didn’t you kneel in church to- 
day^ 

CLARENCE. What, Mother? 

viNNiE. Why didn’t you kneel in 
duirch today? 

CLARENCE (frowHed). I just couldn’t. 

VINNIE. Has it anything to do with 
Mary? I know she’s a Methodist. 

CLARENCE. Oh, no, Mothet! Meth¬ 
odists kneel. Mary told me. They 
don’t get up and down so much, but 
they stay down longer. 

VINNIE. If it’s because your father 
doesn’t kneel—you must remember he 
wasn’t brought up to kneel in church. 
But you were—you always have— 
and, Clarence, you want to, don’t 
you? 

CLARENCE. Oh, ycs! I wanted to to¬ 
day! I started to—you saw me start— 
but I just couldn’t, 

VINNIE. Is that suit of your father’s 
too tight for you? 

CLARENCE. No, it’s not too tight 

It fits fine. But it is the suit. Very 
peculiar things have happened to me 
since I started to wear it, I haven’t 
been myself since I put it on. 

VINNIE. In what way, Clarence? How 
do you mean? 

y 

(clarence pauses, then blurts out 
his problefn.) 

CLARENCE. Mother, I can’t seem to 
makes these clothes do anything 
Father wouldn’t do! 


VINNIE. That’s nonsense, Clarence- 
and not to kneel in church is a sac¬ 
rilege. 

CLARENCE. But making Father’s trou¬ 
sers kneel seemed more of a sacrilege. 

VINNIE. Clarence! 

CLARENCE. No! Remember the first 
time I wore this? It was at Dora 
Wakefield’s party for Mary. Do you 
know what happened? We were play¬ 
ing musical chairs and Dora Wake¬ 
field sat down suddenly right in my 
lap. I jumped up so fast 3ie almost 
got hurt. 

VINNIE. But it was all perfectly inno¬ 
cent. 

CLARENCE. It Wasn’t that Dora was 
sitting on my lap—she was sitting on 
Father’s trousers. Mother, I’ve got to 
have a suit of my own. (clarence’s 
metaphysical problem is one that vin- 
NiE cant cope with at this particular 
minute.) 

VINNIE. My soul and body! Clar¬ 
ence, you have a talk with your father 
about it. I’m sure if you approach him 
the right way—you know—tactfully— 
he'll see— 

(mary comes downstairs and hesi¬ 
tates at the arch.) 

MARY. Oh, excuse me. 

viNNiH. Gracious! Have you finished 
your packing? 

MARY. Practically. I never put my 
comb and brush in until I’m ready to 
close my bag. 

VINNIE. I must see Margaret about 
your box lunch for the train. I’ll 
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leave you two together. Rememher, 
it's Sunday. (She goes downstairs.') 

CLARENCE. I was hoping we could 
have a few minutes together before 
you left. 

MARY (wot to admit her eagerness). 
Cora had so much to do I wanted to 
get out of her way. 

CLARENCE. Well, didn’t you want 
to see mel* 

MARY Cs^lf-consciously). I did want 
to tell you how much I’ve enjoyed our 
friendship. 

CLARENCE. You’ic going to write me 
when you get to Springfield, aren’t 

vou? 

MARY. Of course, if you write me 
first. 

CLARENCE. But you’ll have some¬ 
thing to write about—your trip—and 
Aunt Judith—and how things are in 
Springfield. You write me as soon as 
you get there. 

MARY. Maybe Fll be too busy. Maybe 
[ won’t have time. (She sits on the 
sofa.) 

CLARENCE (with the authority of 

father’s trousers). You find th^ 
time! Let’s not have any nonsense 
about that! You’ll write me first—and 
you’ll do it right away, the first day! 
(Sits heside her.) 

MARY. How do you know I’ll take 
orders from you? 

CLARENCE. I’ll show you. (He takes 
a quick glance toward the hall) 
Give me vour hand! 

MARY. Why should I? 
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CLARENCE. Give me your hand, con¬ 
found it; (mary gives it to hirn.) 

MARY. \\(fiat do you want with my 
hand? 

CLARENCE. I just wantcd it. (Hold¬ 
ing her hand, he melts a Utile and 
smiles at her. She melts, too. Their 
hands, clasped together, inn resting 
07t clarence’s knee and they relax 
happily) What are you thinking 
about? 

MARY. I was just thinking. 

CLARENCE. About what? 

MARY. Well, when we were talking 
about writing each other I was hoping 
you’d write me first because that 
would mean you liked me. 

CLARENCE (xvith the logic of the 
male). What’s writing first got to do 
with my liking you? 

MARY. Oh, you do like me? 

CLARENCE. Of coursc I do. I like you 
better than any girl I ever met. 

MARY (with the logic of the female). 
But you don’t like me well enough 
to write first? 

CLARENCE. I don’t sce how one 
thing’s got anything to do with the 
other. 

MARY. But a girl can’t write first—be¬ 
cause she’s a girL 

CLARENCE. ITiat doesn’t make sense. 
K a girl has something to write about 
and a fellow hasn’t, there’s no reason 
why she shouldn’t wnte first. 



HOWARD LINDSAY AND RUSSEL CROUSE 


Mary (stcirting a flanking move¬ 
ment'). You know, the first few days 
I was here you'd do anything for me 
and then you changed. You used to 
be a lot of fun—and then all of a 
sudden vou turned into an old sober- 
sides. 

CLARENCE. U^en did I? 

MARY, '"i’he first time I noticed it was 
u’hen we walked home from Dora 
Wakefield’s party. My, you were on 
your dignity! You've been that way 
e\’er since. You even dress like an 
old sober-sides, (clarence's face 
changes as father's "pants rise to 
haunt him. Then he notices that their 
clasped hands are resting on these 
very pants, and he lifts them off. 
Agojiy obviously is setting in. mary 
sees the expression on his face) 
\^^at’s the matterr* 

clarence I just happened to re¬ 
member something 

>TARY. W^at? (clarence doesn't 
answer, hut his face does) Oh, I 
kno\\'. This is the last time we’ll be 
toaether. (She puts her hand on his 
shoulder. He draws away.) 

clarence. Mar}', please! 

MARY. But, Clarence! We’ll see each 
other in a month. And we’ll be wTit- 
ing each other, too. I hope we will. 
(She gets up) Oh, Clarence, please 
n rite me first, because it will show 
me how much you like me. Please! 
i’ll show you how much I like you! 
(She throws herself oti his lap and 
buries her head on his shoulder^ 
clarence stiffens in agony.) 

CLARENCE (fioorselv)- Get up! Get 

up'- (She nulls hack her head and 


looks at him, then springs from his 
lap and runs away, covering her face 
and sobbing, clarence goes to her) 
Don't do that, Mary! Please don't do 
that! 

MARY. Now you'll think I'm just a 
bold and forward girl. 

CLARENCE. OK, nO. 

MARY. Yes, you will—you'll think I’m 
bold! 

CLARENCE. Oh, no—it's not that. 

MARY (hopefully). Was it because 
it’s Sunday? 

CLARENCE (in despak). No, it would 
be the same any day— (He is about 
to explain, hut mary flares.) 

MARY. Oh, it's just because you 
didn’t want me sitting on your lap. 

CLARENCE. It was nicc of you to do 
it. 

MARY. It was nice of me! So you told 
me to get up! You just couldn't bear 
to have me sit there. Well, you 
needn’t wTite me first. You needn’t 
write me any letters at all, because 
I'll tear them up without opening 
them! (father enters the archway, 
a sheath of bills in his hand and his 
account hook under his arm) I guess 
I know now you don’t like me! I 
nevet want to see you again. I—I— 
(She breaks and starts to run toward 
the stairs. At the sight of father she 
stops, but only for a gasp, then con¬ 
tinues on upstairs, unable to control 
her sobs, clarence, who has been 
standing in unhappy indecision, 
turns to follow Iier, b«t stops short 
at the sight of father, who is stand¬ 
ing in the arch looking at hint with 
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some amazement, father looks from 
clarence toward the vanished 

MARY, then hack to clarence.) 

father. Clarence, that young giil 
is crying—she’s in tears. What's the 
nieaning of this? 

clarence, r'm sorry, Father, ii’s all 
niy fault. 

father. Nonsense! What’s that girl 
trying to do to you? 

clarence. What? No, she wasn’t— 
it was— I—how long have you been 

here? 

father. Well, whatever the quarrel 
was about, Clarence, I’m glad you 
held your own. Where’s your 
mother? 

clarence (desperately). I have to 
have a new suit of clothes—you’ve got 
to give me the money for it. 

(father’s account hook reaches the 
table With a sharp hang as he stares 
at CLARENCE in astonishment.') 

FATHER. Young man, do you realize 
you*re addressing your father? 
(clarence wilts miserably and sinks 
into a chair.) 

clarence. Fm sorry, Father—I apol¬ 
ogize—but you don’t know how im¬ 
portant this is to me. (clarence’s 
tone of misery gives father pause.) 

FATHER. A suit of clothes is so—? 
Now, why should a—? ('Something 
dawns on father and he looks up 
in the direction in which mart has 
disappeared, then looks hack at clar¬ 
ence) Has your need for a suit of 
clothes anything to do with that 
young 



clarence. Yes, Father. 

father. Why, Clarence! (^Suddenly 
realizes that women have come into 
clarence's emotional life and there 
comes t? yearning to protect this inex¬ 
perienced and defenseless member of 
his own sex) This comes as quite a 
shock to me. 

clarence. Wliat does. Father? 

father. Your being so grown up'. 
Still, I might have known that if 
you’re going to college this fall—yes, 
you’re at an age when you’ll be meet* 
ing girls. Clarence, there are things 
about women that I think you ought 
to know! (He goes up and closes the 
doors, then comes down and sits be¬ 
side clarence, hesitating for a mO' 
ment before he speaks) Yes, I think 
it’s better for you to hear this from 
me than to have to learn it for yout' 
self. Clarence, women aren’t the 
angels that you think they are! Well, 
now—first, let me explain this to you. 
You see, Clarence, w'e men have to 
run this world and it’s not an easy 
job. It takes work, and it takes think¬ 
ing. A man has to be sure of his facts 
and figures. He has to reason things 
out. Now, you take a woman—a 
woman thinks—no I’m wrong right 
there—a woman doesn’t think at all! 
She gets stirred up! And she gets 
stirred up over the damnedest things! 
Now, I love my wife just as much as 
any man, but that doesn’t mean 1 
should stand for a lot of folderol! By 
God! I won’t stand for it! (Lookr 
around toward the spot where he had 
his last clash with vinnie.) 

clarence. Stand for what, Father? 

father (to himself). That’s the one 
thing I will not submit myself to. 
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(Has ceased explaining women to 
CLARENCE and is now explaining 
himself') Clarence, if a man thinks a 
certain thing is the wrong thing to 
do he shouldn’t do it. If he thinks a 
thing is right he should do it. Now 
that has nothing to do with whether 
he loves his wife or not. 


CLARENCE. Who says it has. Father? 

FATHER. They do! 

CLARENCE. Who, SH? 


F VTHER. Women! They get stirred 
up and then they try to get you 
stirred up, too. If you can keep rea¬ 
son and logic in the argument, a man 
can hold his own, of course. But if 
they can switch you—pretty soon the 
argument’s about whether you love 
them or not. I swear I don’t know 
how they do if! Don’t you let ’em, 
Clarence! Don’t vqu let ’em! 


tion. You just have to make them 
understand that what you’re doing is 
for their good. 

CLARENCE. I seC. 


FATHER (rising). Now, Clarence, 
you know all about women. (Goes to 
the table and sits down in front of his 
account hooky opening it. clarence 
rises and looks at him.) 

CLARENCE. But, Father— 

FATHER. Yes, Clarence. 


CLARENCE. I thought you were go¬ 
ing to tell me about— 


FATHER. About what? 


CLARENCE. About womcn. (father 
realizes with some shock that clar¬ 
ence expected him to he more spC’ 
cific.) 


CLARENCE. I see what you mean so 
far, Father. If you don’t watch your¬ 
self, lo\e can make you do a lot of 
things you don’t want to do. 

FATHER. Exactly! 

clarence. But if you do watch out 
and know just how to handle wom- 
m— 

father. TTien you’ll be all right. 
All a man has to do is be tirm. You 
know how sometimes I have to be 
firm with your mother. Just now 
about this month’s household ac¬ 
counts— 

clarence. Yes, but what can you do 
when they cr\'? 

FATHER (he gives this a moment’s 
thoHgJu). Well, that’s quite a ques¬ 


father. Clarence, there are some 
things gentlemen don’t discussl I’ve 
told you all you need to know. The 
thing for you to remember is—be 
firm! (clarence turns away. There 
is a knock at the sliding doors) Yes, 
come in. 

(mary opens the doors.) 

MARY. Excuse me! (mary enters. 
father ttims his attention to the 
household accounts, mary goes to 
the couch and picks up her handker¬ 
chief and continues arotind the 
couch. CLARENCE crc'sscs to meet her 
above the couch, determined to he 
firm. MARY passes him unthout a 
glance, clarence tvilts, then again 
assttming firmness, turns up into the 
arch in on attempt to quail MARY 
ivith a look. MARY tnarc/tes npsfnirs 
ignoring him. clarence trims hack 
into the room defeated. He looks 
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^■um at kis clothes unha'p-pily, then 
^cides to he firm with his father. 
He straightens up and steps toward 
him. At this moment father, star¬ 
ing at a hill, emits his cry of rage.) 


rather. Oh, God! (clarence re¬ 
treats. FATHER rises and holds the 
hill in question between thumh and 
forefinger as though it were too re- 
pitlsh^e to touch, vinnie comes rush¬ 
ing down the stairs.) 


VINNIE. What’s the matter, Clare'? 
WTiat’s wrong? 


father. I will not send this person 
a check! 

(vinnie looks at it.) 

VINNIE. Why, Clare, that’s the only 
hat I’ve bought since March and it 
was reduced from forty dollars. 

FATHER. I don’t question your buy¬ 
ing the hat or what you paid for it, 
but the person from whom you 
bought it—this Mademoiselle Mimi 
—isn’t fit to be in the hat business 
or any other. 

VINNIE. I never went there before, 
but it’s a very nice place and I don’t 
see why you object to it. 

FATHER (exasperated). I object to it 
because this confounded person 
doesn’t put her name on her bills! 

Mimi what? Mimi O’Brien? Mimi 
Jones? Mimi Weinstein? 

VINNIE. How do I know? It’s just 
Mimi. 
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I won’t make out a check payable to 
Mimi. Find out what her last name 
is, and I’ll pay her the money. 

VINNIE. All right. All right. (SJie 
starts out.) 

FATHER. Just 3 minute, Vinnie, that 
isn’t all. 

VINNIE. But Cora will be leaving any 
minute, Clare, and it isn’t polite for 
me— 


FATHER. Never mind Cora. Sit down. 
(clarence goes into the hall, looks 
upstairs, wanders up and down the 
hall restlessly, vinnie reluctantly sits 
down opposite father at the table) 
Vinnie, you know I like to live well, 
and I want my family to live well. 
But this house must be run on a busi¬ 
ness basis. I must know how much 
money I’m spending and what for. 
For instance, if you recall, two weeks 
ago I gave you six dollars to buy a 
new coffeepot— 

VINNIE. Yes, because you broke the 
old one. You threw it right on the 
floor. 

FATHER. I’m not talking about that. 
I’m simply endeavoring— 

VINNIE. But it was so silly to break 
that nice coffeepot, Clare, and there 
was nothing the matter with the cof¬ 
fee that morning. It was made just 
the same as always. 

FATHER. It was not! It was made in 
a damned barbaric manner! 


FATHER. It isn’t just Mimi. She must 
have some other name, damn it! 
Now, I wouldn’t make out a check 
payable to Charley or to Jimmy, and 


VINNIE. I couldn’t get another im¬ 
ported one. That little shop has 
stopped selling them. They said the 
tariff wouldn’t let them. And that s 
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your fault, Clare, because you*re al¬ 
ways voting to raise the tariflF. 

FATHER. Tlie tariff protects America 
against cheap foreign labor. (He 
sounds as though he is quoting') Now 
I find that— 

viNNiE. The tariff does nothing but 
put up the prices and that’s hard on 
everybody, especially the farmer. 
CS/te sounds as though she is quoting 
hack.) 

FATHER (annoyed). I vrish to God 
you wouldn t talk about matters vou 
don’t know a damn thing about! 

VINNIE. I do too know about them. 
Miss Gulick says every intelligent 
woman should have some opinion— 

father. Who, may I ask, is Miss 
Gulick? 

VINNIE. Why, she’s that current- 
events woman I told you about and 

the tickets are a dollar every Tues¬ 
day. 

FATHER. Do you mean to tell me that 
a pack of idle-minded females pay a 
dollar apiece to hear another female 
gabble about the events of the day? 
J^isten to me if you want to know 
anything about the events of the day! 

VINNIE. But you get so excited, Clare, 

and besides, Miss Gulick says that 

our President, whom you*re always 

belittling, prays to God for guidance 
and— 

father (having had enough of Miss 
(htlick). Vinnie, what happened to 
that six dollars? 


FATHER. I gave you six dollars to buy 
a new coffeepot and now I find that 
you apparently got one at Lewis & 
Conger’s and charged it. Here’s their 
bill: ‘'One coffeepot—five dollars." 

VINNIE. So you owe me a dollar and 
you can hand it right over. (She 
holds out her hand for it,) 

FATHER, ril do nothing of the kind! 
What did you do with that six dol¬ 
lars? 

VINNIE. Why, Clare, I can’t tell you 
now, dear. \^y didn't you ask me at 
the time? 

FATHER. Oh, my God! 

VINNIE. Wait a moment! I spent four 
dollars and a half for that new um¬ 
brella I told you I wanted and you 

said I didn’t need, but I did, very 
much. 

(father takes his pencil and vmtes 
in the account hook.) 

father. Now were getting some¬ 
where. One umbrella—four dollars 
and a half, 

VINNIE. And that must have been the 
week I paid Mrs. Tobin for two extra 
days’ washing. 

FATHER (entering the item), Mrs, 
Tobin. 

VINNIE. So that was two dollars more. 
FATHER, Two dollars. 

VINNIE. That makes six dollars and 

fifty cents. And that’s another fifty 
cents you owe me. 

FATHER. I dont owe you anything. 
(Siting by vinnib’s tactics into a de- 


VINNIE. What six dollars? 
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termination to pin her butterfly mind 
down') What you owe me is an ex¬ 
planation of where my money’s 
gone! We’re going over this account 
book item by item. (Starts to sort the 
hills for the purposes of cross-exami¬ 
nation, hut the butterfly takes wing 
again.) 

VINNIE. I do the very best I can to 
keep down expenses. And you know 
yourself that Cousin Phoebe spends 
twice as much as we do. 

FATHER. Damn Cousin Phoebe!—I 
don’t wish to be told how she throws 
her money around. 

VINNIE. Oh, Clare, how can you? 
And I thought you were so fond of 
Cousin Phoebe. 

FATHER. All right, I am fond of Cous¬ 
in Phoebe, but I can get along with¬ 
out hearing so much about her. 

VINNIE. You talk about your own rel¬ 
atives enough. 

FATHER (/iMrt). That’s not fair, Vin- 
nie. When I talk about my relatives 
I criticize them. 

VINNIE. If I can’t even speak of Cous¬ 
in Phoebe— 

FATHER. You Can speak of her all 
you want to—but I won’t have Cous¬ 
in Phoebe or anyone else dictating to 
me how to run my house. Now this 
month’s total— 

VINNIE (righteously). I didn’t say a 
word about her dictating, Clare—she 
isn’t that kind! 

FATHER (dazed). I don’t know what 
you said, now. You never stick to the 
point. I endeavor to show you how to 


run this house on a business basis 
and you wind up by jibbering and 
jabbering about ever\'thing under the 
sun. If you’ll just explain to me— 
(Finally cornered, vinnie realizes the 
time has come for tears. Quietly she 
turns them on.) 

vinnie. I don’t know what you ex¬ 
pect of me. I tire myself out chasing 
up and down those stairs all day long 
—tr^'ing to look after your comfort— 
to bring up our children—I do the 
mending and the marketing and as 
if that isn’t enough, you want me to 
be an expert bookkeeper, too. 

FATHER (touched where vinnie has 
hoped to touch him). Vinnie, I want 
to be reasonable; but can’t you un- 
derstand?—I’m doing all this for yout 
own good, (vinnie rises with a moan. 
FATHER sighs with resignation) I 
suppose I’ll have to go ahead just 
paying the bills and hoping I’ve got 
money enough in the bank to meet 
them, iiut it’s all very discouraging. 

vinnie. I’ll try to do better, Clare. 
(father looks up into her tearful 
face and melts.) 

FATHER. That’s all I’m asking. (She 
goes to him and puts her arm around 
his shoulder) I’ll go down and make 
out the checks and sign them, (vin¬ 
nie doesnt seem entirely consoled, 
so he attempts a lighter note to cheer 
her up) Oh, Vinnie, maybe I haven't 
any right to sign those checks, since 
in the sight of the Lord I haven’t any 
name at all. Do you suppose the 
bank will feel that way about it too 
—or do you think they’ll take a 
chance? (He should not have said 
this.) 

VINNIE. That’s right! Clare, to make 
those checks good you’ll have tc be 
baptized right away. 
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FATHER (retreating angrily'), Vinnie, 
the bank doesn’t care whether I’ve 
been baptized or not! 

Vinnie. Well, I care! And no matter 
what Dr. Lloyd says, I’m not sure 
W'e’re really married. 

FATHER. Damn it, Vinnie, we have 
four children! If we’re not married 
now we never will be! 

VINNIE. Oh, Clare, don’t you see how 
serious this is? You’ve got to do some¬ 
thing about it. 

FATHER. Well, just novv I've got to 
do something about these damn bills 
you've run up. (Sternly) I’m going 
downstairs. 


Her progress upstairs is a one-worn^ 
an march of triumph, father puts 
his purse hack, gathers up his papers 
and his dignity, and starts out. clar¬ 
ence waylays him in the arch.) 

CLARENCE. Father—you never did 
tell me—can I have a new suit of 
clothes? 

FATHER. No, Clarence! I’m sorry, 
but I have to be firm with you, too! 
(He stalks off. john comes down the 
stairs carrying a traveling hag, which 
he takes out toward the front door. 
He returns empty-handed and starts 
up the stairs again.) 

CLARENCE. John, come here a min¬ 
ute. 


VINNIE. Not before you give me that 
dollar and a half! 


JOHN (coming into the room). What 
do you want? 


FrtTHER. What dollar and a half? 

VINNIE. The dollar and a half you 
owe me! 

FATHER (thoroughly enraged). I 
don't owe you any dollar and a half! 
I ga\'e you money to buy a coffeepot 
for me and somehow it turned into 
an umbrella for you. 

VINNIE. Clarence Day, what kind of 
a man are you? Quibbling about a 
dollar and a half when your immor¬ 
tal soul is in danger! And what’s 
more— 


CLARENCE. John, have you got any 
money you could lend me? 

JOHN. V^ith this week’s allowance 
I'll have about three dollars. 


ci.ARENCE. That’s no good. T’^'e goi 
to have enough to buy a new suit of 
clothes. 


JOHN. \\Tiy don’t you earn som^ 
money? That’s what I’m going to do. 
Vm going to buy a bicycle—one of 
those new low kind, with both 
wheels the same size—you know, a 
safety. 


FATHER. All right. All right. All 
right. (He takes the dollar and a half 
from his change purse and gives it to 
her.) 

VINNIE (smi/iwg). Tliank you, Clare. 
(vinnie turns and leaves the room. 


CLARENCE. How are you going to 
cam that much money? 


JOHN. I’ve got a job practically. Look, 
I found this ad in the paper. (He 
hands clarence a clipping from his 
pocket.) 
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jLARENCE Creading). “Wanted, an 
energetic young man to handle 
household necessity that sells on 
sight. Liberal commissions. Apply 
312 West Fourteenth Street, Tues¬ 
day from eight to twelve.” Listen, 
John, let me have that job. 

JOHN. Why should I give you my 
job? They're hard to get. 

CLARENCE. But I’ve got to have a new 
suit of clothes. 

JOHN. Maybe T could get a job for 
both of us. (The doorbell n»gs) I’ll 
tell you what I’ll do. I’ll ask the man. 

father (hurrying to the foot of the 
stairs). Vinnie! Cora! The cabs 
here. Hurry up! (Goes through the 
arch toward the front door.) 

CLARENCE. John, we’ve both got to 
get down there early Tuesday—the 
fivst thing. 

JOHN. Oh, no you don’t—I'm going 
alone. But I’ll put in a good word 
with the boss about you. 

FATHER (off). They’ll be right out. 
Vinnie! Cora! (He comes hack to the 
foot of the stairs and calls up) Are 
you coming? Tire cab’s waiting! 

VINNIE (from upstairs). We heard 

you, Clare. We’ll be down in a min- 

> 

ute. 

(father comes into the room.) 

FATHER. John, go upstairs and hurry 
rhem down, (john goes upstairs. 
FATHER crosses to the window and 
looks out, then consjdfs his watch.) 

FATHER. What’s the matter with 
those women Don’t they know cabs 


cost money? Clarence, go see what s 
causing this infernal delay! 
(clarence goes out to the hall.) 

CLARENCE. Hcrc they come, Father. 
(mary comes sedately dowytstairs. 
She passes clarence aeithout a 
glance and goes to father.) 

MARY. Goodbye, Mr. Day. I can t 
tell you how much I appreciate youi 
hospitality. 

FATHER. Not at all! Not at all! 

(vinnie and cora appear at top of 
stairs and coyne down, john follow.' 
avith the hags and takes them out.) 

CORA. Goodbye, Clarence. (Sh& 
starts into the room.) 

FATHER. Cora, we can say goodbye 
to you on the sidewalk. 

VINNIE. There’s no hurry. Theit 
train doesn’t go until one-thirty. 

FATHER. Cal-s cost money. If they 
have any waiting to do they ought to 
do it at the Grand Central Depot. 
They’ve got a waiting room there just 
for that. 

vn-tNiE (to mary). If there s one 
thing Mr. Day can’t stand it’s to keep 
a cab waiting. 

CORA. It’s been so nice seeing you 
again, Clarence. (She kisses him. 
MARGARET enters xvith a box of 

lunch.) 

MARGARET. Herc’s the lunch. 

FATHER. All right. All right. Give it 
to me. Let’s get started, (margaret 
gives it to him and exits.) 
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CORA. Where's John? 

k»ATHER. He’s outside. Come on. 
(Leads the way. cora and vinnib 
follow. MARY starts.') 

CLARENCE. Mary, aren’t you going 
even to shake hands with me? 

MARy. I don’t think I’d better. You 
may remember that when I get too 
close to you you feel contaminated. 
(Starts out. CLARENCE follows her.) 

CLARENCE. Mary! (She sto-ps in the 
arch. He goes to her) You’re going 
to write me, aren’t you? 

Mary. Are you going to write first? 


CLARENCE C^esolutely). No, Marp. 
There are times when .1 man has to 
be firm. 

(JOHN enters.) 

JOHN. Mary, Mother says you’d bet¬ 
ter hurry out before Father starts 
yelling. It's Sunday. 

MARY. (Goodbye, John. I’m very hap¬ 
py to have made your acquaintance. 
(She walks out. We hear the door 
close. JOHN goes out. clarence takes 
a step toward the door, stops, suffers 
a moment, then turns to the loriting 
desk, takes paper and pen and ink to 
the table, and sits down to write a 
letter.) 

CLARENCE (^xariting). Dear Mary— 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 11 


The same. 

Two days later. The breakfast table. 

HARLAN and WHITNEY are at the table, ready to start breakfast, clarench 
is near the window reading the paper. The places of John and vinnie and 
father are empty, nora, a new maid, is serving the fruit and cereal, nora 
is heavily built and along toward middle age. The doorbell rings and we hear 
the postman s whistle, clarence drops the paper and looks out the window 
toward the door, nora starts toward the arch. 


CLARENCE. Never mind. Nora. It’s 
the postman. I’ll go. (He runs out 
through the arch.) 

WHITNEY (to nora). You forgot thc 
sugar. It goes here between me and 
Father. 

(clarence comes hack with three 
or four letters which he sorts eagerly. 


Then his face falls in utter dejection. 
FATHER comes down the stairs.) 

father. Good morning, boys! John 
late? (He shouts) John! John! Hur¬ 
ry down to your breakfast. 

CLARENCE. John had his breakfast 
early, Father, and went out to see 
about something. 
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father. See about what? 

CLARENCE. John and I thought we’d 
work this summer and earn some 

money. 

father. Good! Sit down boys. (Goes 
to his chair.) 

CLARENCE. We saw an ad in the pa¬ 
per and John went down to see about 

it. 

father. Why didn’t you go, too? 

CLARENCE. I was expecting an an¬ 
swer to a letter I wrote, but it didn’t 
come. Here’s the mail. (He seems 
depressed.) 

FATHER (sifting). WHiat kind of 
work is this you’re planning to do? 

CLARENCE. Sort of salesman, the ad 
said. 

FATHER. Um-hum. Well, work never 
hurt anybody. It’s good for them. But 
if you’re going to work, work hard. 
King Solomon had the right idea 
about work. “Whatever thy hand 
findeth to do,” Solomon said, “do thy 
damnedest!” Where's your mother? 

NORA. If you please, sir, Mrs. Da^ 
doesn’t want any breakfast. She isn t 
feeling well, so she went back up¬ 
stairs to lie down again. 

FATHER (uneasily). Now, why does 
your mother do that to me? She 
knows it just upsets my day when 
she doesn’t come dowm to breakfast. 
Clarence, go tell your mother I’ll be 
up to see her before - start for the 

office. 

CLARENCE. Yes, sir. (He goes up¬ 
stairs.) 


HARLAN. What’s the matter with 

Mother? 

FATHER. There’s nothing the matter 
with your mother. Perfectly healthy 
woman. She gets an ache or a twinge 
and instead of being firm about it, 
she just gives in to it. (The postman 
whistles. Then the doorbell rings. 
NORA answers it) Boys, after break¬ 
fast you find out what your mother 
wants you to do today. Whitney, you 
take care of Harlan. 

(nora conies back with a special 

delivery letter.) 

NORA. It’s a special delivery. (S/if 
hands it to father, who tears it open 
at once, clarence comes rushing 
down the stairs.) 

clarence. Was that the postman 
again? 

WHITNEY. It was a special delivery 

clarence. Yes? Where is it? 

WHITNEY. It was for Father. 

clarence (again disappointed). Ob 
— (He sits at the table, father har 
opened the letter and is reading it. 
Bewildered, he turns it over and looks 
at the signature.) 

father. I don’t understand this at 
all. Here’s a letter from some woman 
I never even heard of. (father 
tackles the letter again, clarence 
sees the envelope, picks it up, looks 
at the postmark, worried.) 

CLARENCE. Father! 

father. Oh, God! 

CLARENCE. What is it. Father? 
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FATHER. This is the damnedest non¬ 
sense I ever read! As far as I can 
make out this woman claims that she 
sat on my lap and I didn’t like it, 
(clarence begins to turn red. fa¬ 
ther goes on reading a little further 
and then holds the letter over in front 
of clarence) Can vou make out 
what that word is? (clarence be¬ 
gins feverishly to read as much as 
jjossihle, hut father cuts in') No, 
that word right there. (He 'points.) 

clarence. It looks like—'curiosity.” 
(father withdraws the letter, clar¬ 
ence’s eyes following it hungrily.) 

Father (reads). “I only opened your 
letter as a matter of curiosity.” 
(Breaks off reading aloud as he turns 
the page.") 

clarence. Yes? Go on. 

FATHER. Why, this gets worse and 
(vorse! It just turns into a lot of sen¬ 
timental lovey-dovey mush. (^Crushes 
the letter, stalks across the room, and 
throws it into the fireplace, clar¬ 
ence watching him with dismay) Is 
this someone's idea of a practical 
joke? Why must I be the butt— 
(viNNiE comes hurrying down the 
stairs. Her hair is down in two braids 
over her shoulder. She is wearing a 
lacy combing jacket over her corset 
cover, and a striped petticoat.) 

vrNNiE. What's the matter, Clare? 

What’s wron2? 

father (going to her). Nothing 
wrong—just a damn fool letter. How 
are you, Vinnie? 

VINNIE {^weakly). I don’t feel well. 
I thought you needed me, but if you 
don’t I’ll go back to bed. 


father. No, now that you’re here, 
sit down with us. (He moves out her 
chair) Get some food in your stom^ 
ach. Do you good. 

VINNIE C-p^otesting). I don’t feel like 
eating anything, Clare. 

(nora enters with a tray of bacon and 
eggs, stops at the serving table.) 

father Cheartily). That’s all the 
more reason why you should eat. 
Build up your strength! (He forces 
vinnie into her chair and turns to 
speak to NORA, who has her hack to 
him) Here— (Then to clarence) 
What’s this one’s name? 

clarence. Nora. 

father. Nora! Give Mrs. Day some 
of the bacon and eggs. 

vinnie. No, Clare! (nora, however, 
has gone to vinnie’s side with the 
platter) No, take it away, Nora. I 
don’t even want to smell it. 

(The maid retreats, and serves fa¬ 
ther; then clarence; then senses 
coffee and exits.) 

father. Vinnie, it’s just weak to 
give in to an ailment. Any disease 
can be cured by firmness. What you 
need is strength of character. 

vinnie. I don’t know why you object 
to my complaining a little. I notice 
when you have a headache you yell 
and groan and swear enough. 

father. Of course I yell! That’s to 
prove to the headache that I’m 
stronger than it is. I can usually 
swear it right out of my system. 

vinnie. This isn’t a headache. I 
think I’ve caught some kind of a 
germ. There’s a lot of sickness 
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around. Several of my friends have 
had to send for the doctor. I may 
have the same thing. 

father. I’ll bet this is all your imagi¬ 
nation, Vinnic. You hear of a lot of 
other people having some disease and 
then you get scared and think you 
have it yourself. So you go to bed 
and send for the doctor. The doctor 

-all poppycock! 

viNNiE. I didn’t say anything about 
my sending for the doctor. 

father. I should hope not. Doctors 
think they know a damn lot, but 

they don t. 

VINNIE. But Clare, dear, when peo¬ 
ple are seriously ill you have to do 

something. 


floating-island pudding. Margaret 
has it all written out. And take Har¬ 
lan with you. 

WHITNEY. All right, Mother. I hope 
you feel better, (whitney oud har- 
LAN exit. FATHER gocs ovcT and sits 
beside vinnie oji the sofa.') 

FATHER. Vinnie. ^Contritely) I 
didn’t mean to upset you. I u'as just 
tr^'ing to help. (He pefs her hand) 
When you take to your bed I have a 
damned lonely time around here. So 
when I see you getting it into your 
head that you’re sick, I want to do 
something about it. (He continues 
to pat her hand ingorously xeith xehat 
he thinks is reassurance) Just be¬ 
cause some of your friends have giv¬ 
en in to this is no reason why you 
should imagine you’re sick, Vinnie. 


father. Certainly you have to do 
something! Cheer ’em up-that’s the 
way to cure ’em! 

vinnie (xvitb slight irony)- How 
would you go about cheering them 

up? 

FATHER. I? I'd tell ’em-bah! (vin¬ 
nie, out of exasperation and weak¬ 
ness, begins to cry. father looks at 
her amazed) What have 1 done nowr 

vinnie. Oh, Clare-hush up! (She 
■moves from the table to the sofa, 
■where she tries to control her crying. 
HARLAN slides out of his chair and 
runs over to her) Harlan dear, keep 
away from Mother. You might catch 
what she’s got. Whitney, if youve 
finished your breakfast- 


viNNiE (snatching her hand axvay). 
Oh, stop, Clare!-get out of this 
house and go to your office! (father 
is a little bewildered and somewhat 
indignant at this rebuff to his tender¬ 
ness. He gets up and goes out into 
the hall, comes hack with his hat and 
stick, and rnarches out of the house, 
slamming the door, vinnie rises and 
starts toward the stairs.) 

clarence. I’m sorry you re not feel¬ 
ing well, Mother. 

VINNIE. Oh, I’ll be all right, Clar¬ 
ence. Remember last fall had a 
touch of this and 1 was all right the 

next morning. 

CLARENCE. Are you sure you don’t 
want the doctor? 


WHITNEY (rising). Yes, Mother. 

VINNIE. I promised Mrs. WTiitehead 
to send over Margaret’s recipe tor 


VINNIE. Oh, no. I really don’t need 
him-and besides doctors worry your 
father. I don’t want him to be upset. 
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CLARBNCB. Is there anything I can 
do for you? 

viNNiE. Ask Margaret to send me up 
a cup of tea. I’ll try to drink it. I'm 
going hack to bed. 

CLARENCE. Do you mind if John and 
I go out today or will you need us? 

VINNIE. You run right along. I just 
want to be left alone. (She exits «p 
the stairs. CLARENCE starts for the 
fireplace eager to retrieve mary’s let¬ 
ter. NORA enters. He stops.') 

CLARENCE, Oh!—Noia—will you 
take a cup of tea up to Mrs. Day in 
her room? 

NORA. Yes, sir. (Exits, clarence 
hurries around the table, gets the 
crumpled letter, and starts to read it 
feverishly. He reads quickly to the 
end, then draws a deep, happy 
breath. The door slams. He puts the 
letter in his pocket, john enters, car- 
tying two heavy packages.) 

CLARENCE. Did you get the job? 

JOHN. Yes, for both of us. Look, IVe 
got it with me. 

CLARENCE. What is it? 

JOHN. Medicine. 

CLARENCE (dismayed). Medicine! 
You took a job for us to go out and 
sell medicine! 

JOHN. But it's wonderful medicine. 
(Gets a bottle out of the package and 
reads from the label) “Bartlett's 
Beneficent Balm—A Boon to Man- 
Xind." Look what it cures! (He hands 
the bottle to clarence.) 


CLARENCE (reading). “A sovereign 
cure for colds, coughs, catarrh, asm- 
ma, quinsy, and sore throat; poor di¬ 
gestion, summer complaint, colic, 
dyspepsia, heartburn, and shortness 
of breath; lumbago, rheumatism, 
heart disease, giddiness, and wom¬ 
en’s complaints; nervous prostration, 
St. Vitus' dance, jaundice, and la 
grippe; proud flesh, pink eye, sea¬ 
sickness, and pimples.” (As clar¬ 
ence has read off the list he has be¬ 
come more and more impressed.) 

JOHN. See? 

CLARENCE. Say, that sounds all right! 

JOHN. It's made “from a secret formu¬ 
la known only to Dr. Bartlett.” 

CLARENCE. He must be quite a doc¬ 
tor! 

JOHN (enthusiastically). It sells for a 
dollar a bottle and we get twenty- 
five cents commission on every bottle. 

CLARENCE. Well, where does he 
want us to sell it? 

JOHN. He’s given us the territory of 
all Manhattan Island. 

CLARENCE. Thats bully! Anybody 
that’s sick at all ought to need a bot¬ 
tle of this. Let’s start by calling on 
friends of Father and Mother. 

JOHN. That’s a good idea. But wait a 
minute. Suppose they ask us if we 
use it at our house? 

CLARENCE (a little worried). Oh. 
yes. It would be better if we could 
say we did. 

JOHN. But we can’t because we 
haven t had it here long enough. 
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(nora enters with a tray with a cup 
of tea. She goes to the table and puts 
the sugar howl and cream pitcher on 

it.) 

CLARENCE. Is that the tea for Mrs. 

Day? 

NORA. Yes. 

(The suspicion of a good idea dawns 

on CLARENCE.) 

CLARENCE. I’ll take it up to her. You 
needn’t bother. 

NORA. Thank you. Take it up right 
away while it’s hot. (She exits, clar¬ 
ence watches her out.) 

CLARENCE (eyeing John). Mother 
wasn’t feeling well this morning. 

JOHN. What was the matter with 
her? 

CLARENCE. I don’t know—shc was 
just complaining. 

JOHN (getting the idea immediately 
and consulting the bottle). Well, it 
says here it’s good for women’s com¬ 
plaints. (They look at each other. 
CLARENCE opcns the bottle and 
smells its contents. JOHN leans over 
and takes a sniff, too. Then he nods 
to CLARENCE, who qutckly reaches 
for a spoon and measures out a tea¬ 
spoonful, which he puts into the tea. 
JOHN, wanting to be sure mother 
has enough to cure her, pours still 
more into the tea from the bottle as 
ihe curtain falls. The curtain re¬ 
mains down for a few seconds to de¬ 
note a lapse of three hours. When 
ihe curtain rises again, the breakfast 
thmgs have been cleared and the 
rootn is in order, harlan is kneeling 
on father’s chair looking out the 
window as if watching for someone. 


MARGARET COmCS doWH frOVt Uf- 

stairs.) 

MARGARET. Has yout father come 
yet? 

HARLAN. Not yet. 

(nora ewters from downstairs with 
a steaming teakettle and a towel and 
meets Margaret in the hall.) 

MARGARET. Hurry that upstairs. The 
doctor’s waiting for it. I’ve got to go 
out. 

NORA. Where are you going? 

MARGARET. I have to go and get the 
minister. 

(nora goes upstairs.) 

HARLAN. There’s a cab coming up 
the street. 

MARGARET. Well, I hopc it’s him, 
poor man—but a cab doesn’t sound 
like your father. (She hurries doivn- 
stairs, harlan sees something 
through the window, then rushes to 
the stairwell and shouts down to 

MARGARET.) 

HARLAN. Yes, it’s Father. Whitney 
got him all right. (Runs back to the 
window. The front door slams and 
FATHER crosses the arch and hurries 
upstairs, whitney cowes into the 
room) What took you so long? 

WHITNEY. Long? I wasn’t long. I 
went right down on the elevated and 
got Father right away and we came 
all the way back in a cab. 

HARLAN. I thought you were ne\^er 
coming. 

WHITNEY. Well, the horse didn t go 
very fast at first. The cabby wtnpped 
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him and swore at him and still he 
wouldn’t gallop. Then Father spoke 
to the horse personally— How is 
Mother? 

HARLAN. I don’t know. The doctor’s 
up there now. 

WHITNEY. Well, she’d better be good 
and sick or Father may be mad at me 
for getting him up here—’specially 
in a cab. 

(father comes down the stairs mut^ 
tering to himself.^ 

FATHER Qndignantly^, Well, huh! 
—It seems to me I ought to be shown 
a little consideration. I guess I’ve got 
same feelings, tool 

WHITNEY (/lopefwlly). Mother’s aw¬ 
fully sick, isn’t she? 

FATHER. How do I know? I wasn’t 
allowed to stay in the same room with 
her. 

WHITNEY. Did the doctor put you 
out? 

father. No, it was your mother, 
damn it! (He goes out and hangs up 
h'lS hat and stick, then returns, fa¬ 
ther may he annoyed, hut he is also 
worried') You boys keep quiet around 
here today. 

WHITNEY. She must be pretty sick. 

father. She must be, Whitney! I 
don't know! Nobody ever tells me 
anything in this house. Not a damn 
thino! 

iiUMTHREYS cojucs dowti the 
stairs, lie's the famil\’doctor type of 
the period, with just enough ivJiisfecrs 
to make him impressive. He carries 
his satchrK) 


DR. HUMPHREYS. Mrs. Day is quieter 
now. 

father. How sick is she? What’s the 
matter with her? 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Shc’s a pretty sick 
woman, Mr. Day. I had given her a 
sedative just before you came—and 
after you left the room I had to give 
her another. Have you a telephone? 

father, a telephone! No—I don’t 
believe in them. Why? 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Well, it would Only 
have saved me a few steps. I’ll he 
back in ten minutes. (He turns to 

go-) 

FATHER. Wait a minute—I think I'm 
entitled to know what’s the matter 
with my wife. 

(dr. HUMPHREYS tiirns hack.) 

DR. HUMPHREYS. What did Mrs. Day 
have for breakfast this morning? 

FATHER. She didn’t eat anything— 
not a thing. 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Are you sure? 

FATHER. I tried to get her to eat 
something, but she wouldn’t. 

DR. HUMPHREYS Qdlmost to htmself). 
I can’t understand it. 

FATHER. Understand what? 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Thcsc violent at' 
tacks of nausea. It’s almost as though 
she were poisoned. 

FATHER. Poisoned! 

DR. HUMPHREYS. I’ll try not to be 
gone more than ten or fifteen min* 
utes. (He exits.) 
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father (iryivig to reassure himself). 
Damn doctors! They never know 
what’s the matter with anybody. 
Well, he’d better get your mother 
well, and damn soon or he’ll hear 
from me. 

WHITNEY. Mother’s going to get well, 
isn’t she? (father looks at whit- 
ney sharply as though he is a little 
angry at anyone even raising the 
question.) 

father. Of course she’s going to get 
well! 

HARLAN (running to father). 1 
hope she gets well soon. When Mam¬ 
ma stavs in bed it’s lonesome. 

# 

father. Yes, it is, Harlan. It’s lone¬ 
some. (He looks around the room 
and finds it pretty empty) What were 
you boys supposed to do today? 

WHITNEY. I was to leam the rest of 
my catechism. 

father. Well, if that’s what your 
mother wanted you to do, you’d bet¬ 
ter do it. 

WHITNEY. I know it—I think. 

FATHER. You’d better be sure. 

WHITNEY. I can’t be sure unless 
somebody hears me. Will you hear 

me? 

father (with sudden willingness to 
he useful). All right. I’ll hear you, 
Whitney, (whitney goes to the 
mantel and gets vemnie’s prayer hook. 
father sits on the sofa, harlan 
climbs up beside him.) 

harlan. If Mamma’s still sick will 
you read to me tonight? 


father. Of course I’ll read to you. 
(whitney opetjs the prayer hook and 
hands it to father.) 

WHITNEY. Here it is, Father. Just 
the end of it. Mother knows I know 
the rest. Look, start here. (He 
points.) 

father. All right. (Reading) “How 
many parts are there in a Sacrament? 

WHITNEY (reciting). “Two; the out¬ 
ward visible si^n, and the inward 
spiritual grace.’ 

(father nods in approval.) 

father. “W^at is the outward visi¬ 
ble sign or form in Baptism? 

WHITNEY. “Water; wherein the per¬ 
son is baptized, in the name of the 
Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Ghost.” You haven’t been bap¬ 
tized, Father, have you? 

father (ignoring it). “What is the 
inward and spiritual grace?” 

whitney. If you don’t have to be 
baptized, why do I have to be con¬ 
firmed? 

FATHER (ignoring this even more), 
‘What is the inward and spiritual 
grace?” 

WHITNEY. “A death unto sin, and a 
new birth unto righteousness; for be¬ 
ing by nature born in sin, and the 
children of wrath, we are hereby 
made the children of grace.” Is that 
why you get mad so much. Father— 
because you’re a child of wrath? 

FATHER. Whitney, mind your man¬ 
ners! You’re not supposed to ask ques¬ 
tions of your elders! “What is t®" 
quired of persons to be baptized?” 
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WHITNEY. "Repentance, whereby— 
whereby—^'’ (He pauses.^ 

FATHER C^uickly shutting the hook 
and handing it to whitney). You 
don’t know it well enough, Whit¬ 
ney. You’d better study it some more. 

WHITNEY. Now? 

FATHER (softening). No, you don't 
have to do it now. Let's see, now, 
what can we do? 

WHITNEY. Well, I was working with 
my tool chest out in the back yard. 
(Edges toward the arch.) 

FATHER. Better not do any hammer¬ 
ing with your mother sick upstairs. 
You’d better stay here. 

WHITNEY. I wasn't hammering— I 
was doing wood-carving. 

FATHER. Well, Harlan—how about 
you? Shall we play some tiddle-dy- 
winks? 

HARLAN (edging toward whitney). 
I was helping \^itney. 

FATHER. Oh—all right. (The hoys go 
out. FATHER gocs to the Stairwell) 
Boys, don’t do any shouting. We all 
ha\'e to be very quiet around here. 
(He stands in the hall and looks up 
toward vinnie, worried. Then he 
tiptoes across the room and stares 
gloomily out of the window. Then he 
tiptoes hack into the hall and goes to 
the rail of the basement stairs, and 
calls ijuietly) Margaret! (There is no 
answer and he raises his voice a lit¬ 
tle) Marearet! (There is still no an¬ 
swer and he lets loose) Margaret! 
Why don't you answer when you 
hear me calling? 

(At this mofwent margarbt, hat on, 


appears in ike arch from the right, 
having come through the front door.) 

MARGARET. Sh—sh— (FATHER turns 
quickly and sees margaret.) 

FATHER. Oh, there you are! 

MARGARET (reprovingly). We must 
all be quiet, Mr. Day—Mrs. Day is 
very sick. 

FATHER (testily). I know she's sick. 
That's what I wanted you for. You 
go up and wait outside her door in 
case she needs anything, (margaret 
starts upstairs) And what were you 
doing out of the house, anyway? 

MARGARET. I was Sent for the min¬ 
ister. 

FATHER (startled). The minister! 

MARGARET. Yes, he’ll be right in. 
H«’s paying off the cab. (margaret 
continues upstairs. The door slams. 

THE REVEREND DR. LLOYD appears 

in the archway and meets father in 
the hall.) 

DR. LLOYL, I was deeply shocked to 
hear of Mrs. Day's illness. I hope I 
can be of some service. Will you take 
me up to her? 

FATHER (with a trace of hostility). 
She's resting now. She can't be dis¬ 
turbed. 

DR. LLOYD. But Fvc been summoned. 

FATHER. The doctor will be back in 
a few minutes and we’ll see what he 
has to say about it. You'd better come 
in and wait. 

dr. LLOYD. Thank you. (Comes into 
the room, father follows him re- 
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luctantlyj Mrs. Day has been a 
tower of strength in the parish. Ev¬ 
eryone liked her so much. Yes, she 
was a fine woman. 

father. I wish to God you wouldn^t 
talk about Mrs. Day as if she were 
dead. 

(nora comes down the stairs and 
looks into the room.) 

NORA. Is the doctor back yet? 

FATHER. No. Docs she need him? 

NORA. She’s kinda’ restless. She’s 
talking in her sleep and twisting and 
turning. (S/ie goes downstairs, fa¬ 
ther looks tip toward vinnie’s room, 
worried, then looks angrily toward 
the front door.) 

father. That doctor said he’d be 
right back. (He goes to the window.) 

MARGARET (coming do-wnstairs). 
Here comes the doctor. I was watch¬ 
ing for him out the window. (She 
goes to the front door. A moment 
later dr. Humphreys enters.) 

FATHER. Well, doctor—seems to me 
that was a pretty long ten minutes. 

DR. HUMPHREYS (indignantly). See 
here, Mr. Day, if I’m to be respon¬ 
sible for Mrs. Day’s health, I must 
be allowed to handle this case in my 
own way. 

FATHER. Well, you can't handle it if 
you’re out of the house. 

DR. HUMPHREYS (flaring). I left this 
house because— (dr. somers, an im¬ 
posing medical figure, enters and 
stops at DR. Humphreys’s side) This 
is Dr. Somers. 


DR. SOMERS. How do you do? 

DR. HUMPHREYS. I fclt that MtS. 

Day’s condition warranted my get¬ 
ting Dr. Somers here as soon as pos" 
sible for consultation. I hope that 
meets with your approval. 

FATHER (fl little awed). Why, yes, 
of course. Anything that can be done. 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Upstairs, doctor!, 
(The two doctors go upstairs, fa¬ 
ther (urHs hack into the room, obvi¬ 
ously shaken.) 

DR. LLOYD. Mrs. Day is in good 
hands now, Mr. Day. There’s noth- 
ing you and I can do at the moment 
to help. (After a moment's considera¬ 
tion FATHER decides there is some¬ 
thing that can he done to help. He 

goes to DR. LLOYD. FATHER indicates 
the seat in front of the table to DR. 
LLOYD and they both sit.) 

father. Dr. Lloyd, there’s something 
that’s troubling Mrs. Day’s mind. I 
think you know what I refer to. 

DR. LLOYD. Yes—you mean the fact 
that you’ve never been baptized. 

father. I gathered you knew about 
it from your sermon last Sunday. 
(Looks at him a second with indig¬ 
nant memory) But let’s not get 
angry. 1 think something had better 
be done about it. 

DR. LLOYD. Yes, Mt. Day. 

FATHER. When the doctors get 
through up there I want yon to talk 
to Mrs. Day. I want you to tell her 
something. 

DR. LLOYD (eagerly). Yes, I’ll be 
glad to. 
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FATHER. You re just the man to do 
it! She shouldn’t be upset about this 
~i want you to tell her that my being 
baptized would just be a lot of damn 
nonsense. 

(This isn't what dr. lloyd has ex- 
‘pected and it is hardly his idea of 
how to help MRS. day.) 

DR. LLOYD. But, Mr. Day! 

FATiiriR. No, she’d take your word on 
a thing like that—and we’ve got to 
do everything we can to help her 
now. 

DR. LLOYD (rising). But baptism is 
jne of the sacraments of the Church— 

father O'ising). You’re her min¬ 
ister and you’re supposed to bring 
her comfort and peace of mind. 

DR. LLOYD. But the solution is so 
simple. It would take only your con¬ 
sent to be baptized. 

FATHER. That’s out of the question! 
And r m surprised that a grown man 
like you should suggest such a thing. 

DR. LLOYD. If you’re really concerned 

about Mrs. Day’s peace of mind, 

don’t YOU think— 

✓ 

FATHER. Now sce here—if you’re 
just going to keep her stirred up 
ibout this, I’m not going to let vou 
her at all. (He turws away. dr. 
lloyd follows him.) 

DR. LLOYD. Now, Mr. Day, as you 
said, we must do evcr\uhing we can— 
(The doctors come downstairs, fa¬ 
ther sees //i^m.) 

FATHER. Well, doctor, how is she? 
What have you decided? 


DR. HUMPHREYS. Wc’vC juSt left 

Mrs. Day. Is there a room we could 
use for our consultation? 

FATHER. Of course. (MARGARET 
starts downstairs') Margaret, you go 
back upstairs! I don’t want Mrs. 
Day left alone! 

MARGARET. I have to do something 
for the doctor. I’ll go back up as 
soon as I get it started. 

FATHER. Well, hurry. And, Mar¬ 
garet, show these gentlemen down' 
stairs to the billiard room. 

MARGARET. Yes, sit. This way, doctor 
—downstairs. (Exits, followed hy dr. 

SOMERS. FATHER delays DR. HU]* 
PHREYS.) 

FATHER. Dr. Humphreys, yot^ know 
now, don’t you—this isn’t serious, 
is it? 

DR. HUMPHREYS. After wc’vc had our 

consultation we’ll talk to you, Mr. 
Day. 

FATHER. But surely you must— 

DR. HUMPHREYS. Just icst assuied 
that Dr. Somers will do everything 
that is humanly possible. 

FATHER. Why, you don’t mean— 

DR. HUMPHREYS. We’ll try not to bt 
long. (Exits. FATHER tnms and looh 
at DR. LLOYT). He is obviously fright 
enea.) 

FATHER. This Dr. Somers—I’ve heard 
his name often—he’s very well 
thought of, isn’t he? 

DR. LLOYD. Oh, yes indeed. 
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father. If Vinnie’s really—if any¬ 
one could help her, he could—don’t 


you 


think? 


DR. LLOYD. A very fine physician. 
But there’s a greater Help, ever pres¬ 
ent in the hour of need. Let us turn 
to Him in prayer. Let us kneel and 
pray, (father looks at him, straight¬ 
ens, then walks to the other side of 
the room) Let us kneel and pray. 
(father finally hows his head. dr. 
LLOYD looks at him and, not kneel¬ 
ing himself, raises his head and 
speaks simply in prayer) Oh, Lord, 
look down from Heaven—behold, 
visit, and relieve this I'hy servant 
who is grieved with sickness, and ex¬ 
tend to her Thy accustomed good¬ 
ness. We know she has sinned 
against Thee in thought, word, and 
deed. Have mercy on her, O Lord, 
have :nexcy on this miserable sinner, 
p:.' \vz ••'ler— 

father. She’s not a miserable sin¬ 
ner and vou know it! (Then father 
speaks directly to the Deity) O God! 
You know Vinnie’s not a miserable 
sinner. She’s a damn fine woman! 
She shouldn’t be made to suffer. It's 
got to stop, I tell you, it’s got to stop! 
(viNNiE appears on the stairway in 
her nightgown.) 

VINNIE. What's the matter, Clare? 
What’s wrong? 

father (not hearing her). Have 
mercy, I say, have mercy, damn it! 


VINNIE. Wliat’s the matter, Clare) 
What’s wrong? (father turns, sees 
VINNIE, and rushes to her.) 

FATHER. Vinnie, what are you doing 
down here? You shouldn t be out of 
bed. You get right back upstairs. 
(He now has his arms around her.) 

VINNIE. Oh, Clare, I heard you call. 
Do you need me? 

FATHER (deeply mox’ed). Vinnie I 
know now how much I need you. Get 
well, Vinnie. I’ll be baptized. I 
promise. „’ll be baptized. 

VINNIE. You will? Oh, Clare! 

FATHER. I’ll do anything. Well go 
to Europe, just we two—you won t 
have to worry about the children or 
the household accounts— (vinnie 
faints against father’s shoulder) 
Vinnie! (He stoops to lift her.) 

DR. LLOYD. I’ll get the doctor. But 

don’t worry, Mr. Day—she 11 be all 
right now. (father lifts vinnie up 
in his arms) Bless you for what 
you’ve done, Mr. Day. 

FATHER. What did I do? 

DR. LLOYD. You promised to be bap¬ 
tized! 

father (aghast). I did? (With hor¬ 
ror father realizes he has been he-^ 
trayed—and by himself) OH, GOD) 


CURTAIN 
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ACT THREE 

SCENE 1 


The same. 

A month later. Mid-afternoon. 

viNNiE is seated on the sofa embroidering petit point. 

MABGARET enters, as usual uncomfortable at being upstairs. 


MARGARET. You Wanted to speak to 
me, ma’am? 

VINNIE. Yes, Margaret, about to¬ 
morrow morning’s breakfast — we 
must plan it very carefully. 

MARGARET (puzzled'). Mr. Day 
hasn’t complained to me about bis 
breakfasts lately. As a matter of fact, 
I’ve been blessing my luck! 

VINNIE. Oh, no, it’s not that. But 
tomorrow morning I’d like some¬ 
thing for his breakfast that would 
surprise him. 

MARGARET C^oubtfuUy^, Surprising 
Mr. Day is always a bit of a risk, 
ma’am. My motto with him has al¬ 
ways been “Let well enough alone.” 

VINNIE. But if we think of some¬ 
thing he especially likes, Margaret 
—what would you say to kippers? 

MARGARET. Well, I’ve served him 
kippers, but I don’t recall his ever 
saying he liked them. 


VINNIE. He's never said he didn’t 
like them, has he? 

MARGARET. They’ve never got a 
stamp on the floor out of him one 
way or the other. 

VINNIE. If Mr. Day doesn’t say he 
doesn’t like a thing you can assume 
that he does. Let’s take a chance on 
kippers, Margaret. 

MARGARET. Very well, ma’am. (She 
starts OMt.) 

VINNIE Onnocently'). And, Mar¬ 
garet, you'd better have enough 
breakfast for two extra places. 

MARGARET (knowtngly'). Oh— so 
that’s it! We’re going to have com¬ 
pany again. 

VINNIE. Yes, my cousin, Miss Cart¬ 
wright, and her friend are coming 
back from Springfield. I’m afraid 

they’ll get here just about breakfast 
time. 
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MARGARET. Well, in that case I’d bet- 

ter make some of my Sunday morn¬ 
ing hot biscuits, too. 

VINNIE. Yes. We know Mr. Day likes 
those. 

MARGARET. IVc been getting him to 
church with them for the last fifteen 
years. (The door slams. Margaret 
goes to the arch and looks') Oh, it’s 
Mr. Clarence, ma’am. (Goes off 
do^i^stairs and clarence enters 
with a large package.) 

CLARENCE. Here it is, Mother. (He 
pMts it on the table.) 

VINNIE. Oh, it was still in the store! 
They hadn’t sold it! I’m so thrilled. 
Didn’t you admire it, Clarence? 
(She hurries over to the table.) 

CLARENCE. Well, it’s unusual. 

VINNIE Cunwrapj)ing the package). 
You know, 1 saw this down there 
the day before I got sick. I was walk¬ 
ing through the bric-a-brac section 
and it caught my eye. I was so 
tempted to buy it! And all the time 
I lay ill I just couldn’t get it out of 
my head. I can't understand how it 
could stay in the store all this time 
without somebody snatching it up. 
(She takes it out of the box. It is a 
large china pug dog) Isn’t that the 
darlingest thing you ever saw! It 
does need a ribbon, though. I’ve got 
the very thing somewhere. Oh, yes, 
I know. (Goes to the side table and 
gets a red ribbon out of the drawer.) 

CLARENCE. Isn’t John home yet? 

VINNIE. I haven’t seen him. Why? 

CLARENCE. Well, you know we’ve 
been working, and John went down 
to collect our money. 


VINNIE. That’s fine. (She ties the 
ribbon around the dogs neck) Oh, 
Clarence, I have a secret for just the 
two of us; who do you think is com¬ 
ing to visit us tomorrow?—Cousin 
Cora and Mary. 

CLARENCE. YcS, I knOW. 

VINNIE. How did you know? 

CLARENCE. I happened to get a letter. 
(jOHN enters, carrying two packages 
of medicine.) 

VINNIE. John, did you ever see any¬ 
thing so sweet? 

JOHN. What is it? 

VINNIE. It’s a pug dog. Your father 
would never let me have a real one, 
but he can’t object to one made of 
china. This ribbon needs pressing. 
I’ll take it down and have Margaret 
do it right away. (Exits with the he- 
ribboned png dog.) 

CLARENCE. What did you bring home 
more medicine for? (Then luith sud¬ 
den fright) Dr. Bartlett paid us off, 
didn’t he? 

JOHN. Oh, yes! 

CLARENCE (heaving a great sigh of 
relief). You had me scared for ? 
minute. When I went down to Me 
Creery’s to get that pug dog fot 
Mother, I ordered the daisiest sui^ 
you ever saw. Dr. Bartlett owed u? 
sixteen dollars apiece, and the suit 
was only fifteen. Wasn’t that lucky? 
Come on, give me my money. 

JOHN. Clarence, Dr. Bartlett paid ua 
off in medicine. 
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CLARENCE. You let him pay us off 
with that old Beneficent Balml 

JOHN. Well, he thanked us, too, for 
our services to mankind. 

CLARENCE (in ^*gOKy). But my suit! 

JOHN. You’ll just have to wait for 
vour suit. 

CLARENCE. I can't wait! IVe got to 
ha\^e it tomorrow—and besides they’re 
making the alterations. Fve got to pay 
for it this afternoon! Fifteen dollars! 

JOHN Qielpfjilly'). Why don't you 
offer them fifteen bottles of medi¬ 
cine? (clarence gives it a little 
desperate thought.^ 

clarence. They wouldn't take it. 
McCreery's don't sell medicine. 

(jOHN is hy the window and looks 
out.') 

JOHN. Thats too bad. Here comes 
Father. 

clarence. I’ll have to brace him for 
that fifteen dollars. I hate to do it, 
but I’ve got to-that's all-I've got to. 

JOHN. Fm not going to be here when 
you do. Fd better hide this some¬ 
where, anyway. (Takes the pack- 
ages and hurries upstairs. The door 
slams. FATHER enters and looks into 
the room.) 

CLARENCE. Good aftemoon, sir. 

FATHER. How’s your mother, Clar¬ 
ence? W'hcre is she? 

CLARENCE. Shc’s all right. She’s 
downstairs with Margaret. Oh, 
Father- (father goes off down the 
hall and wc hear him calling doxvn- 
\tairs.') 


FATHER. Vinnie! Vinnie! Fm home. 
(Conies hack into the room, carry¬ 
ing his newspaper.) 

clarence. Father, Mother will be 
well enough to go to church with us 
next Sunday. 

father. That's fine, Clarence. That’s 
fine. 

clarence. Father, have you noticed 
that I haven’t been kneeling down 
in church lately? 

father. Clarence, don't let your 
mother catch you at it. 

clarence. Then Fve got to have a 
new suit of clothes right away! 

FATHER (after a puzzled hok). 
Clarence, you’re not even making 
sense! 

CLARENCE. But a fcllow docsn^t feel 

right in cut-down clothes—especially 
your clothes. That's why I canT kneel 
down in church—I can t do anything 
in them you wouldn't do. 

father. Well, that's a damn good 
thing! If my old clothes make you 
behave yourself I don't think you 
ought to wear anything else. 

CLAMNCE ^desperately). Oh, no! 
You’re you and Fm me! I want to 
be myself! Besides, you're older and 
there are^ things Fve got to do that 
I wouldn’t do at your age. 

father. Clarence, you should never 
do anything I wouldn’t do. 

CLARENCE. Oh, yes,-look, for in¬ 
stance: Suppose I should want to 
kneel down in front of a girl? 


7 


LIFE WITH FATHER IO37 


Pother. Why in Heaven’s name 
should you want to do a thing like 

that? 

CLARENCE. Well, Fve got to get mar¬ 
ried sometime. I’ve got to propose to 
a girl sometime. 

father Qexasj>erated'). Before you’re 
married, you’ll be earning your owm 
clothes, I hope. Don't get the idea 
into vour head I’m going to support 
you and a wife, too. Besides, at your 
age, Clarence— 

CLARENCE (hustily). Oh, I’m not 

going to be married right away, but 
for fifteen dollars I can get a good 
suit of clothes. 

FATHER (bewildered and irritated'). 
Clarence! (He stares at him. At this 
second, vinnie comes through the 
arch) Why, you’re beginning to talk 
as crazy as your mother. (He sees 
her) Oh, hello, Vinnie. How’re you 
feeling today? 


VINNIE. I took a long walk and 
dropped in to call on old Mrs. WTiite 
head. 

FATHER. Well, that’s fine. 

VINNIE. And, Clare, it was the most 
fortunate thing that ever ha|.'pcncd. 
I’ve got wonderful news lor you! 
Who do you think was there? Mr. 
Morlev! 

FATHER (not placing him). Morlev? 

VINNIE. You remember—that nice 
young minister who substituted for 
Dr. Lloyd one Sunday? 

FATHER. Oh, yes! Bright young fel¬ 
low, preached a good sensible sermon. 

vinnie. It was the only time I ever 
saw you put five dollars in the plate! 

FATHER. Ought to be more ministers 
like him. I could get along with that 
young man without any trouble at 
all. 


vinnie. I’m fine, Clare. (They kiss) 
You don’t have to hurry home from 
the office every day like this. 
(clarence throrvs himself in the 
chair hy the window, sick with dis¬ 
appointment.) 

father. Business the way it is, no 
use going to the office at all. 

VINNIE. But you haven’t been to your 
club for weeks. 

FATHER. Can’t stand the damn place. 
You do look better, Vinnie. What 
did you do today? (Drops on the 
sofa. VINNIE stands behind the sofa. 
Her chatter does not succeed in di¬ 
verting FATHER from his newspaper.) 


vinnie. Well, Clare, his parish is in 
Audubon—you know, ’way up above 
Harlem. 

FATHER. Is that so? 

vinnie. Isn’t that wonderful? No 
body knows you up there. You’ll be 
perfectly safe! 

FATHER. Safe? Vinnie, what the 
devil are you talking about? 

vinnie. I've been all over ever^Thing 
with Mr. Morley and he’s agreed to 

baptize you. 

FATHER. Oh, he has—the young 
whippersnapper! Damn nice of him! 
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viNNiE. We can go up there any 
morning, Clare—we don’t even have 
to make an appointment. 

Father. Vinnie, you’re just making 
a lot of plans for nothing. Who said 
I was going to be baptized at all? 

VINNIE CcfghasO. Why, Clare! You 
did! 

FATHER. Now, Vinniel— 

VINNIE. You gave me your promise— 
your Sacred Promise. You stood 
right on that spot and said: *T11 be 
baptized. I promise—I’ll be baptized.” 

FATHER. What if I did? 

VINNIE (^amazed, she comes down 
und faces him'). Aren't you a man of 
your word? 

FATHER (rising). Vinnie, that was 
under entirely different circum¬ 
stances. We all thought you were 
dying, so naturally I said that to 
make you feel better. As a matter 
of fact, the doctor told me that’s what 
cured you. So it seems to me pretty 
ungrateful of you to press this matter 
any further. 

VINNIE. Clarence Dav, you gave me 
your Sacred Promise! 

FATHER (getting annoyed), Vinnie, 
you were sick when I said that. Now 
you’re well again. 

(MARGARET enters with the jnig dog, 
which 710W has the freshly pressed 
ribbon tied around its week. She pxits 
it on the table,) 

MARGARET. Is that all right, Mrs. 
Day? 

VINNIE (dismissiwgly). That’s fine, 
Margaret, thank you. (margaret 


exits) My being well has nothing 
to do with it. You gave me your word! 
You gave the Lord your word. If you 
had seen how eager Mr. Morley was 
to bring you into the fold! (father, 
trying to escape, has been moving 
toward the arch when suddenly the 
pug dog catches his eye and he stares 
at it fascinated) And you’re going 
to march yourself up to his church 
some morning before you go to the 
office and be christened. If you think 
for one minute that I’m going to— 

FATHER. What in the name of 
Heaven is that? 

VINNIE. If you think I’m going to 
let you add the sin of breaking your 
Solemn and Sacred Promise- 

father. I demand to know what that 
repulsive object is! 

v^NiE (exasperated in her turn). 

It’s perfectly plain what it is—it’s a 
pug dog! 

father. What’s it doing in this 
house? 

VINNIE (defiantly), I wanted it and 
I bought it. 

father. You spent good money for 
that? 

VINNIE. Clare, we’re not talking about 
that! We’re talking about you. Don’t 
try to change the subject! 

FATHER. How much did you pay for 
that atrocity? 

VINNIE. I don’t know. I sent Clarence 
down for it. Listen to me, Clare- 

FATHER. Clarence, what did you pay 
for that? 
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OLARBNCB. I didn’t pay anything. I 
charged it. 

father (looking at vinnie). 
Charged it! I might have known. 
(To clarence) How much was it? 

clarence. Fifteen dollars. 

father. Fifteen dollars for that eye¬ 
sore? 

vn^NiB (to the rescue of the pug 
dog). Don't you call that lovely 
work of art an eyesore! That will 
look beautiful sitting on a red 
cushion by the fireplace in the parlor. 

father. If that sits in the parlor, I 
won't! Furthermore, I don't even 
want it in the same house with me. 
Get it out of here! (He starts for the 
stairs.') 

VINNIE. You’re just using that for an 
excuse. You’re not going to get out 
of this room until you set a date for 
your baptism, (father turns at the 
foot of the stairs.) 

father, ril tell you one thing! I’ll 
never be baptized while that hideous 
monstrosity is in this house. (He 
stulks upstairs.) 

VINNIE (calling after him). All right! 
(She goes to the pug dog) All right! 
It goes back this afternoon and he’s 
christened first thing in the morning. 

CLARENCE. But, Mother— 

VINNIE. Clarence, you heard him say 
that he’d be baptized as soon as I 
got this pug dog out of the house 
You hurry right back to McCreery’s 
with it—and be sure they credit us 
with fifteen dollars. (The fifteen 
dollars rings a hell in clarence’s 
mind.) 
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clarence. Oh, say, Mother, while 1 
was at McCreery’s, I happened to 
see a suit I would like ver^' much and 
the suit was only fifteen dollars. 

VINNIE (regretfully)- Well, Clar¬ 
ence, I think your suit will have to 
wait until after I get your father 
christened. 

clarence (hopefully) No. I meant 
that since the suit cost just the same 
as the pug dog, if I exchanged the 
pug dog for the suit— 

vinnie. Why, yes! Then your suit 
wouldn’t cost Father anything! Why, 
how bright of you, Clarence, to think 
of that! 

clarence (quickly). I’d better start 
right away before McCreery’s closes 
(They have collected the box, ivrap 
per, and tissue paper.) 

VINNIE. Yes. Let’s see. If we’re going 
to take your father all the way up to 
Audubon— Clarence, you stop at 
Ryerson & Brown’s on your wav bacli 
and tell them to have a cab here a; 
eight o'clock tomonow morning. 

clarence. Mother, a cab! Do yo-f 
think you ought to do that? 

VINNIE. Well, we can’t walk t • 
Audubon. 

clarence (warningly). But 
know what a cab does to Father! 

VINNIE. This is an important occa 
sion. 

clarence (with a shrug). All rights 
A brougham or a Victoria? 

vinnie. Get one of their best cabs* 
the kind they use at funerals. 


1040 HOWARD LINDSAY AND RUSSEL CROUSE 


CLARENCE. Thosc cost two dollars an 

hour! And if Father gets mad— 

viNNiE. Well, if your father starts 
to argue in the morning, you re¬ 
member— 

CLARENCE (jememhenng his suit). 
Oh, he agreed to it! We both heard 
him! 

(viNNiE has removed the rihhon and 
is about to -put the pug dog hack in 
the hox.) 

VINNIE (regretfully). I did have my 
heart set on this. (An idea comes to 
her) Still—if they didn't sell him 
in all that time, he might be safe 
there for a few more weeks. (She 
gives the dog a reassuring pat and 
puts him in the hox. She begins to 
sing "Srvect Marie'* happily, fa¬ 
ther comes down the stairs, clar¬ 
ence takes his hat and the hox and 
goes happily and quickly ottt. fa¬ 
ther watches him) I hope you no¬ 
tice that Clarence is returning the 
pug dog. 

FATHER. That’s a sign you're getting 
your faculties back, (vinnie is sing¬ 
ing quietly to herself in a satisfied 
wny} Good to hear you singing again, 
Vh’nnie. (Suddenly rememhering 
^omethiuo) Oh!—on mv wav uptown 
I stopped in at Tiffany’s and bought 
you a little something. Thought you 
might like it. (He takes out of his 
pocket a small ring-hox and holds it 
out to her. She takes it.) 

VINNIE. Oh, Clare. (She opens it 
eagerly) What a beautiful ring! (She 
takes the ring out, puts it on her 
huger, and admires it.) 

rATHER. Glad if it pleases you. (He 
.ettlcs down to his newspaper on the 
sofa.^ 


VINNIE. I don’t know how to thank 
you. (She kisses him.) 

FATHER. It’s thanks enough for me 
to have you up and around again. 
When you’re sick, Vinnie, this house 
is like a tomb. There’s no excitement. 

VINNIE (sitting beside him). Clare, 
this is the loveliest ring you ever 
bought me. Now that I have this, 
you needn’t buy me any more rings. 

FATHER. Well, if you don’t want 
any more. 

VINNIE. What I’d really like now is a 
nice diamond necklace. 

FATHER (alarmed). Vinnie, do you 
know how much a diamond neck¬ 
lace costs? 

VINNIE. I know, Clare, but don’t you 
see?—your giving me this ring shows 
that I mean a little something to you. 
Now, a diamond necklace— 

FATHER. Good God, if you don’t 
know bv this time how 1 feel about 
you! We’ve been married for twenty 
years and I’ve loved you every min¬ 
ute of it. 

VINNIE. What did you say? (Her eyes 
well with tears at father’s definite 
stateme7it of his love.) 

father. I said we’d been married 
twenty years and IVe loved you 
every minute of it. But if I have to 
buy out jewelr)' stores to prove it— if 
1 haven’t showTi it to you in my words 
and actions, I might as well— (He 
turns and sees vinnie dabbing he^ 
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eyes speaks with resignation^ 
What have I done now? 

viNNiE. It's all right, Clare—I’m just 
so happy. 

father. Happy! 

VINNIE. You said you loved me! 
And this beautiful ring—that's some¬ 
thing else I didn't expect. Oh, Clare, 
I love surprises. (She nestles against 

JjitM.) 

father. That's another thing I can’t 
understand about you, Vinnie. Now, 
I like to know what to expect. Then 
I'm prepared to meet it. 
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VINNIE (putting her head on hir 
shoulder^. Yes, I know. But, Clare, 
life would be prettv dull if we always 
knew what was coming. 

FATHER. Well, it’s certainly not dull 
around here. In this house you never 
know what’s going to hit you to¬ 
morrow. 

VINNIE C*o herselp. Tomorrow! 
(S/ie sMrfs to sing, father listening 
to her happily.^ 

“Every daisy in the dell. 

Knows mv secret, knows it well, 
And yet I dare not tell. 

Sweet Marie!” 


CURTAIN 


SCENE II 


The same. 

The next morning. Breakfast. All the family except JOHN and vinnie are 
at the table and in good spirits. 


JOHN (entering'). Mother says she'll 
be right down. (He sits at the table. 
MAGGIE, the new maid, enters with 
a plate of hot biscuits and serves 
father. As FATHER takes a biscuit, 
he glances up at her and shows some 
little surprise.) 

father. Who are you? What’s your 
name? 


MAGGIE. Margaret, sir. 


father. 
got one 


Can’t be Margaret. We've 
Margaret in the house. 


MAGGIE. At home they call me Mag¬ 
gie, sir. 


father (genially). All right, Mag' 
gie. (maggib continues serving the 
biscuits) Boys, if her name’s ^ lar- 
garet, that’s a good sign. Maybe she’ll 
stay awhile. You know, boys, youc 
mother used to be just the same about 
cooks as she is about maids. Never 
could keep them for some reason. 
Well, one day about fifteen years ago 
—yes, it was right after you were 
bom, John—my, vou were a homely 
baby. (They all taiigh at John’s ex¬ 
pense) I came home that night all 
tired out and what did I find?—no 
dinner, because the cook had left. 
Well, I decided I’d had just about 
enough of that, so I just marched 
over to the employment agency on 
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Sixth Avenue and said to the woman 
in charge: “Where do you keep the 
cooks?” She tried to hold me up with 
a lot of red-tape folderol, but I just 
walked into the room where the girls 
were waiting, looked ’em over, saw 
Margaret, pointed at her, and said: 
“I'll take that one.” I walked her 
home, she cooked dinner that night, 
and she’s been cooking for us ever 
since. Damn good cook, too. (He 
stamps on the floor three times. 
viNNiE comes down the stairs dressed 
in white. Somehow she almost has 
the appearance o 
her wedding.') 

VINNIE. Good morning, Clare. Good 
morning, boys. (The hoys and fa¬ 
ther rise. VINNIE takes her bonnet 
and gloves and lays them on the 
chair below the preplace, father 
goes to vinnie’s chair and holds it 
oitt for her, glancing at her holiday 
appearance, vinnib sits.) 


f a bride going to 


FATHER. Sit down, boys. (As fa¬ 
ther returns to his own chair, he 
notices that all of the hoys are dressed 
in their Sunday best) Everyone’s 
dressed up this morning. What’s on 
the program for this fine day? 
(vinnie, who always postpones crises 
iu the hope some miracle will aid her, 
postpones this one.) 


VINNIE. Well, this afternoon May 
Lewis’s mother is ^ving a party for 
everyone in May s dancing class. 
Harlan’s going to that. 


HARLAN. I don’t want to go. Mamma, 

VINNIE- Why, Harlan, don’t you 
want to go to a party and get ice 
cream and cake? 


HARLAN. May Lewis always tries to 
kiss me. (This is greeted avifh family 
laughter.) 


FATHER (genially). When you get ft 
little older, you won’t object to girls* 
wanting to kiss you, will he, Clar¬ 
ence? (MARGARET comcs kuiTying 
in.) 

MARGARET. What’s Wanting? 

FATHER. Margaret, these kippers are 
good. (MARGARET makes her usual 
deprecatory gesture toward him) 
Haven’t had kippers for a long time. 
I'm glad you remembered I like them. 

MARGARET. Ycs, sit. (margarbt and 
VINNIE exchange knowing looks. 
MARGARET goes out happy.) 

FATHER. What’s got into Margaret 
this morning? Hot biscuits, too! 

VINNIE. She knows you’re fond of 
them. (The doorbell rings, maggbb 
goes to answer it. vinnie stirs nerv¬ 
ously in her chair) Who can that 
he? It can’t be the mailman because 
he’s been here. 


FATHER (with sly humor). Clarence 
has been getting a good many special 
deliveries lately. Is that business deal 



comes back into the arch with a suit 
box.) 

MAGGIE. This is for you, Mr. Day. 
Where shall I put it? 

CLARENCE (hastily). Oh, that’s for 

me, I think. Take it upstairs, Mag¬ 
gie. 

FATHER. Wait a minute, Maggie, 
bring it here. Let’s see it. 

(clarence takes the box from Mag¬ 
gie, who exits. He holds it toward 
his father.) 
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CLARENCE. See, it*s for me, Father— There's something wrong with youi 
Clarence Day, Jr. reasoning. 


father. Let me look. Why, that's 
from McCreery’s and it’s marked 
"Charge.” What is it? 

VINNIE. It’s all right, Clare. It’s noth¬ 
ing for you to worry about. 

father. Well, at least I think I 
should know what’s being charged 
to me. What is it? 


VINNIE. Now, Clare, stop your fuss¬ 
ing. It’s a new suit of clothes for 
Clarence and it's not costing you a 


penny 


father. It’s marked “Charge fif¬ 
teen dollars”—it's costing me fifteen 
dollars. And I told Clarence— 


VINNIE. I’m surprised, Clare, and 
you're supposed to be so good at 
figures. \^y, it’s perfectly clear to 

me. 


father. Vinnie! They’re going to 
charge me for one thing or the 
other. 


VINNIE. Don’t you let them! 

(father gets up and throws his nap- 
kin on the table.') 

FATHER. Well, McCreery’s aren’t 
giving away suits and they aren’t giv¬ 
ing away pug dogs. (He walks over 
to the window in his irritation) Can’t 
you get it through your- (Looking 
out the window) Oh, God! 


■VINNIE. Clare, can’t you take my 
-word it isn't costing you a penny? 

FATHER. I’d like to have you explain 
why it isn’t. 

VINNIE (triumphantly). Because 
Clarence took the pug dog back and 
got the suit instead. 

FATHER. Of course, and they’ll charge 
me fifteen dollars for the suit. 


VINNIE. What is it, Clare? What’s 
wrong? 

FATHER. Don’t anybody answer the 
door. 

VINNIE. Who is it? Who’s coming? 

FATHER. Those damn women are 
back! 

WHITNEY. What women? 


VINNIE. Nonsense, Clare. We gave 
them the pug dog for the suit. Don’t 
you see? 

FATHER. Then they’ll charge me fif¬ 
teen dollars for the pug dog. 

VINNIE. But, Clare, they can’t! We 
haven’t got the pug dog. We sent 
that back. 

FATHER (bewildered, hut not con¬ 
vinced). Now wait a minute, Vinnie. 


FATHER. Cora and that little idiot, 
(clarence dashes madly up the 
stairs clutching the box containing 
his new suit) They’re moving in on 
us again, bag and baggage! (The 
doorbell rings) Don’t let them in! 

VINNIE. Clarence Day, as if we could 
turn our own relatives away! 

father. Tell them to get back in 
that cab and drive right on to Ohio. 
If they’re extravagant enough to tak< 
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cabs when horse cars run right by our 
door— (maggie crosses the kali to 
answer the doorbell.') 

viNNiE. Now, Clare—you be quiet 
and behave yourself. They're here 
and there's nothing you can do 
about it. (She starts toward the kail.) 

FATHER (shouting after her). Well, 
why do they always pounce on us 
without warning?—the damn gypsies! 

VINNIE (from the arch). Shhh!- 
Clare! (Then in her best welcom¬ 
ing tone) Cora! Mary! Its so nice 
to have you back again. 

CORA. How are you, Vinnie? WeVe 
been so worried about you. 

VINNIE. Oh, I m fine now! (cora 

and MARY and vinnie enter and 

CORA Streeps right down into the 
room.) 

CORA. Hello, Harlan! Whitney! Well, 
Cousin Clare. Here we are aaain! 
(Kisses FATHER On the cheek^ He 
draws hack sternly, mary looks 
quickly around the room for clar¬ 
ence, then greets and is greeted by 

the other hoys) And John! Uteres 
Clarence? 

MARY. Yes, where is Clarence? 

VINNIE. John, go find Clarence and 
tell him that Cora and Mary are here. 

JOHN, ^es. Mother. (Goes upstaits). 

VINNIE. You got here just in time to 
have breakfast with us. 

CORA. We baa breakfast at the depot. 

VINNIE. Well, as a matter of fact, 
wc d just finished. 


FATHER (with cold dignity). I haven't 
finished my breakfast! 

VINNIE. Well, then sit down, Clare. 
(To CORA and mary) Margaret gave 
us kippers this morning and Clare's 
so fond of kippers. Why don't we all 
sit down? (Indicates the empty 
places and the girls sit. father re¬ 
sumes his chair and breakfast in 
stony silence, maggie has come into 
the room to await orders) Maggie, 
clear those things away. (She indi¬ 
cates the dishes in front of the girls, 
and MAGGIE removes them, father 
takes a letter from his stack of morn¬ 
ing mail and opens it) Clare, don't 
let your kippers get cold. (To cora) 
Now-tell us all about Springfield. 

CORA. We had a wonderful month— 
but tell us about you, Cousin Vinnie. 
You must have had a terrible time. 

VINNIE, Yes, I was pretty sick, but 
I’m all right again now. 

CORA. What was it? 

VINNIE. Well, the doctors don't 
know exactly, but they did say this 
-that they’d never seen anything 
like it before, whatever it was. 

CORA. You certainly look well enough 
now. Doesn’t she, Clare? 

(Whatex^er is in the letter father 
nos been reading comes to him as a 
shock.) 

father. Oh, God! 

v^iE. What’s the matter, Clare? 
What’s wrong? 

fatoer. Johttl ]ohn! (john is seen 
halfxvay up the stairs xvith the girls 
hags. He comes running dovm the 
stairs, going to father.) 
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JOHN. Yes, Father? 

father. Have you been going 
around this town selling medicine? 

JOHN (fl little frightened). Yes, 
Father. 

father. Dog medicine? 

JOHN (indig7jantly). No, Father, not 
dog medicine! 

father. It must have been dog medi¬ 
cine! 

JOHN. It wasn’t dog medicine, Fa¬ 
ther— 

FATHER. This letter from Mrs. 
Sprague says you sold her a bottle of 
this medicine and that her little bov 
gave some of it to their dog and it 
killed him! Now she wants ten dol¬ 
lars from me for a new dog. 

JOHN. Well, he shouldn’t have given 
it to a dog. It’s for humans! Why, it’s 
Bartlett’s Beneficent Balm—"Made 
from a secret formula”! 

FATHER. Have you been going 
around among our friends and neigh¬ 
bors selling some damned Dr. 
Munyon patent nostrum? 

JOHN. But it’s good medicine, Father. 
I can prove it by Mother. 

FATHER. Vinnie, what do you know 
about this? 

VINNIE. Nothing, Clare, but I’m 
sure that John— 

JOHN. No, I mean that day Mother— 

FATHER. That’s enough! You’re go¬ 
ing to every house where you sold a 


bottle of that concoction and buy it 
all back. 

JOHN (dismayed). But it’s a dollar a 
bottle! 

FATHER. I don’t care how much it 
is. How many bottles did you sell? 

JOHN. A hundred and twenty-eight. 

FATHER (roariwg). A hundred and 
twenty-eight! 

VINNIE. Clare, I always told you John 
would make a good business man. 

FATHER (calmly). Young man, I’ll 
give you the money to buy it back— 
a hundred and twenty-eight dollars. 
And ten more for Mrs. Sprague. 
That’s a hundred and thirty-eight 
dollars. But it’s coming out of your 
allowance! That means you’ll not get 
another penny until that hundred 
and thirty-eight dollars is all paid up. 
(jOHN starts toward the hall, count¬ 
ing on his fingers, then turns nud ad¬ 
dresses his father in dismay.) 

JOHN. I’ll be twenty-one years old! 
(father glares at him. john turns 
and goes on up the stairs, with the 
hags.) 

VINNIE (persuasively). Clare, you 
know you’ve always encouraged the 
boys to earn their own money. 

FATHER. Vinnie, I’ll handle this. 
(There is a pause. He huries him¬ 
self in his newspaper.) 

CORA (breaking through the con¬ 
straint). Of course, Aunt Judith sent 
her love to all of you— 

VINNIE. I haven’t seen Judith for 
years. You’d think living so close to 
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Springfield—maybe I could run up 
there before the summers over. 

CORA. Oh, she’ll be leaving for 
Pleasantville any day now. Grandpa 
Ebbetts has been failing very fast and 
that’s why I have to hurry back. 

viNNiE. Hurry backl’ Well, you and 
Mary can stay vrith us a few days 
at least. 

CORA. No, I hate to break the news to 
you, Vinnie, but we can’t even stay 
overnight. We’re leaving on the five 
o’clock train this afternoon. 

VTNNIE Cdisaffomted'). Oh, what a 
pity! (father lowers the paper.') 

FATHER (heartily). Well, Cora, it 
certainly is good to see you again. 
(To mary) Young lady, I think 
youS'e been enjoving yourself—vou 
look prettier than ever, (mary laughs 
and blushes.) 

WHITNEY. I’ll bet Clarence will think 
so. 

(The doorbell rings, maggie crosses 
to ans^ver it.) 

father. That can’t be another spe¬ 
cial delivei^^ for Clarence. (To mary, 
sh'lv) While ^^ou were in Spring- 
field our postman was kept pretty 
busy. Sure you girls don’t want any 
breakfast^ 

MARY. No, thank you. (Rises and 
goes to the arch and stands looking 
upstairs, watching for clarence.) 

CORA. Oh, no, thank you. Cousin 
Clare, we’ve had our breakfast. 

FATHER. At least you ought to have 
a CUD of coffee with us. Vinnie, you 


might have thought to order some 
coffee for the girls. 

CORA. No, no, thank you. Cousin 
Clare, (maggie appears again in the 
arch.) 

MAGGIE. It’s the cab, ma’am. (Erits.) 

father. The cab! What cab"? 

vinnie. The cab that’s to take us 
to Audubon. 

FATHER. Who’s going to Audubon? 

VINNIE. We all are. Cora, the most 
wonderful thing has happened! 

CORA. What, Cousin Vinnie? 

VINNIE (happily). Clare’s going to be 
baptized this morning. 

FATHER («of believing his ears). 
Vinnie—what are you saying? 

VINNIE (with determination). I’m 
sa]^ng you’re going to be baptized 
this morning! 

father. I am not going to be bap¬ 
tized this morning or any other morn¬ 
ing! 

VINNIE. You promised yesterday that 
as soon as I sent that pug dog back 
you’d be baptized. 

father. I promised no sucli thing! 

VINNIE. You certainly did! 

FATHER. I never said anything re¬ 
motely like that! 

VINNIE. Clarence was right here and 
heard it. You ask him! 
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faTHBH. Clarence te damned! I 
know what I said! I don’t remember 
exactly, but it wasn’t that! 

viNNiE. Well, I remember. That’s 
why I ordered the cab! 

father C^uddenly remembering). 
The cab! Oh, my God, that cab! 
(He rises and glares out the window 
at the cab, then turns back and speaks 
peremptorily) Vinnie! You send that 
right back! 

VINNIE. I’ll do nothing of the kind. 
I’m going to see that you get to 
Heaven. 

father. I can’t go to Heaven in a 
cab! 

VINNIE. Well, you can start in a cab! 
I’m not sure whether they’ll ever let 
you into Heaven or not, but I know 
they won’t unless you’re baptized. 

father. They can’t keep me out of 
Heaven on a technicality. 

VINNIE. Clare, stop quibbling! You 
might as well face it—you’ve got to 
make your peace with God. 

FATHER. I never had any trouble 
with God until you stirred Him up! 
(mary is tired of waiting for clar¬ 
ence and chooses this moment to in¬ 
terrupt.) 

MARY. Mrs. Day? 

(vinnie answers her quickly, as if 
expecting mary to supply her with 
an added argument.) 

vinnie. Yes, Mary? 

MARY. Where do you suppose Clar¬ 
ence is? 
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FATHER. You keep out of this, young 
lady! If it hadn’t been for you, no 
one would have known whether I 
was baptized or not. (mary breaks 
into tears) Damn! Damnation! 

VINNIE. Harlan! Whitney! Got vour 
Sunday hats. QCalls upstairs) John! 
Clarence! 

(harlan and whitney start out, but 
stop as FATHER spcaks.) 

father (blazing with new fire). 
Vinnie, are you mad? Was it your 
plan that my own children should 
witness this indignity? 

VINNIE. Why, Clare, they’ll be proud 
of you! 

FATHER. 1 suppose Harlan is to be 
my godfather! (With determination) 
Vinnie, it’s no use. I can’t go through 
with this thing and I won’t. That’s 
final. 

VINNIE. Why, Clare dear, if you feel 
that way about it— 

FATHER. I do! 

VINNIE. —the children don’t hav^ 
to go. 

(JOHN enters.) 

JOHN. Yes, Mother? 

(father sees john and an avenue of 
escape opens up.) 

father. Oh, John! Vinnie, I can’t 
do anything like that this morning. 
I’ve got to take John down to the 
office and give him the money to buy 
back that medicine. (To John) 
When I think of you going around 
this town selling dog medicine!— 

JOHN (insistently). It wasn’t dog 
medicine. Father. 
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FATHER. John, we*re starting down¬ 
town this minute! 

viNNiE. You're doing no such thing! 
You gave me your Sacred Promise 
that day I almost died— 

JOHN. Yes, and she would have died 
if vve hadn’t given her some of that 
medicine. That proves it’s good 
medicine! 

FATHER (iig/iflst). You gave your 
mother some of that dog medicine! 

VINNIE. Oh, no, John, you didn’t! 
CSinks weakly into the chair below 
the preplace.') 

JOHN. Yes, we did, Mother. We put 
some in your tea that morning. 

father. You did what? Without her 

you realize you might 
ha-, c killed your mother? You did kill 
Mrs. Spragues dog. (_After a solemn 
vcmse) John, you’ve done a very seri¬ 
ous tl“nc i'll have to give consider¬ 
able thougnt as to how you’re going 
to be punished for this. 

VINNIE. But, Clare— 

FATHER. No, Vinnie. When I think 
of that day-witli the house full of 
doctors—why, Cora, we even sent for 
tlic minister. Why, we might have 
lost vou! (He goes to VINNIE, rcally 
movc'l and puts his haad on her 
shoulder) It’s all right now. Vinnie, 
/hank Cod. '\ourc well again. But 
what I went through that afternoon 
—the way I felt—I'll never forget it 

VINNIE. Don't talk that way, Clare. 

Yoir\e forgotten it already. 
father. What do you mean? 


VINNIE. Tliat was the day vou gave 
me your Sacred Promise. 

father. But I wouldn’t have prom¬ 
ised if I hadn’t thought you were dy¬ 
ing—and you wouldn’t have almost 
died if John hadn’t given you thaj 
medicine. Don't you see? The whole 
thing’s illegal! 

VINNIE. Suppose I had died! It 
wouldn’t make any difference to you. 
You don’t care whether we meet in 
Heaven or not—you don’t care 
whether you ever see me and the chil¬ 
dren again. (She almost succeeds in 
crying, harlan and whitney go to 
her in sympathy, putting their arms 
around her.) 

father (distressed). Now, Vinnie, 
you’re not being fair to me. 

VINNIE. It’s all right, Clare. If you 
don t love us enough there’s nothing 
we can do about it. 

(Hurt, father walks away to th& 
other side of the room.) 

father. That’s got nothing to do 
with it! I love my family as much as 
any man. 1 here’s nothing within rea¬ 
son I w'ouldn t do for you, and \'ou 
know it! All these years I’ve stuiggled 
and worked just to prove- (uThas 
reached the window and looks out) 
There’s that damn cab! X’innie, 
you rc not well enough to go all the 
way up to Audubon. 

VINNIE (perkily). Fm well enouoh if 
u e ride. ® 

father. But that trip would take all 

morning. And those cabs cest a dol 
lar an hour. 

VINNIE (with smug complacence). 
Thats one of their best cabs. That 
coslS two dollars an hour. 
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(FATHER stares at her a second, hor¬ 
rified—then explodes.') 

FATHER. Tlien why aren’t you ready? 
Get your hat on! Damn! Damnation! 
Amen! (Exits for his hat and stick. 
viNNiE is stunned for a moment by 
this sudden surrender, then hastily 
ptits on her bonnet.) 

IVHITNEY. Let's watch them start! 

Come on, Cousin Cora, let’s watch 
;hem start! 

CORA. I wouldn’t miss it! 

(wHITNEY, HARLAN, and CORA huTTy 
out. VINNIE starts, but JOHN stops her 
in the arch.) 

JOHN (contritely). Mother, didn’t 
mean to almost kill you. 

VINNIE. Now, don’t you worry about 
what your father said, (Tenderly) 
Its all right, dear. (She kisses him) 
Ir worked out fine! (She exits, john 
looks Mpstflirs, then at mary, who has 
gone to the window.) 
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JOHN. Mar)'! Here comes Clarence! 
(john exits. MARY sits in father s 
chair, clarence cojnes down the 
stairs in his ncii’ suit. I^c goes into 
the room and right to mary. W^it/ioift 
sayitJg a word he kjieeJs in front of 
her. They both are starry-eyed. 
FATHER, with hat and stick, comes 
into the arch on his way out. lie sees 
CLARENCE kneeling at mary s feet.) 

FATHER. Oh, God! 

(clarence spritigs up in embarrass¬ 
ment. VINNIE re-enters hurriedly ) 

VINNIE. WHiat’s the matter? What’s 
wTong? 

CLARENCE. Nothing’s wrong, Mother 
— (Then, for want of something to 
sav) Going to the office, Father? 

FATHER. No! I’m going to be bap¬ 
tized, damn it! (He slams liis hat on 
angrily and stalks out. vinnie gives 
a triumphant nod and follows him. 
The cjirtain starts down, and as :c 
falls, CLARENCE again kneels at 
Mary’s feet.) 
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